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COSTUME    IN    ART. 


N  the  representation  of  a 
subject  the  painter  has  the 
advantage  of  the  sculptor  in 
that  the  latter  must  confine 
himself  to  form,  while  the 
painter  has  both  line  and 
colour.  Acting  on  this  fundamental  prin- 
ciple you  will  find  two  great  schools  amongst 
modern  painters.  One  of  these  schools 
believes  that  any  subject,  however  dull,  how- 
ever trite — repulsive  even — is  worthy  of  being 
depicted  if  it  shall  be  shown  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  reveal  the  painter's  tempera- 
ment or  ]>eculiar  technique.  .  i'he.  other 
school,  on  the  contrary,  believes  that  to  make 
a- picture  the  painter  must  have,  as  it  were, 
a  f)icture  in  his  mind.  The  scene  that  is 
uninteresting  in  real  life  does  not  become 
more    interesting    by    being    transferred    to 


canvas.  A  painter  of  this  persuasion  casts 
about  in  his  travels  or  in  his  mind's  eye 
for  combinations  of  colour  and  objects  which 
will  make  a  picture.  To  him  a  picture  that 
is  not  generally  admired,  which  gives  no 
pleasure  to  the  beholder,  that  happens  not 
to  be  interesting  in  technical  accomplish- 
ment, is  hardly  worth  being  painted,  (irey, 
dull  objects  or  scenes,  sombrely  apparelled 
men  and  women,  such  as  we  see  for  the  most 
part  around  us  in  the  world  to-day,  have 
little  attraction  for  the  painter  who  desires 
to  please  his  generation. 

"I  choose  scenes  of  colour,"  remaiked 
Meissonier  to  a  friend,  "  because  I  am  a 
colourist.  If  I  were  to  paint  the  people  of 
to-day  I  might  just  as  well  paint  in  mono- 
chrome." 

"The  little  incident,"   writes    Mr.    C    E. 


-ATTENDANCE   INCLUDED.'  ^'■'  ^-^O^   .MORAN. 

(By  pcrnii>Nioii  of  C.  Klackncr,  2,  Haymarkei.  Lpndon,  Publisher  of  the  large  Engraving.) 
Vol.  xxxiv. — 1. 
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COSTUME   IN  ART, 


Marshall  to  us,  "  illustrated  in  my  picture, 
*  Held  by  a  Thread,'  was  suggested  to  me  quite 
by  accident.  I  was  staying  at  an  old  manor 
house  in  Wiltshire,  where  many  of  my  sub- 
jects of  this  nature  were  painted,  and  one 
morning,  in  the  room  I  had  arranged  as  a 
studio,  with  my  canvases  and  two  models 
before  me,  I  was  quite  at  a  loss  for  a  subject. 
After  having  posed  my  models  in  different 
attitudes,  all  of  which  failed  to  please  me,  I 
left  the  room  in  despair.     On   my  return  a 


ready  brush  immortalizing  it  upon  canvas. 
Mr.  Marshall  here  shows  us  the  interior  of  a 
commodious  and  wrll-lit  room.  Reclining 
near  the  spacious  lattice-window,  through 
which  we  catch  a  glimpse  of  blue  skies  and 
smiling  meadows,  we  see  once  more  the  old- 
as-time  yet  ever  youthful  pair.  She  with 
downcast  eyes  and  demure  expression  is 
skilfully  repairing  the  rent  that  some  mis- 
chance has  torn  in  the  lace  flounce  of  his 
cuff,  while  he  gazes  with  ill-concealed  admira- 


•THE   BOYHOOD  OF    RALEIGH." 


By  sir  J.  E.  MILLAIS,  P.R.A. 


little  while  afterwards  1  found  that  my  two 
figures  had  by  chance  placed  themselves  in 
precisely  the  attitude  I  have  depicted  them 
in.  Here  was  my  subject,  and  the  picture 
was  started  at  once  ! " 

But  scenes  and  situations  that  would  prove 
not  unworthy  of  the  painter's  art  are  frequently 
lighted  on.  Is  not  "  as  pretty  as  a  picture  "  an 
everyday  expression  in  the  English  language  ? 
Not  always,  however,  is  there  present  (as  in 
this  instance)  an  artist  capable  of  seizing 
upon  the  crucial  moment  and  with  deft  and 


tion  full  in  the  lady's  face.  Held  by  a  thread 
— no  more  ;  but  even  a  thread  will  bind  for 
ever  those  who  have  no  wish  to  part. 

How  much  the  artist  gains  by  availing 
himself  of  the  more  florid  and  elaborate 
costume  of  other  days  is  clearly  shown  in 
this  and  the  accompanying  pictures.  Next 
to  a  period,  a  pose,  and  a  comely  model,  a 
happy  title  is,  perhaps,  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance. The  picture  by  Mr.  Leon  Moran 
is  a  striking  illustration  of  this.  Mr.  Moran 
is  an  American  painter  and  etcher  who,  with 
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his  father  and  mother,  has  long  devoted 
himself  to  a  charming  genre  of  work  deal- 
ing with  the  American  colonial  period.  Here 
we  see  the  interior  of  a  country  inn.  None  of 
the  appurtenances  which  we  are  wont  to  con- 
nect in  our  mind  with  such  a  homestead  are 
lacking.  The  old-fashioned  chimney-piece, 
deep  -  recessed  grate,  and  leaded  windows 
testify  to  the  fact  that  this  is  no  modern 
erection,  while  the  anti(]uated  candlesticks, 
bellow^s,  and  crockery  have  probably  done 
service  for  several  generations  of  occupants. 
The  youthful  traveller,  doubtless  on  his  way 


eluded,"  puts  him  in  good  humour  again, 
and  he  is  ready  to  consider  the  banquet 
cheap  indeed.  Yet  the  picture  was  finished 
and  all  but  sent  away  for  exhibition  before 
the  happy  inspiration  of  the  title,  **  Attend- 
ance Included,"  occurred  to  the  artist. 
Much  of  its  popularity  in  America  is  doubt- 
less attributable  to  the  felicitous  name. 

The  story  of  the  return  of  the  prodigal  son 
is  almost  as  old  as  literature  itself.  It  has 
various  phases,  infinite  variations,  but  the 
essentials  of  the  little  drama  are  ever  the 
same.     There  is,  for  instance,  the  return  of 


"BETWEEN   TWO  FIRES." 

to  one  of  the  great  colonial  capitals,  has 
paused  for  midday  refreshment.  That  he  is 
not  too  well  blessed  with  this  world's  goods 
is  shown  by  the  red  bandanna  handkerchief 
tied  up  on  the  floor  which  doubtless  contains 
all  the  traveller's  belongings.  Having  par- 
taken of  the  simple  frugal  fare  he  calls  for 
his  bill.  The  pretty  handmaiden  who  has 
been  waiting  upon  him  once  more  puts  in  an 
appearance  with  the  written  reckoning. 

Whatever  misgiving  he  may  feel  that 
he  has  been  overcharged  for  his  enter- 
tainment,  the   little   item,    "  attendance    in- 


Bv  F.  D.  MILLET. 

Dr.  Primrose's  son  George  in  the  "  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,"  and  Mr.  Arthur  Beckingham,  in 
the  picture  we  have  reproduced,  "The 
Prodigal's  Return,"  has  gone  to  the  same 
period  to  clothe  and  equip  his  characters. 

Here  we  see  the  grounds  of  a  country  parson- 
age. The  clergyman  and  his  still  youthful  wife, 
sitting  beneath  the  spreading  branches  of  an 
ancient  tree,  have  been  engaged  in  their 
several  occupations.  They  have  been  com- 
muning perhaps  over  their  long-absent  son, 
who  in  a  moment  of  pique  or  passion  had 
rashly  left  the  peaceful  haven  in  which  his 
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childhood  had  been  spent  to  seek  his 
fortune  in  the  great  world  outside,  and  specu- 
lating anew  as  to  where  he  was  and  how 
he  fared,  whether  his  native  soil  still  held 
him,  or  whether  in  far-off  lands,  alone  and 
friendless,  he  laboured  wearily  to  eke  out 
a  scanty  subsistence.  Or  was  he  dead  ? 
And  should  they  never  again  listen  to  that 
still-loved  voice  which  had,  in  happier  times, 
been  at  once  their  solace  and  their  joy  ? 
Long  had  they  waited  his  return,  hoping 
against  hope  that  the  wanderer  would  soon 
weary  of  the  great  battle  of  life,  in  which 
every  man's  hand  is  against  his  neighbour's, 
and  return  penitent  to  the  fold ;  but  hope 
deferred  maketh  the  hea'rt  sick,  and  years  of 
waiting  had  wrought  the  lethargy  of  leaden- 
hued  despair. 

Then  suddenly,  as  thus  they  muse,  the 
rusty  hinges  of  the  garden  gate  creak  and 
swing,  footsteps  are  heard  on  the  gravelled 
drive.  It  is  not,  however,  the  tread  of 
buoyant  youth,  but  the  slow,  dragging  foot- 
steps that  betoken  the  uneasy  mind.  Then 
a  figure  comes  into  view,  altered  no  doubt, 
but  still  familiar,  and  with  a  catch  in  her 
breath  the  mother  springs  to  her  feet.  For 
the  prodigal  has  indeed  returned.  We 
doubt  not  that  a  reconciliation  was  sub- 
sequently effected,  and,  to  finish  the  story  in 
the  accepted  way,  that  "all  lived  happily 
ever  after." 

"I  was  led  to  the  conception  of  the 
picture,"  writes  the  artist,  Mr.  Arthur  Beck- 
ingham,  "  by  the  sight  of  an  old  house  and 
garden  in  Essex,  near  Chelmsford.  When 
I  saw  the  place  I  thought  that  it  would  make 
a  good  setting  for  a  domestic  drama  of  some 
sort,  so  I  made  c  study  of  the  scene.  After- 
wards I  thought  over  its  possibilities,  until 
the  subject  of  the  prodigal  suggested  itself. 
Of  course,  the  picture  was  not  painted  on  the 
spot,  but  I  was  able  to  keep  very  closely  to 
my  study  in  working  out  the  subject.  The 
story  of  the  prodigal  has  always  been  a 
favourite  one  with  painters,  and,  as  it  lends 
itself  to  so  many  different  kinds  of  treatment, 
I  think  it  will  continue  to  attract  artists  for 
as  long  as  subjects  are  painted." 

It  was  the  glamour  of  distant  lands,  the 
thirst  for  adventure,  that  had  led  the  prodigal 
forth,  and  Millais,  in  his  painting,  "The  Boy- 
hood of  Raleigh,"  shows  us  another  lad  of 
tender  years  whose  fancies  are  being  animated 
by  such  narrations  of  the  perils  that  may 
be  endured  and  the  triumphs  that  may  be 
achieved  in  tjie  lands  beyond  the  seas. 

Few  painters  could  rival  Millais's  wonder- 
ful skill  in  depicting  children,  and  it  was  this 
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especial  faculty  of  his  that  evoked  from  a 
distinguished  German  critic  a  panegyric  that 
as  a  revelation  of  Continental  opinion  of 
English  art  is  by  no  means  devoid  of 
interest. 

"  This  same  stringent  painter  of  character," 
he  wrote,  "commands  that  soft  light  brush 
of  a  painter  of  children  as  few  others  do.  No 
one  since  Reynolds  and  Gainsborough  has 
painted  with  so  much  character  as  Millais 
the  dazzling  freshness  of  English  youth,  the 
energetic  pose  of  a  boy's  head,  or  the  beauty 
of  an  English  girl— a  thing  which  stands  in 
this  world  alone." 

There  is  in  the  present  picture  no  exag- 
geration or  straining  after  effect.  The  story 
is  told  with  a  simplicity  and  natural  charm 
that  is  altogether  delightful.  We  see  young 
Raleigh  and  his  companion  reclining  on 
the  quaint  stone  pier  of  a  Devonshire 
seaport  as,  with  eyes  wide-spread  in  wonder, 
they  listen  to  the  marvellous  tales  of  travel 
and  adventure  that  fall  from  the  old  sea- 
dog's  lips.  Those  were  stirring  times  indeed. 
The  great  mysterious  East  had  not  yet 
been  opened  up  to  English  commerce,  and 
all  that  was  known  about  the  distant  lands 
which  lay  beyond  the  far  horizon  was  neces- 
sarily limited  to  the  vague  accounts  given 
by  those  few  stragglers  who  had  by  some 
chance  or  another  found  their  way  thither. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  all  such  information 
was  eagerly  assimilated  by  those  at  home  who 
dearly  longed  to  see  the  cross  of  St.  George 
bravely  flying  in  those  unknown  seas.  It  is 
to  be  doubted,  however,  whether  the  gallant 
adventurer  ever  obtained  a  more  appreciative 
audience  than  the  present,  and  it  is  probable 
that  his  narrations  are  more  than  usually 
richly  embellished  with  those  wild  improb- 
abilities and  reckless  inconsistencies  on  which 
the  youthful  mind  ever  loves  to  dwell  in 
rapturous  contemplation. 

A  pathetic  interest  attaches  itself  to  the 
picture  in  the  fact  that  Millais's  two  sons, 
George  and  Everett,  were  the  originals  of 
Raleigh  and  his  companion.  Both  are  now 
deceased,  but  the  fair  one  died  before  he 
had  attained  to  man's  estate,  and  his  death 
was  said  to  be  the  grief  of  his  father's  life. 

A  different  order  of  painting  altogether  is 
seen  in  Mr.  G.  L.  Schmutzler's  "  The  Dancing 
Hour."  It  is  more  varied  both  in  theme  and 
colouring.  The  dancing  lesson  has  served  a 
hundred  painters,  and  here  we  find  it  pressed 
once  more  into  active  service.  The  four 
ladies  are  certainly  very  shapely,  and  their 
attitudes  are  of  the  utmost  grace,  while  their 
tutor  himself  is  not  lacking  in  those  attributes 
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which  go  to  make  up  the  outwardly  pleasing 
man.  Without  doubt,  he  considers  *  himself 
a  very  fine  fellow  indeed,  and  the  gesture 
with  which  he  directs  his  violin-bow  towards 
the  fair  pupil's  pedal  extremities  is  altogether 
superb.  It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  come  across 
a  roomful  of  people  all  of  whom  are  so 
thoroughly  well-pleased  with  themselves. 

There  are  few  artists  who  have  had  a 
more  varied  experience  of  life  than  Mr. 
F.  D.  Millet,  whose  painting,  "  Between  Two 
Fires,"  we  have  reproduced.  Mr.  Millet  is 
an  American  by  birth,  the  son  of  a  Massa- 
chusetts doctor,  and  started  life  as  a  drummer- 
boy  in  the  Sixth  Corps  of  the  Army  of  the 
Potomac,  subsequently  being  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  assistant  contract-surgeon  in  the  same 
corps.  Then  he  drifted  into  journalism  and 
became  the  correspondent  of  the  Daily  News 
during  the  Russo-Turkish  War.  Art  was  the 
next  to  engage  his  attention,  and  some  time 
was  spent  at  Antwerp  studying  in  the  art 
schools  of  that  city. 

Mr.  Millet  has  the  comedian's  eye  for  a 
humorous  situation,  and  many  of  his  canvases 
depict  the  embarrassing  situations  in  which 
the  austere  Puritan  occasionally  finds  himself 
placed.  In  the  present  instance  we  see  a 
stern  -  looking  gentleman,  somewhat  sour 
of  countenance,  attired  in  a  steeple-jack 
hat,  black  cloak,  and  wide  white  collar. 
He  appears  to  be  anxious  to  return  thanks 
before  falling  to  upon  the  substantial  repast 
that  is  set  before  him,  but  finds  his  attention 
diverted  by  the  two  saucy  serving-maids,  who, 
amused  at  his  idiosyncrasies  of  attire  and 
behaviour,  keep  up  a  running  fire  of  search- 
ing comment  and  good-humoured  raillery. 
It  is  a  pity  that  the  gentleman's  harsh  and 
rigid  creed  prevents  him  from  enjoying  a  situ- 
ation that  to  other  men  would  be  the  reverse 
of  disagreeable. 

The  picture,  which  was  exhibited  at  the 
Royal  Academy  in  1892,  was  purchased 
under  the  Chantrey  Trust,  and  now  hangs  in 
the  national  collection  at  Mill  bank. 

In  the  next  picture,  "Good-bye,"  by  the 
well-known  artist,  Mr.  Herbert  Dicksee,  it 
may  be  mentioned  that  for  the  colouring  of 
this  picture  Mr.  Dicksee  is  not  responsible. 
The  tints,  as  they  appear  in  our  reproduction, 
were  chosen  by  another  artist,  a  great  admirer 


of  Mr.  Dicjtsee's  work.  Mr.  Dicksee  made 
an  original  •  study  in  colours  in  which  the 
girl's  dress  was  pink,  but  in  a  second 
sketch  he  altered  it  to  pale  blue. 

The  importance  of  the  colour  scheme  to  a 
picture  is,  of  course,  very  considerable.  The 
tone  of  a  pigment  may  make  all  the  difference 
between  success  and  failure  ;  a  slight  variation 
of  tint  may  write  an  entirely  new  meaning 
into  a  composition.  One  reads  of  artists  who, 
after  long  attempts  to  find  the  colour  which 
they  have  intuitively  felt  to  be  essential  to 
their  picture,  were  at  length  driven  to  give 
up  the  search  in  despair.  But  one  day  the 
accidental  upsetting  of  a  glass  of  claret, 
or  some  such  trifling  incident,  has  given 
them  the  key  to  what  they  had  so  long 
been  seeking.  An  interesting  question  here 
presents  itself.  What  would  the  masterpieces 
in  our  national  galleries  look  like  if  they  had 
been  painted  in  entirely  different  schemes  of 
colour?  Would  Titian's  "Ganymede"  be 
any  the  less  impressive  if  the  flowing  scarf 
depicted  therein  had  been  coloured  blue 
instead  of  red?  Or  should  we  recognise 
Rembrandt's  "Old  Lady"  if  one  day  we 
were  to  find  that  the  sober  browns  and 
blacks  of  her  costume  had  been  discarded 
for  garments  of  a  more  flamboyant  hue? 

We  have  in  the  present  picture  another 
theme  that  has  inspired  the  brushes  of  many 
hundreds  of  artists,  but  it  is  too  good  a 
subject  to  become  wearisome  by  repetition, 
and  each  delineator  of  the  little  tragedy 
but  serves  to  show  it  in  another  aspect.  A 
maiden,  clad  in  flowing  pink,  is  taking  a  last 
wistful  look  at  the  old  home  which  is  to  be 
hers  no  longer.  To-morrow  the  voice  of  the 
stranger  will  be  heard  in  those  ancient  halls, 
hallowed  by  so  many  sweet  associations  of 
childhood,  and  so  to-day  she  takes  a  long 
farewell  of  those  favourite  haunts  to  which 
time  and  circumstance  have  alike  endeared 
her.  The  faithful  hound  she  clasps  by  the 
collar  looks  as  if  he,  too,  understood  and 
shared  with  her  the  fond  regret  of  parting. 
"The  garden  background,"  writes  Mr. 
Dicksee  to  The  Strand,  "was  taken  from 
Penshurst  Place,  in  Kent.  The  deerhound 
was  etched  from  my  old  hound,  Sir  Brian, 
who  won  many  prizes  at  dog  shows,  and  was 
my  constant  companion  for  thirteen  years." 
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The  Scarlet  Runner. 

VIIL— THE  ADVENTURE  OF  THE   RED-WHISKERED  MAN. 
By  C.  N.  AND  A.  M.  Williamson. 

Author  of  '*  The  Lightning  Conductor^'  **  My  Friend  the  Chauffeur^''  etc. 


1HAT  a  queer  place  for  a 
rich  man's  relatives  to  live ! " 
thought  Christopher  Race, 
looking  up  in  a  puzzled  way 
at  the  tall,  dilapidated  house 
in  the  Jewish  quarter  of 
Amsterdam,  in  front  of  which  he  stopped 
Scarlet  Runner. 

Christopher,  who  by  special  arrangement 
and  extra  payment  had  brought  the  motor 
across  from  England  on  the  night  boat  to 
the  Hook  of  Holland,  had  spun  along  good 
clinker  roads,  bowling  his  car  and  his  one 
passenger  into  Amsterdam  in  time  for  a  late 
breakfast.  That  meal  he  had  taken  at  an 
hotel,  while  his  employer  (unknown  to  him  a 
few  days  before)  had  driven  off  in  a  cab  to 
the  house  of  a  relative,  who  was  expected 
to  join  the  party  for  a  week's  run  through 
Holland.  Instructions  were  that,  after  break- 
fast and  a  couple  of  hours'  rest,  Christopher 
was  to  call  at  a  certain  address. 

Here  he  was,  then,  in  front  of  the  .house, 
an  ancient,  secretive- looking  building  that 
nodded  forward  as  if  its  time  to  tumble  into 
ruin  might  come  at  any  moment ;  and  a 
vague  suspicion  of  mystery  in  his  errand 
suddenly  stole  into  Christopher's  mind. 

The  young  man  who  had  engaged  him  and 
Scarlet   Runner — the   young   man  with   the 
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features,  bearing,  and  manner  of  an  English- 
man, the  accent  of  Oxford,  and  the  name  of 
a  Dutchman,  Van  Cortlandt — had  seemed 
frankness  itself.  He  had  insisted  (as  he  was 
a  stranger  to  Christopher  and  the  car  was  to 
be  taken  out  of  England)  upon  paying  fifty 
pounds  in  advance.  He  had  been  an  agree- 
able companion  during  the  run,  showing  him- 
self a  cosmopolitan  in  knowledge  of  the 
world,  of  literature,  and  of  drama.  Chris- 
topher was  inclined  to  like  and  admire  his 
passenger,  and  fancied  that  the  Dutch  cousin 
to  be  visited  in  Amsterdam  would  turn  out 
a  merchant  prince.  Yet  this  was  the  cousin's 
house  ;  the  hour  appointed  had  passed,  and 
young  Mr.  van  Cortlandt  seemed  in  no  hurry 
to  appear  with  his  relative. 

It  was  a  house,  Christopher  told  himself, 
where  things  might  happen ;  and  wasn't  it, 
now  he  came  to  think  of  it,  a  little  odd  that 
•Van  Cortlandt  had  asked  him  to  wait  with- 
out sending  in  word  or  announcing  his 
presence  in  any  way  ? 

When  he  had  sat  in  front  of  the  house  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  Christopher  stopped  the 
motor  ;  and  it  was  just  after  he  had  done  this 
that  the  door  opened  and  a  girl  came  out 
She  wore  a  blue  tissue  veil  draped  over  her 
hat,  and  the  long  ends  fluttered  gracefully 
behind  her  in  the  slight  breeze.     Christopher 
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"thb  door  opknbd  and  a  girl  cams  out." 

had  only  a  dim  impression  of  the  features 
behind  the  waving  azure  cloud,  but  he  was 
conscious  that  a  pair  of  large  dark  eyes 
regarded  him,  and  the  slim  alertness  of  the 
figure  that  tripped  down  the  steps  to  the 
street  assured  him  that  they  were  the  eyes  of 
a  young  woman.  She  was  dressed  in  a  neat, 
inconspicuous  tailor  suit  of  dark  grey,  and 
carried  in  her  hand  a  roll  of  music  in  a 
leather  case.  Perhaps  it  was  vanity  on 
Christopher's  part,  but  he  fancied  that  the 
large  eyes  glimmering  alluringly  through  the 
veil  rested  upon  Scarlet  Runner  with  interest 
and  even  curiosity.  He  watched  the  girl  as 
she  walked  to  the  comer,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  street  saw  her  hail  a  cab.  Immediately 
afterwards  a  man  who  had  been  staring  aim- 
lessly at  the  bottles  in  a  cheap  hairdresser's- 
shop  on  the  other  side  of  the  way  became 
abruptly  aware  that  he  had  been  wasting 
time.  He  hurried  off  briskly  in  the  direction 
the  girl  had  taken  and  also  found  a  cab,  so 
promptly  as  to  suggest  the  idea  that  it  had 
been  waiting  his  orders. 

"  Doesn't  look  like  the  sort  of  fellow  who 
could  afford  to  drive,"  Christopher  said  to 
himself,    faintly   interested,  and   so   far  for- 


his  own  affairs  for  the 
that   it   was  a   surprise 
y  to   see  Mr.  Ean  van 
dt  standing  in  the  street. 
How   he   had   got 
there    Christopher 
was  not  sure,  but  one 
thing    was     certain  : 
he  had  not  come  out 
of    the    building    in 
front  of  which  Scarlet 
Runner     had     been 
waiting  for  nearly 
half  an  hour.     There 
was  a  vague  impres- 
sion in  the  mind  of 
Scarlet     Runner's 
owner   that    his   em- 
ployer had  run  down 
the  steps  of  a  house 
two  doors  farther  on, 
but  his  thoughts  had 
been     so     occupied 
with    the    doings   of 
others  at  the  instant 
that    he    could    not 
to  this  had   it   been  to 
r  Van  Cortlandt's. 
lave  kept  you  waiting," 
—    er.      "  It   was   unavoid- 
able."     He    paused   for  a   moment, 
evidently     having     something     more 
he   wanted   to    say   and   not   knowing   how 
best  to  say  it. 

Christopher  looked  at  his  employer  with  a 
new  criticism  now  that  that  faint  suspicion  of 
mystery  was  growing  in  his  head  ;  but  there 
was  nothing  secretive  in  the  clean-cut,  intelli- 
gent face,  with  its  large,  thoughtful  grey  eyes, 
set  rather  wide  apart,  and  its  broad  forehead, 
round  which  the  short-cut  but  curly  brown 
hair  grew  in  a  singularly  attractive  way.  The 
well  -  shaped  head  was  finely  set  on  the 
shoulders,  and  the  tall  figure,  though  so  slim 
as  to  seem  boyish,  was  erect  and  soldierly. 
Christopher  could  not  imagine  this  young 
man,  of  about  his  own  age,  to  be  one  who 
would  engage  in  underhand  dealings. 

"  And  I'm  sorry,  too,"  Mr.  van  Cortlandt 
went  on,  "that  all  my  plans  are  changed. 
My  cousin,  who  was  to  have  gone  with  me 
on  this  motor  trip,  can't  go — family  affliction, 
something  quite  sudden ;  and  that  being  the 
case,  I  feel  it  would  be  hard-hearted,  as  well 
as  gloomy,  to  make  the  tour  without  him. 
However,  you  sha'n't  suffer  in  any  way  by  the 
change,  Mr.  Race,  for  matters  between  us 
shall  stand  exactly  as  if  I'd  been  using  your 
car  for  the  next  week,  as  arranged ;  but  I've 
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made  up  my  mind  to  turn  round  and  go  back 
to  England  to-day,  after  all." 

Christopher  was  surprised,  but  he  showed 
no  astonishment.  He  merely  regretted, 
civilly,  that  there  was  trouble  in  Mr.  van 
Cortlandt's  family  and  disappointment  for 
Mr.  van  Cortlandt  himself. 

Nothing  could  have  been  pleasanter  or 
more  friendly  than  the  manner  of  the  two 
young  men  in  discussing  the  situation  ;  never- 
theless, Christopher  had  a  strong,  if  inexplic- 
able, conviction  that,  in  some  way  and  for 
some  reason  thus  far  incomprehensible,  he 
had  been  a  tool  in  the  hands  of  the  other ; 
that  no  sudden  affliction  had  befallen  the 
Amsterdam  relatives  of  Mr.  van  Cortlandt; 
and  that  Mr.  van  Cortlandt  had  never  really 
intended  to  take  the  trip  he  professed  to 
abandon  with  so  much  reluctance. 

If  a  car  had  been  wanted  only  between 
Lx>ndon  and  Amsterdam  and  back  again  it 
appeared  ridiculous  that  Scarlet  Runner 
should  have  been  shipped  across  the  North 
Sea  on  a  passenger  boat,  with  a  good  deal  of 
trouble  and  still  more  expense.  It  would 
have  been  so  obviously  easy  and  comparatively 
inexpensive  to  hire  one  car  in  England  and 
another  in  Holland  if  a  pleasant  spin  were 
the  object.  But  the  very  fact  that  this 
expedient  was  obvious,  yet  had  not  been 
adopted,  caused  Christopher  to  look  under 
the  surface  for  motives.  He  began  to 
suspect  a  game  in  which  he  was  being  made 
to  play  the  part  of  dummy ;  and  he  awaited 
his  next  instructions  with  hidden  eagerness, 
for  under  them  might  lie  the  key  to  the 
secret,  if  secret  there  were ;  and  the  chauffeur 
resolved  to  keep  his  eyes  open  for  that  key. 
If  he  had  been  employed  simply  to  be  used 
as  a  catspaw,  he  did  not  wish  to  let  himself 
get  badly  burnt. 

"We  will  go  back  now  to  your  hotel, 
please,  and  pick  up  the  suit-case  which  I 
asked  you  to  leave  there  until  my  plans  were 
settled,"  said  Van  Cortlandt.  "  There  ought 
to  be  time  for  lunch,  too ;  but  as  we  have  to 
arrange  for  the  shipping  of  the  car  to-night  I 
don't  want  any  contretemps,  and  I  think  we'd 
better  order  plenty  of  food  and  drink  to  take 
on  board  the  car,  and  eat  by  the  way  when- 
ever we  feel  inclined." 

Christopher  turned  the  proposal  over  in 
his  head,  but  could  make  nothing  mysterious 
of  it ;  nor  had  he  got  hold  of  any  further 
clue  by  the  time  Scarlet  Runner  had  landed 
them  at  the  door  of  the  old-fashioned  Bible 
Hotel. 

When  they  had  arrived  there,  he  expected 
his  passenger  to  go  in  and  see  to  the  fetching 


of  the  suit-case,  which,  from  the  first,  Chris- 
topher had  ventured  to  think  rather  scanty  - 
provision  for  a  week's  tour.  But  Van  Cort- 
landt had  a  different  idea.  He  suggested 
that,  as  Race  had  arranged  for  the  disposal 
of  the  luggage,  he  had  better  be  the  one 
to  ask  for  it  now ;  otherwise  there  might 
be  a  misunderstanding.  Also  he  was  to 
order  something  to  eat  and  drink  on  the 
journey.  Christopher  agreed,  wondering, 
half  humorously,  half  anxiously,  if  the  plot 
consisted  in  making  off  with  Scarlet  Runner 
during  his  absence. 

Of  course,  he  said  to  himself,  nothing  of 
the  sort  would  happen ;  but,  to  make  assur- 
ance doubly  sure,  he  called  the  concierge  to 
the  door,  and  did  not  remove  his  eyes  from 
the  car  for  more  than  a  minute  at  a  time. 
Also,  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  stop 
the  motor,  which  could  not  be  started  again 
by  the  most  expert  hand  without  noise 
enough  to  give  warning  even  at  a  little 
distance. 

During  one  of  the  moments  when  Chris- 
topher's attention  was  diverted  from  his  best- 
loved  possession,  Mr.  van  Cortlandt  left  his 
seat  and  began  examining  the  car  with  frank 
interest.  His  back  was  turned  to  the  door 
of  the  hotel,  where  Christopher  stood  guard, 
but  when  the  owner  of  the  car  came  hurriedly  ' 
out,  accompanied  by  a  porter  with  the  suit- 
case and  a  waiter  with  a  neat  parcel,  the 
passenger  was  peering  into  the  petrol  tank. 
"YouVe  sure  there  isn't  rather  a  queer 
smell  ?  "  he  inquired.  "  I  thought  as  we 
came  there  was  bad  carburation,  or  some- 
thing." 

Christopher,  quick  in  defence  of  his 
darling,  denied  the  bad  carburation,  and 
explained  to  the  amateur  that,  even  if  it  had 
existed,  the  petrol  in  the  tank  could  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  While  the  suit-case 
was  being  put  away  in  the  tonneau,  however. 
Van  Cortlandt  asked  various  other  questions 
about  the  car's  mechanism,  and  Christopher 
wondered  if  his  object  were  to  make  a  delay 
in  starting.  Was  he  expecting  someone  to 
come,  someone  who  had  failed  him,  some- 
one to  whom  it  was  important  for  him  to 
speak  before  leaving  Amsterdam  ? 

But  no  acquaintance  appeared,  and  when 
presently  Christopher  started  the  motor.  Van 
Cortlandt  made  no  objection  to  getting  off. 

They  had  an  uneventful  drive  to  the  Hook. 
Christopher,  who  intended  as  a  matter  of 
course  to  guard  the  car  on  board  the  boat, 
expected  that  his  passenger  would  take  a 
cabin  and  rest  during  the  passage,  which 
promised  to  be   disagreeable  owing   to  the 
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steamy,  unseasonable  heat  of  the  weather. 
But  Van  Cortlandt  would  not  hear  of  leaving 
his  chauffeur  to  get  through  the  night  alone. 
That  would  not  be  "  sporting,"  said  he ;  and 
the  two  spent  the  seven  hours  of  the  voyage 
together,  never  for  a  second  out  of  sight  of 
Scarlet  Runner. 

Christopher  was  as  much  puzzled  as  ever 
concerning  his  agreeable  employer,  for  now 
there  was  nothing  left  of  the  trip  save  the 
run  from  Harwich  to  London,  and  it  seemed 
impossible  that  a  mystery  should  develop  out 
of  this  affair  after  all. 

It  was  the  grey,  misty  dawn  of  a  day 
which,  though  near  the  end  of  October,  had 
the  heat  of  mid- August  in  the  air  when  the 
boat  slowed  into  harbour.  The  passengers 
looked  shadowy  and  anxious  as  ghosts  who 
had  just  been  ferried  across  the  Styx. 
Christopher  and  his  companion  had  not  seen 
any  of  their  fellow-sufferers  during  the  night, 
as  they  had  got  on  board  earlier  than  the 
others,  on  account  of  the  car.  As  they  were 
somewhat  out  of  the  way  of  the  passing 
crowd,  and  could  not  leave  the  ship  until 
everyone  else  had  gone,  they  would  in  all 
probability  have  got  off  as  they  had  got  on, 
without  meeting  a  soul,  had  not  a  young 
woman,  with  a  modest  air  of  wishing  to 
escape  observation,  flitted  out  of  the  way  of 
the  passengers  pressing  up  from  the  cabins. 

She  wore  a  neat,  dark  grey  tailor  suit ;  her 
hat  was  draped  with  a  blue  tissue  veil  which 
fell  over  and  covered  her  face ;  and  she 
carried  in  her  hand  a  leather-cased  roll  of 
music. 

"By  Jove  !"  muttered  Van  Cortlandt  under 
his  breath ;  and  instantly  it  was  clear  to 
Christopher  that  he  was  not  alone  in  recog- 
nising the  pretty,  girlish  figure. 

Race  kept  silence;  but  the  other  started 
forward  and,  without  joining  the  girl,  ap- 
proached near  enough  to  call  her  in  a  low 
voice  without  being  heard  by  any  of  the 
more  distant  passengers.  Watching  intently, 
Christopher  saw  her  start,  peer  anxiously 
through  the  blue  cloud  of  her  veil  (which 
she  did  not  lift),  and  then  flit  quickly  up  to 
Van  Cortlandt.  Evidently  it  was  as  great  a 
surprise  for  her  to  see  him  as  it  was  for  him 
to  find  her  on  board.  But  they  talked 
together  in  whispers,  speaking  with  intense 
earnestness,  the  girl's  back  turned  to  the 
groups  of  passengers  who  stood  or  moved 
about  on  deck. 

Among  these,  however,  was  an  elderly, 
spectacled  man,  with  old  -  fashioned  side  - 
whiskers,  turning  grey  from  sandy  red,  while 
shaggy   brows   and   lank    hair    matched    in 


colour    the    grizzled,    reddish    bunches     on 
his   thin  cheeks.     He  wore  a  soft  felt    ha.t, 
which    looked    as    if    he    had   slept   in     it, 
and  an  overcoat  so  much  too  heavy  for  the 
unseasonable  heat  of  the  weather  that    he 
must  have  suffered  from  its  weight.     Separat- 
ing himself  from  the  line  of  passengers  form- 
ing to  leave  the  ship,  he  strolled  towards  the 
retired  spot  where  Van  Cortlandt  and  the  girl 
in  the  blue  veil  were  talking  together.     Tlien 
suddenly    his    eyes    behind    his    spectacles 
lighted    upon    Van    Cortlandt's    face    and 
lingered     for    an     instant,    his     expression 
changing. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Christopher 
became  aware  of  the  man's  existence.  He 
saw  him  glance  at  Van  Cortlandt  and  turn 
away  with  some  slight  suggestion  of  haste  ; 
but  evidently  Van  Cortlandt  had  recognised 
in  him  another  acquaintance.  The  face  of 
his  employer  was  turned  from  Christopher, 
but  the  quick  start  forward  he  made  told 
its  own  tale. 

"Jacobs,  is  it  possible?"  Christopher 
heard  Van  Cortlandt  ask. 

The  other  man  hesitated  as  if  unwilling 
to  answer,  and  Van  Cortlandt  spoke  again 
sharply.  "  Surely  you  recognise  me  ?  Surely 
you  know  who  I  am  ?  " 

"  I — suppose  so,"  the  stranger  admitted  at 
last. 

"  Then,  in  Heaven's  name,  tell  me — in  the 
name  of  all  the  demons — why  you,  too,  are 
on  board  this  boat,  when  you  ought " 

But  Race  caught  no  more.  The  sandy- 
whiskered  man  moved  closer  to  Van 
Cortlandt,  and  the  two  fell  into  earnest 
conversation,  to  which  the  girl  listened 
without  joining  in.  Nothing  was  clear  to 
Christopher  except  that  his  employer  had 
unexpectedly  encountered  a  man  and  a 
woman  on  board  the  Harwich  boat,  one  of 
whom,  at  all  events,  should  have  been  some- 
where else.  "  His  journey  to  Amsterdam 
had  something  to  do  with  the  man,  anyhow," 
Race  said  thoughtfully  to  himself  "  As  for 
the  girl  —  I'm  not  so  sure." ,  But  he 
remembered  how  she  had  come  out  of  the 
house  in  front  of  which  he  had  been  directed 
to  wait,  and  how,  a  very  few  moments  after, 
Van  Cortlandt  had  appeared,  half  an  hour 
late  for  his  appointment.  "I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  the  girl  had  something  to  do  with 
the  famous  tour,  also,"  Christopher  ended  by 
thinking.  And  he  was  curious  to  see  the 
face  under  the  blue  veil. 

By  this  time  the  boat  was  in  and  the 
people  beginning  to  go  off.  Presently  no 
one  was  left  save  Scarlet  Runner's  owner,  her 
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late  passenger,  and  that  passenger's  two  new- 
formed  acquaintances.  As  the  last  group 
crowded  the  gangway  Van  Cortlandt  came  to 
Race,  leaving  the  girl  and  the  elderly  man 
standing  together. 

"  I  suppose  you  won't  mind  carrying  three 
of  us  instead  of  one  ?  "  he  said.  "  A  young 
lady  I  know  has  unexpectedly  turned  up,  and 
a  man  with  whom  Tve  had  some  business 
dealings.  I  had  no  idea  they  were  on  board 
with  us  until  I  saw  them  this  morning.  In 
fact,  it's  only  by  a  series  of  accidents  that 
they  are   not   somewhere   else.      But   being 


tonneau,  the  big  kit-bag  and  suit-case  being 
put  on  the  roof. 

Neither  of  the  new  occupants  of  the  car 
was  properly  prepared  for  motoring.  The 
man's  hat  was  of  an  inconvenient  shape  for 
the  wind  of  motion,  and  it  and  his  heavy 
overcoat  were  black,  though  there  had  been 
no  rain  for  days,  and  white,  powdery  dust 
lay  inch-deep  on  the  road.  As  for  the  girl, 
her  hat  was  low  and  broad,  and  before  starting 
she  took  off  her  veil  and  made  a  scarf  of  it, 
which  she  tied  over  her  head  and  under  her 
chin.     Thus  Christopher's  wish  was  gratified, 


'van  cortlandt  spoke  again  sharply:  'surely  you  recognise  me.'" 


here,  and  both  bound  for  London,  if  you 
don't  object  I  would  like  to  take  them  on 
the  car.  They  have  nothing  with  them 
except  hand  luggage." 

Christopher  answered  that  Scarlet  Runner 
would  not  feel  the  difference  between  two 
passengers  and  four  ;  and  as  soon  as  the  car 
was  on  dry  land  and  ready  to  start  the  newly- 
arranged  party  boarded  her.  Formerly  Van 
Cortlandt  had  sat  beside  the  driver,  and  such 
luggage  as  the  two  young  men  carried  was  in 
the  tonneau.  But  now  the  old  man  was 
placed  in  front  with  Christopher,  and  Van 
Cortlandt  was  the  girl's  companion    in  the 


and  he  saw  that  she  was  very  pretty,  even 
prettier  than  he  had  dared  to  picture  her, 
after  that  tantalizing  glimpse  of  big,  dark 
eyes. 

She  was  distinctly  of  the  gipsy  type,  with  a 
dusky  colour  coming  and  going  under  the 
brown  of  her  peach-smooth  cheeks.  Deep 
dimples  sprang  into  life  as  she  laughed  ;  her 
great  black  eyes  were  exceedingly  brilliant 
and  full  of  expression,  while  every  little 
gesture  had  an  individual  grace  and  elo- 
quence which  spoke  of  a  singularly  vivid 
personality.  There  was  no  doubt  that  she 
was    a     lady ;    and    the    first    words    that 
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Christopher  heard  her  speak  told  him  that  she 
was  an  American.  In  spite  of  the  tiresome 
journey  and  the  unnatural  heat  of  the  day, 
the  girl  was  sparkling  with  the  joy  of  youth 
and  life,  and  was  childishly  delighted  with 
the  prospect  of  several  hours'  spin  in  a  fine 
automobile.  Possibly,  too,  Van  Cortlandt's 
presence  had  something  to  do  with  her 
pleasure ;  in  any  case  it  was  plain  that  she 
was  an  object  of  deep  interest  to  the  young 
man,  who  could  scarcely  take  his  eyes  from 
her  face.  They  talked  and  laughed  together 
after  starting,  and,  though  Christopher  caught 
only  a  few  scattered  words,  he  gained  an 
impression  that  some  undertaking  in  which 
each  had  been  engaged  bade  fair  to  be 
successful. 

The  man  on  the  front  seat  was  apparently 
far  from  being  as  well  satisfied  with  his 
situation  as  the  others.  He  pulled  his  hat 
as  far  down  as  possible  to  keep  the  dust  out 
of  his  eyes,  turned  up  the  collar  of  his 
overcoat,  then  nervously  unbuttoned  the 
great-coat  and  threw  it  back,  sighing  with 
relief. 

At  this  early  hour  of  the  morning  the 
country  lay  still  and  calm,  and  few  were 
stirring  save  labourers  plodding  heavily  to 
work.  The  villages  through  which  the  car 
sped  had  drawn  blinds  sheltering  tired 
workers,  and  not  many  houses  were  open 
save  here  and  there  an  inn.  Christopher 
looked  forward  to  an  easy  run,  the  one  thing 
that  he  disliked  being  the  long  chain  of 
interminable  suburbs,  with  skiddy  tram-lines, 
which  he  must  meet  before  he  reached  the 
heart  of  London.  On  starting  two  days 
before  he  had  picked  up  his  passenger  at  a 
busy  hotel  in  Bloomsbury,  and,  as  he  had  so 
far  received  no  further  instructions,  he  sup- 
posed that  Mr.  van  Cortlandt  wished  to  be 
deposited  there. 

"What  kind  of  a  person  was  it  who 
followed  you,  Jacobs?"  the  young  man  in 
the  tonneau  leaned  forward  to  sisk,  after  a 
long  conversation  with  the  girl  who  sat 
beside  him. 

Jacobs  swallowed  heavily,  and  Christopher 
saw  his  hand  tighten  on  the  back  of  the  seat 
as  he  turned  to  answer  :  "  Don't  you  think, 
sir,  that  I — that  we— that  it  might  be  wiser 
not  to " 

Van  Cortlandt  laughed.  "  Oh,  I  see,  you 
think  I'm  incautious  in  talking  business  before 
outsiders  ?  That's  like  your  prudence,  which 
my  uncle  described  to  me  when  he  showed 
me  your  photograph  the  other  day,  and  told 
me  what  sort  ojf  man  I  must  expect  to  find. 
But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  we  can  speak  as 


among  friends  here — now  that  our  errand  has 
been  done  and  we're  close  to  home  a^ain. 
I'his  young  lady,  Miss  Warren,  has  been  on 
the  same  mission  that  you  and  I  have  been 
on. 

The  man  on  the  front  seat  gave  a  jump. 
"  She,  sir !  And  you,  too,  the  same  erraptd 
as  mine  I " 

"Yes,"  said  Van  Cortlandt.  "You  pro- 
bably guessed  when  you  were  introduced  to 
me,  over  there,  that  you  weren't  the  only  one 
sent?" 

"  I— no  reason  was  given  me  to  think  that 
there  were  others,"  stammered  Jacobs.  "  I 
supposed  that  mine  was  —  was  the  only 
message." 

"  *  Message '  is  rather  a  good  word  for   sl 
cautious  man  like  you,"  laughed  Van  Cort- 
landt.    "  You're  quite  right,  there's  only  one 
real  *  message,'  as  you  call  it ;  but  there  are 
three  of  sorts,  and  each  of  us  is  carrying  one. 
Even  I  don't  know  which  is  which.     It  is  a 
strange  thing  that  all  three  should  have  been 
brought  together  in  this  car,  when  only  one 
should    have    come    this   way,   another    by 
Flushing,    another    by    Rotterdam,    as    an 
additional  precaution  in  case  of  *  followers.'" 

"  It  is  strange  indeed,"  said  Jacobs,  glanc- 
ing stealthily  at  Christopher. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Race  isn't  in  this,  except  that 
he's  taking  us  all  to  London  as  fast  as  he 
can  get  us  there — three  passengers  instead  of 
the  one  he'd  engaged  to  transport.  But  he's 
absolutely  to  be  trusted.  You  must  have 
heard  of  Mr.  Christopher  Race,  who  helped 
put  the  young  King  of  Dalvania  on  his 
throne  ?  Well,  this  is  the  very  man  who's 
driving  us  now.  An  honour,  isn't  it  ?  I 
haven't  discussed  my  business  with  him, 
because  there  was  no  reason  I  should,  and  I 
don't  flatter  myself  he  has  much  curiosity 
about  his  passengers'  affairs ;  he  has  too 
many  interesting  ones  on  hand  of  his  ow^n. 
Besides,  I  didn't  want  to  worry  him  with 
too  deep  a  sense  of  responsibility.  But 
we  can  speak  before  him  now.  As  for 
Miss  Warren,  she's  rather  a  celebrity,  too. 
If  you  were  an  American  instead  of — what 
do  you  call  yourself,  Jacobs? — you  would 
probably  know  something  about  Miss 
Constance  Warren,  who  writes  for  the  papers. 
When  this  day's  work  is  over,  she  will  be 
privileged  to  make  of  it  what  she  would  call 
a  *  story.'  I  got  my  uncle  to  employ  her,  so 
that  she  might  get  a  little  kudos  out  of  the 
thing  after  it  was  well  over,  and  the  secret 
could  be  allowed  to  come  out.  But  you 
haven't  told  me  yet  what  sort  of  person 
followed  you,  and  caused  you   to   think  it 
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would  be  wiser  to  come  this  way  instead  of     the  gun-metal  watch  with  concealed  eager- 
going  by  Flushing  as  arranged."  ness.     He  had  produced  it  apparently  in  the 

"It  was  a  fat,   Jewish  looking  man,  sir,"      sole   desire   to   prove    his   poverty,   his   un- 
replied  Jacobs,  becoming  glib  at  last.     "  I      attractiveness  to  thieves,  yet  his  eyes  fixed 
could  hardly  describe  him  beyond  that  he      themselves  sharply  on  the  staring  white  face  ; 
had  a  hooked  nose,  a  large  black  beard,  and      and    he  did   not  put  the  watch  away  again 
was  well  dressed. 
He  kept  pressing 
against  me  in  the 
railway    station, 
and  looked  at  me 
with  such  particu- 
lar   interest    that, 
when     I     got     a 
chance  to  escape 
in  a  sudden  press    , 
of   the   crowd — a 
lot    of    emigrants 
pouring    into   the 
station  —  I   got 
away,  and  hastily 
decided  to  come 
by  the  Hook.     I 
hope    you    think 
I  did  right?* 

"Oh,  quite,  if 
you  felt  sure  that 
your  imagination 
wasn't  playing 
games   with    you. 

Miss  Warren's  ex-  **he  kf.pt  pressing  against  me  in  the  railway  station.' 


penence  was  even 

more  trying  than  yours.  Because  of  a  person 
who  apparently  chased  her  in  a  cab  from  the 
first,  and  who  climbed  into  her  railway  carriage 
at  the  last  minute,  she  jumped  out  after  the 
train  began  to  move,  risking  trouble  with 
Dutch  officials,  to  say  nothing  of  broken 
bones.  She  is  a  brave  girl.  But  I  knew 
that  beforehand."  And  Ean  van  Cortlandt 
gave  Miss  Warren  a  look  which,  if  he  had 
wished  to  hide  his  feelings  for  her,  would 
have  been,  to  say  the  least,  imprudent. 

"  I  was  quite  sure  imagination  had  nothing 
to  do  with  it,"  Jacobs  insisted,  anxious  to 
exonerate  himself.  "Of  course,  the  man 
may  have  been  only  an  ordinary  pickpocket. 
But  do  I  look  like  a  man  whose  pocket 
would  be  worth  picking?  This  is  the  watch 
I  carry  about  with  me."  And,  somewhat 
ostentatiously,  he  pulled  out  a  plain  old  gun- 
metal  watch. 

Christopher  heard  this  talk  with  interest, 
and  confessed  to  him.self  that,  though  it 
wasn't  "his  affair,"  he  would  like  to  know 
the  nature  of  the  message  to  which  the  man 
beside  him  had  so  cautiously  referred.  In 
his  silent  interest  he  observed  all  that  went 
on,  and  it  struck  him  that  Jacobs  looked  at 

VuL  xxxiv.-a 


until  he  had  had  time  to  know  the  hour  and 
minute. 

Christopher  looked  too,  and  saw  that  the 
hands  pointed  to  the  quarter  before  eight 
They  had  been  some  time  in  getting  Scarlet 
Runner  off  the  boat  and  away  from  the 
wharf,  otherwise  they  ought  to  have  been 
much  earlier,  for  Van  Cortlandt  had  brought 
his  chauffeur  a  roll  and  cup  of  coffee  on 
board,  had  broken  his  own  fast  also,  and  the 
other  two  had  presumably  done  the  same 
when  the  chance  offered ;  therefore  they  had 
had  no  need  to  stop. 

Before  them  now  rose  the  spires  and  clus- 
tered the  roofs  of  a  village,  and  as  they 
entered  it  Jacobs,  who  had  been  silent  after 
putting  away  his  watch,  turned  again  to  speak 
to  Van  Cortlandt. 

"It  would  be  a  great  favour,"  he  said,  " if 
you  would  be  willing  to  make  a  short  stop 
here,  sir,  only  long  enough  for  me  to  send  a 
telegram.  I  don't  know  if  your  uncle  men- 
tioned to  you  that  my  wife  is  ill  and  worrying 
about  this  trip  of  mine  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  even  know  that  you  had  a  wife," 
replied  Van  Cortlandt. 

"  I  have,  sir,  and  a  good  one.     She  will  be 
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expecting  me  earlier  than  I  can  arrive,  and  I 
should  like  to  let  her  have  a  few  words  to 
reassure  her ;  nothing,  of  course,  except 
about  myself,  my  health,  and  when  I  shall 
be  with  her  again.  I'd  wire  in  cipher,  too, 
in  case  of  any  busybodies.  She  and  I  have 
one  which  we  worked  out  together  when  we 
were  young,  and  always  use  when  Tm  away, 
as  often  happens." 

Van   Cortlandt    consented    to   the    slight 
delay,  and  Christopher  stopped  the  car  in 
front    of    the    village    post-office.      Jacobs 
scrambled  lightly  down,  like  a  younger  man 
than  he  appeared  to  be  ;    and  Christopher 
happened  to  notice   that  his  hands  looked 
strong  and  muscular.    As  he  hurried  into  the 
post-office  Van  Cortlandt  strolled  after  him, 
buying   a    few   stamps    and    standing    near 
enough  to  take  a  glance  at  the  address  on 
the  telegram.     This  was  not  because  he  dis- 
trusted Jacobs, 
but  because  he 
had    much    at 
stake    in     this 
venture,      and 
cou  Id      not 
afford   to  take 
chances.     The 
cipher  message 
was    unread- 
able,   but    the 
name  of  Jacobs 
stood  out  plainly 
top,  and  Van  Co 
was  satisfied,  as  \ 
expected  to  be. 

The  telegram 
handed  in  quick 
its  sender  begged 
main  long  enoi 
see  that  it  was  re 
out  delay.  Then 
he  wanted  change 
was  carefully  slow 

money  over  when  he  got  it,  fancymg 
a  mistake,  and  apologizing  at  length 
when  he  discovered  that  there  had  been 
none  after  all.  If  there  could  have  been  any 
reason  why  Jacobs  should  wish  to  linger 
deliberately,  after  getting  off  the  message  to 
his  sick  wife.  Van  Cortlandt  might  have  been 
vexed  and  suspicious ;  but  he  remembered 
that  this  elderly,  red-whiskered  man  was 
famous  among  those  who  knew  him,  or  knew 
of  him,  for  his  trustworthiness. 

At  last  they  were  off  again,  but  they  had 
not  gone  far  when  Jacobs  cried  out  that  his 
handkerchief  had  just  blown  away.  It  was 
one  he  valued  ;  his  wife  had  embroidered  his 


initials  on  it.  Really,  he  thought  he  saw  it 
caught  in  a  bush  a  little  way  behind,  ^y 
Van  Cortlandt's  consent,  Christopher  reversed 
the  car  and  went  back  for  half  a  mile ;  but 
the  handkerchief  was  not  found,  though 
Jacobs  got  out  and  thoroughly  ransacked  a 
group  of  bushes  to  look  for  it,  being  gone 
some  time.  Returning,  he  rejoined  the  road 
ahead  of  Scarlet  Runner,  which  stood  throb- 
bing impatient  to  be  off,  and  Christopher 
thought,  as  he  advanced  towards  the  car, 
shaking  his  head  and  bemoaning  his  loss, 
that  he  scattered  something  by  the  way. 
Starting  on  again,  with  the  nervous  old  man 
hardly  settled  in  his  place,  there  came  a 
sharp  explosion,  and  Scarlet  Runner  had 
burst  a  tyre. 

The  sudden  sound  gave  Jacobs  a  shock, 
which  caused  him  to  grip  the  seat  nervously 
and  cry  out.     He  had  never  been  in  a  motor 

before,  he  ex- 
plained, and 
thought  that 
someone  must 
have  shot  at 
the  car. 

"What  was 
it  you  threw  on 
the  road  before 
you  got  in  just 
now  ?  "  asked 
Christopher, 
already  out, 
and  preparing 
to  jack  up. 

"Nothing," 
answered  the 
man,  inno- 
cently. 

"I  saw  you 
put  your  hand 
in  your  over- 
coat pocket 
and  then  scat- 

MNG,    HK    REJOINED   THE    ROAD   AHEAD  ,  . 

OK   SCARLET   KUNNER."  thing,"         Said 

Race. 

"  Ah,  I  was  merely  feeling  to  see  if  I  had 
an  extra  handkerchief  in  my  pocket,"  ex- 
plained Jacobs,  "and  dipping  my  fingers  into 
a  mess  of  biscuit  crumbs,  I  got  rid  of  them, 
if  that's  what  you  mean.  Here  are  more, 
left  behind."  And,  as  if  to  prove  his  words, 
he  displayed  in  the  palm  of  his  hand  a  few 
broken  bits  of  biscuit. 

To  doubt  his  explanation  seemed  ridiculous, 
even  monstrous  ;  yet  Christopher  had  just  dis- 
covered a  bit  of  broken  bottle-glass  deeply 
embedded  in  the  deflated  tyre.     No  doubt  it 
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was  a  coincidence.  Van  Cortlandt  evidently 
believed  fully  in  Jacobs,  and  yet — some 
curious  conjectures  passed  through  the  mind 
of  Race  as  he  did  his  work  of  repairing,  with 
his  three  passengers  sitting,  or  walking  up 
and  down,  by  the  roadside.  What  he  thought 
he  kept  to  himself,  as  it  would  have  been  the 
height  of  impropriety  to  accuse,  on  the  vaguest 
suspicion,  the  trusted  employ^  of  his  own 
employer.  Nevertheless,  when  the  tyre  was 
changed  and  Scarlet  Runner  on  the  way  once 
more,  he  threw  an  occasional  keen  glance  at  the 
whiskered  face  under  the  shadow  of  the  dusty 
hat-brim.  The  day  grew  more  and  more 
sultry,  and  the  air  was  so  heavy  that  even  in 
driving  there  was  no  freshness.  The  thick 
dust  also  was  very  disagreeable,  especially  for 
the  two  new  members  of  the  party,  who  were 
unprepared  for  motoring;  and  Christopher 
was  not  surprised  when,  after  about  two-thirds 
of  the  run  to  London,  Jacobs  complained  of 
headache  and  vertigo.  It  was,  he  supposed, 
in  an  apologetic  murmur,  his  inexperience  in 
motoring,  as  well  as  having  been  somewhat 
upset  at  sea,  which  caused  him  to  suffer  now ; 
but  Christopher  suggested  that  it  was  far 
more  likely  to  be  the  weight  of  his  big  over- 
coat, and  advised  him  to  take  it  off. 

This,  oddly  enough,  Jacobs  seemed  un- 
willing to  do.  He  had  chosen  the  coat  to 
travel  in,  he  said,  as^  the  weather  was  very 
different  when  he  started.  Now,  if  he  parted 
with  it,  the  change  would  be  too  sudden  ;  and 
he  appealed  to  Van  Cortlandt  in  rather  a 
marked  way  for  confirmation  of  this  opinion. 

But  the  young  man  only  laughed  good- 
naturedly,  wondering  that  Jacobs  had  been 
able  to  cling  to  the  heavy  garment  so  long. 
"  Take  the  thing  off  and  sit  on  it,"  said  he, 
"  if  youVe  got  any  love-letters  in  the  pockets 
which  youVe  afraid  of  losing." 

"  Whatever  I  may  have  in  a  pocket  of  that 
coat  is  safe  in  any  position,  I  assure  you,  sir," 
protested  the  other,  consenting  at  last  to 
follow  the  advice  of  the  majority.  And 
indeed,  looked  at  closely,  the  garment  did 
appear  to  be  of  rather  unusual  make.  There 
were  no  pockets  on  the  outside,  but  there 
might  well  be  several  capacious  hidden  ones. 
And  though  Jacobs  seemed  so  certain  that 
the  contents  of  such  pockets  must  be  safe, 
when  he  had  taken  off  the  overcoat  he  not 
only  sat  upon  but  leaned  both  shoulders 
against  it,  as  it  draped  the  back  of  the  seat. 

Still,  he  felt  no  better,  and  on  coming  in 
sight  of  an  old-fashioned  roadside  inn  not  far 
outside  the  dark  fringe  of  London  suburbs,  he 
begged  that  the  car  might  pause  at  the  door 
long  enough  for  him  to  get  a  glass  of  brandy. 


"  Hadn't  you  better  wait  a  bit  till  we  get 
farther  on?"  asked  Van  Cortlandt,  not 
unsympathetically.  "The  stuffs  sure  to  be 
bad  here." 

"  Oh,  sir,  if  you  knew  how  faint  and  queer 

I  feel "  faltered  Jacobs ;  and  Christopher 

hastily  slowed  down  in  front  of  the  inn, 
where  a  small,  uncovered  automobile  was 
already  standing,  covered  with  fresh  dust. 

The  whiskered  face  was  grey  with  dust, 
therefore  it  was  impossible  to  see  the  natural 
state  of  the  suflferers  complexion  ;  but  he 
sat  with  eyes  half  closed  and  head  bowed 
forward,  as  if  on  the  verge  of  uncon.scious- 
ness,  and  Van  Cortlandt  jumped  quickly  out 
to  order  the  brandy.  Miss  Warren  sprang 
down  from  the  car  also,  coming  round  to  the 
front  for  an  anxious  look  at  the  sick  man's 
face,  and  to  ask  if  she  could  do  anything. 
She  had  her  leather-cased  music-roll  in  her 
hand,  and  Christopher  saw  the  dulled  eyes 
of  Jacobs  glance  at  it,  from  under  drooping 
hds. 

Then,  just  as  Van  Cortlandt  would  have 
entered  the  inn,  out  burst  three  policemen. 
"We  arrest  you  all  on  a  warrant,  charged 
with  theft,"  called  out  one,  "and  it  will  be 
better  for  you  not  to  resist." 

But  Van  Cortlandt  did  resist,  and  violently. 
Not  for  himself  alone,  but  for  the  girl.  He 
hurled  off  the  man  who  grasped  him  by  the 
shoulder,  and,  springing  to  the  aid  of  Miss 
Warren,  dashed  aside  the  big  fellow  in  blue 
who  would  have  seized  her  by  the  arm. 

Instantly  Jacobs  had  waked  from  his  dazed 
state  into  vivid  alertness.  The  third  police- 
man, who  attempted  to  catch  Van  Cortlandt 
round  the  waist,  was  sent  reeling  by  a  back- 
handed blow  from  a  strong  fist  in  deadly 
earnest;  arid,  seeing  this  violence,  seeing 
also  the  little  crowd  which  quickly  gathered 
at  Van  Cortlandt's  cry  of  "  Help ! "  Jacobs 
slipped  out  of  the  car,  lithe  as  a  snake. 

"  Don't  resist — safer  not  to  resist,  sir  1 "  he 
cried;  and,  while  apparently  wishing  to  aid 
his  patron,  so  stumbled  against  him  as  to 
fling  him  into  the  arms  of  the  tallest 
policeman. 

Seeing  himself  trapped,  Van  Cortlandt  cried 
to  Race,  "  99,  Park  Lane  ! "  and  at  the  same 
instant  something  was  tossed  into  the 
tonneau.  Quick  as  light,  Christopher  took 
his  cue  and  dashed  off  at  speed,  Jacobs  and 
one  of  the  policemen  tearing  after  him. 

"  Stop  thief !  Stop  thief !  "  warning  voices 
yelled  ;  but  he  would  have  been  a  bold  man, 
or  a  foolhardy  one,  who  tried  to  check 
Scarlet  Runner's  rush  with  anything  save  a 
bomb.     Luckily,  there  was  no  bomb  handy, 
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and  knowing  nothing  of  the  fate  of  his  late 
passengers,  knowing  only  that  the  man  he 
served  had  bidden  him  go,  Christopher  made 
Scarlet  Runner  fly  along  the  London  road 
like  a  red  cannon-ball. 

"Ninety-nine,  Park    Lane!      Ninety-nine, 
Park  Lane  ! " 


had  talked  about  "your  uncle"),  what  more 
natural  that  he  should  be  trusted  to  bring  it 
back  safe,  despite  all  attempts  likely  to  be 
made  upon  it  en  route  if  the  secret  of  the 
errand  had  leaked  out? 

In  such  a  case  no  wonder  there  had  been 


C 


*  •  don't   resist— safer   not   to   resist,   sir  !  '   HE  CRIED." 


special  meaning  for  him,  but  as  his  first  hot 
excitement  cooled  he  realized  that  99,  Park 
Lane,  had  some  association  of  importance  in 
his  mind. 

"  By  Jove,  it's  Maritz's  house  ! "  he  ex- 
claimed. And  the  mystery  of  his  tour  and  the 
experiences  attending  it  appeared  suddenly 
to  flash  with  rainbow  colours,  clear  and 
bright.  For  Maritz  was  (and  is)  a  South 
African  millionaire,  president  of  the  Blue 
Smbad  Diamond  Mines,  Limited.  A  rumour 
had  been  flitting  about  that  he  had  bought 
from  the  company  that  great  diamond  lately 
found  in  their  own  fields,  named  the  New 
Kuh-i-Noor,  and  that,  with  the  view  of  currying 
favour  in  high  circles  and  perhaps  securing  a 
title,  he  intended  to  present  it  to  the  Crown. 

What  if  Van  Cortlandt  had  journeyed  to 
Amsterdam  on  business  concerning  the  New 
Koh-i-Noor?  The  cutting  of  the  diamond 
must  have  been  done  there,  and  if  the  young 
man  were  a  nephew  of  Peter  Maritz  (Jacobs 


precautions,  and  a  trumped-up  story  of  a 
tour  and  a  relative  in  Amsterdam.  No 
wonder  a  rendezvous  had  been  given  in  a 
queer  street  j  no  wonder,  if  the  great  stone 
were  to  be  fetched  from  a  house  in  that 
street,  a  marked  man,  like  the  nephew  of 
Peter  Maritz,  had  appointed  a  meeting  at 
another.  Still,  there  was  the  girl  to  be 
accounted  for.  She  had  come  from  the 
house  named  ;  but  she  must  be  unknown  in 
the  business  to  those  who  watched  such 
affairs  for  their  own  profit,  and  most  likely 
there  was  a  connection  inside  between  the 
two  buildings. 

With  these  thoughts  running  through  his 
head,  Christopher  slowed  down  just  enough 
to  make  it  safe  to  turn  his  head  and  give  a 
quick  glance  behind,  to  see  w^hat  thing  had 
been  thrown  into  the  tonneau  at  the  moment 
of  his  flight. 

It  was  Miss  Warren's  music-roll,  and  she 
must  have  contrived  to  toss  it  there  on  learn- 
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ing  from  Van  Cortlaudt's  order  that  the  car 
was  to  make  a  break  for  freedom.  In  his 
haste  to  aid  his  employer,  or  to  mingle  in 
the  tussle  in  some  way,  Jacobs  had  jumped 
out,  leaving  his  precious  overcoat ;  therefore 
it  was  not  strange  that  he  had  run  screaming 
after  Scarlet  Runner. 

"  From  the  first  I  thought  he  was  disguised 
and  anxious  to  screen  his  face  from  the 
light,"  Christopher  thought.  "  That  cipher 
telegram  he  sent !  He'd  just  learned  from 
Van  Cortlandt  that  there  were  three 
messengers  instead  of  one,  and  all,  by  a 
queer  chance,  in  this  car.  Could  he  have 
wired  to  bring  those  fellows  out?  What 
if  they're  not  policemen?" 

As  the  last  word  formed  itself  in  his  mind 
it  was  as  though  it  had  been  a  magic  sum- 
mons to  call  up  other  men  in  blue  coats  ; 
for  before  Scarlet  Runner  had  got  her  speed 
again  three  uniformed  figures  leaped  from 
behind  a  clump  of  trees  to  line  up  across  the 
road. 

Christopher's  first  thought  was  to  blame 
himself  for  slowing  down  to  glance  behind, 
and  to  atone  by  making  a  dash,  scattering 
the  men,  who  might  be  conspirators  in  the 
same  plot.  But,  even  at  a  distance,  his  clear- 
sighted eyes  recognised  a  face  he  had  seen 
before.  One  of  these  policemen  was  a 
well-known  "motor  trapper,"  with  whom 
Christopher  had  come  into  friendly  contact 
more  than  once.  Whatever  the  men  at  the 
inn  a  mile  back  might  be,  these  were  genuine 
servants  of  the  law ;  and  a  brilliant  idea 
danced  into  Race's  mind.  With  the  view  of 
making  it  useful,  he  slowed  down  instantly. 

"  You've  done  the  measured  distance  at  a 
speed  of  fifty  and  a  half  miles  an  hour,"  said 
the  inspector  of  police  whom  Christopher 
remembered,  his  stop-watch  in  his  hand. 
"  Where's  your  licence  ?  " 

"  Here  it  is,  and  here's  my  card,"  answered 
Race.  "  Don't  you  know  me,  inspector — in 
spite  of  the  dust?  And  don't  you  know 
Scarlet  Runner  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  Mr.  Race,  I  recognise  you 
now,"  said  the  policeman.  "I'm  sorry  to 
say,  however,  as  you  were  going  at  such  a 
speed " 

"  First  offence,  isn't  it  ? "  laughed 
Christopher.  "And  when  you've  heard  a 
word  or  two,  I  think  even  you  will  say  I 
was  justified  in  exceeding  the  legal  limit. 
Summon  me  if  you  think  right;  but  go 
back  now  to  the  next  public-house  and 
rescue  my  passengers,  one  of  whom  is,  I 
believe,  a  nephew  of  the  millionaire,  Peter 
Maritz.     He    and    the   lady    with    h\m    are 


the  victims  of  a  plot,  and  have  just  been 
arrested  by  three  thieves  disguised  as  police- 
men. They  appealed  to  the  landlord  and 
several  other  men,  but  the  power  of  the  law 
is  so  much  respected  that  naturally  the 
pretended  policemen  were  believed  against 
them.  I  was  sent  off  to  Mr.  Maritz, 
whom  I  want  to  see  as  quickly  as  I  can,  and 
if  you  and  your  comrades  can  get  to  the 
scene  before  the  thieves  have  hustled  their 
victims  away " 

The  inspector  waited  to  hear  no  more.  All 
his  professional  pride  was  on  fire.  "  Go  on, 
Mr.  Race,"  he  broke  in ;  "  we'll  overlook  your 
furious  driving  this  time.  And  have  no  fear 
for  your  friends.  It's  a  strange  story  you  tell, 
but  I  know  you,  and  I  believe  it.  We've  got 
bicycles,  and  as  the  house  is  only  a  mile 
away  we'll  be  there  before  you  can  say  *  Jack 
Robinson.' " 

"  Take  pare  you  don't  go  beyond  the  legal 
limit,"  laughed  Christopher,  excitedly,  and 
sped  off  at  a  speed  to  risk  being  " held  up" 
by  another  police  trap. 

"  First  time  in  my  life  I  was  glad  to  get 
caught  in  one  of  those,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  and  I'd  be  willing  to  bet  it  will  be  the  last." 

At  least,  it  was  the  last  for  that  day ;  for  he 
was  not  again  stopped  on  his  way  into  town, 
though  had  he  been,  he  must  have  confessed 
that  he  deserved  it.  Never  had  he  driven  so 
fast  through  traffic,  except  on  the  day  when 
he  followed  the  automobile  with  the  Nurem- 
berg watch  ;  and  at  the  last  moment,  as 
he  drove  through  bronze  gates  into  the 
millionaire's  famous  courtyard,  he  just 
escaped  being  crashed  into  by  a  passing 
motor  omnibus. 

Never  had  Christopher  been  inside  these 
magnificent  gates  before,  but  so  often  had 
he  seen  the  courtyard  pictured  in  illustrated 
papers,  when  the  house  was  new  and  the 
wonder  of  London,  that  marble  walls  and 
pillars,  Venetian  windows  and  great  bronze 
statues,  appeared  familiar  to  him. 

The  gates  had  been  opened,  perhaps,  for 
an  electric  brougham  which  stood  before  the 
door  to  pass  out,  and  the  servants  in  livery 
glared  daggers  at  the  reckless  chauffeur  who 
dashed  in,  risking  a  collision.  But  Chris- 
topher stopped  Scarlet  Runner  at  a  safe 
distance,  and  called  out  that  he  wished  to  see 
Mr.  Maritz  on  urgent  business. 

At  the  sound  of  that  name  a  gentleman 
looked  from  the  window  of  the  brougham, 
and  his  face  had  been  made  familiar  by 
the  same  methods  which  immortalized  his 
mansion. 

"  I  come  from  Mr.  van  Cortlandt,"  added 
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Christopher,  this  time  addressing  himself 
directly  to  the  millionaire.  He  expected  to 
see  a  look  of  enlightenment  dawn  on  the 
clever,  somewhat  hard,  features.  But,  to  his 
surprise,  for  an  instant  Peter  Maritz  appeared 
puzzled.  "  Mr.  van  Cortlandt  ?  "  he  repeated, 
questioningly.  Then,  with  a  slight  exclama- 
tion and  a  change  of  expression,  he  opened 
the  door  of  the  brougham  before  his  alert 
servants  had  time  to  touch  it. 

"You  have  a  message  for  me  from  Mr. 
van  Cortlandt  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Not  exactly  a  message,"  answered  Chris- 
topher.    "  But  I  have  news  of  importance." 

"  Come  indoors  with  me  and  tell  it,  then," 
said  Peter  Maritz,  who  had  the  manners  of 
a  gentleman  as  well  as  the  wealth  of  a 
millionaire. 

Christopher  looked  doubtful.  "  Tm  not 
sure  about  leaving  the  car,"  he  replied,  in  a 
lower  voice.  "  I  may  be  carrying  something 
of — er — considerable  value." 

Maritz  asked  no  further  questions  and 
made  no  new  suggestions,  but  mounted  to  the 
seat  beside  Christopher  which  Jacobs  had 
last  occupied,  giving  at  the  same  time  a 
glance  at  his  servants  which  sent  them  to  a 
distance. 

Race  did  not  begin  his  story  at  the 
beginning,  but  very  near  the  end,  slurring 
over  what  had  happened  until  he  reached  the 
episode  at  the  inn.  When  Maritz  heard  that 
Van  Cortlandt  and  Miss  Warren  had  been 
seized  by  men  in  the  dress  of  policemen,  his 
dark  face  suddenly  paled. 

"  But  my  nephew  told  you  to  drive  on,  to 
come  here  ?  "  he  demanded,  tersely. 

"  Yes.  And  I  came  as  fast  as  I  could, 
after  sending  back  three  genuine  policemen 
to  the  rescue." 

"Then  where  is  that  which  my  nephew 
trusted  you  to  bring  to  me  ?  " 

"  He  trusted  me  with  nothing— except  the 
sense  to  understand  his  meaning.  But  Miss 
Warren  tossed  her  music-roll  into  the  car  as 
I  shot  away  from  the  inn." 

"  That  was  clever  of  her,  and  shows  that 
she  is  the  right  kind  of  girl.  But,  though 
she  thought  she  was  carrying  something  of 
importance,  as  a  matter  of  fact  she  wasn't 
She  was  a  kind  of  decoy  duck." 

"The  man  Jacobs,  who  I  venture  to 
believe  is  a  fraud,  disguised  to  look  like 
someone  else,  left  his  overcoat  behind,  very 
much  against  his  will." 

"  No  doubt  it  was  against  his  will,  if  he 
had  put  a  little  parcel  he  ought  to  have  had 
into  one  of  its  pockets.  But  there's  nothing 
in    that    overcoat   which   can    interest    me. 


And  for  the  moment  Fm  not  interested  in 
this  spurious  Jacobs,  who  was  probably 
furious  at  being  seen  by  Eian  on  the  boat. 
What  I  want  is  the  thing  which  my  nephew, 
whom  you  know  as  Mr.  van  Cortlandt,  must 
have  given  you  to  bring  me,  or  he  would 
certainly  not  have  sent  you  away  from  him 
with  your  car." 

"  I  tell  you  he  gave  me  nothing,"  persisted 
Christopher,  beginning  to  resent  the  piercing 
glance  of  the  millionaire.  "  If  there  is  any- 
thing of  his  on  board  it  must  be  in  his 
luggage." 

"  Very  well ;  we'll  have  the  luggage  down," 
said  Maritz,  "  and  I  will  look  through  it  here 
and  now,  sitting  by  your  side.  Johnson  !  " — 
and  he  raised  his  tone  imperatively — "shut 
the  gates." 

The  bronze  gates  closed,  and  the  courtyard 
became  as  private  as  if  it  had  been  a  vast  room. 

The  next  order  was  for  Van  Cortlandt's 
suit-case  to  come  down  from  the  roof  of  the 
car,  where  it  had  been  placed  when  the  new 
members  joined  the  party.  A  strange-looking, 
thin  little  key  on  the  millionaire's  watch- 
chain  opened  the  case  as  though  it  had  been 
made  for  the  lock ;  and  the  absent  man's 
clothing,  neatly  folded  as  if  by  a  valet,  lay 
exposed  to  view.  Peter  Maritz  lifted  every- 
thing out,  shook  each  garment,  and  ransacked 
each  comer  of  the  handsomely-fitted  piece  of 
luggage,  but  the  thing  he  searched  for  was 
not  there.  He  was  looking  very  stem  and 
anxious  now. 

"I  am  as  sure  as  I  am  of  my  own  life 
that  my  nephew  would  not  have  voluntarily 
remained  in  the  hands  of  thieves,  sending 
you  and  your  motor  on,  if  he  had  had  on 
his  person  the  thing  I  tmsted  him  to  bring 
back  to  me,"  said  Maritz,  with  grim  confi- 
dence. "  He  himself  did  not  know  whether 
he.  Miss  Warren,  or  my  old  servant  Jacobs 
was  carrying  back  the  real  thing  or  an  imita- 
tion; nevertheless,  as  he  knew  the  chances 
were  one  in  three  that  he  had  the  right  one, 
he  would  have  died  rather  than  risk  breaking 
faith  with  me." 

"  I  can  give  you  no  explanation  of  the 
mystery,"  said  Christopher.  "  Mr.  Van 
Cortlandt — who,  I  suppose,  did  not  even 
trust  me  with  his  real  name — confided  not 
at  all  in  me,  therefore  I  had  no  responsibility 
except  to  obey  instructions.  If  I  happen  to 
guess  that  you  employed  three  messengers, 
each  one  of  whom  was  to  bring  back  (as  he 
thought)  a  diamond  cut  in  Amsterdam,  and 
all  of  whom  met  by  accident  in  the  same 
boat,  I  have  absolutely  nothing  to  go  upon 
except  my  own  suspicions." 
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"  NOW  THAT  YOU  ARE  HBRB,   IN   MY  COURTYARD,   THERE   IS  NO  REASON  WHY  I    SHOULDN'T 
CONFIRM    YOUR   •SUSPICIONS,'" 


**  Now  that  you  are  here,  in  my  courtyard, 
there  is  no  reason  why  I  shouldn't  confirm 
your  *  suspicions/  "  replied  Maritz,  in  a  more 
conciliatory  tone.  "  You  ought  to  have  with 
you  the  New  Koh-i-Noor,  of  which  you  must 
have  heard.  You  see  I  have  cause  for 
anxiety,  and  have  had  cause  enough  ever 
since  the  truth  about  my  purchase  of  the 
finest  diamond  found  in  a  hundred  years 
unfortunately  leaked  out.  I  was  certain  that 
a  well-known  gang  of  diamond  thieves  would 
be  on  the  look-out  for  the  stone  on  its  way 
back  from  Amsterdam,  and  I  did  my  best  to 
guard  it.  It  was  my  nephew's  idea  to  employ 
you  and  your  car ;  and  knowing  your  name 
and  the  reputation  you  made  in  Dalvania  I 
approved  the  notion.  As  for  giving  you  a 
false  name,  he  did  nothing  of  the  sort.  His 
middle  name  is  Van  Cortlandt — his  last  is 
the  same  as  mine  ;  though  he  has  lived  much 
abroad,  and,  luckily  for  my  project,  is  scarcely 
known  here  as  yet.  You  can  see  why  he  did 
not  wish  to  give  his  own  name,  Maritz,  on 
account  of  the  association.  It  was  better  for 
you  to  know  nothing,  and  you  need  have  no 
resentment  if  he  was  not  entirely  frank.  The 
mission  was  not  his  own,  but  mine ,  though 
if  he  succeeded  he  was  to  be  made  my  private 
secretary,  with  such  a  salary  as  to  keep  him- 
self and  a  wife,  if  he  chose  to  take  one — 
Miss  Warren,  for  instance — in  luxury.     Now 


you  understand  what 
hung  upon  success,  for 
him,  and  you  must  see 
that  he  would  not  easily 
fail  me.  If  you  are 
hiding  anything, 
because  you  think  you 
haven't     been-    treated 

fairly " 

Christopher  broke  in 
with  a  protest ;  but  the 
position  was  now  be- 
coming worse  than  un- 
comfortable. He  was 
at  his  wits'  end,  and  in 
his  desperation  would 
have  told  the  millionaire 
to  send  for  the  police 
and  have  him  searched, 
if  he  chose,  when  a 
loud  clang  at  the  gate- 
bell  cut  him  short. 

"Keep  everybody 
out  I  "  cried  Maritz. 
"What  if  it  is  your 
nephew  himself?"  exclaimed  Christopher. 

"  Then  let  him  in,"  amended  the  master  of 
the  house  ;  and  an  instant  later  the  small  gate 
at  the  side  of  the  great  ones  was  opened  to 
admit  Van  Cortlandt-Maritz,  with  Miss 
Warren. 

"  Hurrah,  uncle ! "  cried  the  young  man. 
"We  hired  a  motor  and  came  on  like 
lightning  after  the  rescue.  Poor  old  Jacobs 
was  drugged  on  his  way  to  get  the  diamond, 
it  seems  ;  and  who  but  the  notorious  Tom 
Astley  did  the  trick  and  disguised  himself  so 
well  I  think  even  you  wouldn't  have  detected 
the  fraud— so  well,  he  was  exactly  like 
Jacobs's  photograph  which  you  showed  me 
— and  got  the  parcel.  But  he's  caught,  and 
his  three  confederates  ;  and  the  diamond's  in 
his  overcoat.  This  girl  is  the  trump  I  told 
you  she  would  be,  and  her  packet  she  threw 
into  the  car,  as  Mr.  Race  must  have  told  you." 
"  But  yours — yours,  Ean  ;  that's  what  I 
want,"  almost  panted  the  millionaire. 

"I  stuffed  it  into  the  petrol  tank— just  room 
to  squeeze  it  in,"  said  the  young  man,  calmly. 
Then,  turning  to  the  girl,  he  caught  her 
hand.  "  Won't  you  have  a  *  story  '  to  write  ?  " 
he  cried.  "  And  it  will  have  to  end  with  our 
wedding." 

"  Forgive  me  for  everything,  Mr.  Race," 
said  Peter  Maritz.  "  You  must  come  to  that 
wedding." 
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ON  FORM  IN  CRICKET 
AND    ITS    MYSTERy 

B-Y^A-E-KNIGHT 


ESPITE  the  accepted  un- 
certainty of  cricket,  there 
is  no  subject  which  causes 
so  great  an  amount  of  dis- 
cussion, of  criticism,  and 
it  may  be  added  of  invention,  as 
the  extraordinary  fluctuations  of 
form  to  which  all  players,  and  to 
a  lesser  degree  all  teams,  are  at 
one  time  or  another  subject.     It 
is  doubtful  whether  any  expla- 
nation  ever    covers  the   varied 
contingencies  which  bring  victory 
or  defeat.  Even  the  actual  player 
cannot  hope  to  judge  precisely 
the  way  in  which  the  ups  and 
downs  of  the  game  are  affected 
by  wicket  or  weather  conditions 
or  by  the  varying  temperaments 
and  personalities  engaged  in  the 
play. 

Usually  we  explain  a  series  of  collapses  or 
defeats  on  grounds  of  staleness,  of  nervous- 
ness, or,  when  these  analyses  are  not  so  easily 
recognised  as  the  facts,  we  fall  back  upon 
that  blessed  word  "luck,"  beneath  whose 
vagueness  all  our  misfortunes  may  find  shelter. 
A  run  of  bad  luck  is,  however,  quite  com 
"patible  with  the  very  best  of  form.  Men 
whose  batting  at  the  nets  proves  their  form 
may  be  out  dy-ectly  they  go  in  on  the  match 
wicket. 

I  have  often  noticed  how  splendidly  men 
play  for  the  first  time  after  a  long  rest. 
Players  who  will  tell  you  that  they  have  not 
handled  a  bat  during  the  season  will  come 
in  and  play  a  great  innings,  and  yet,  curiously 
enough,  they  will  feel  the  want  of  the  practice 
they  have  missed  and  demonstrate  it  obviously 
enough  in  their  next  two  or  three  innings. 
It  has  often  been  observed  how  great  bats- 
men like  A.  C.  MacLaren  and  F.  S.  Jackson 
come  into  first-class  cricket  to  pile  up  runs 
in  a  long  sequence,  notwithstanding  their 
inability   to   play   regularly.       Such    players 
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demonstrate  how  great  a  part  confi- 
dence plays  in  form. 

The  Value  of  Confidence. 

Both  players  possess  that  sanguine 
temperament  which  remains 
unaffected  by  any  skill  which  the 
bowler  may  put  up  against  them. 
So  long  as  they  remain  at  the 
wicket  one  feels  that  they  domi- 
nate the  situation  -r-  that  they, 
and  not  the  bowlers,  are  the 
real  aggressors.  Confidence 
w^ould  indeed  seem  to  be  one 
of  the  first  essentials  of  success, 
of  "  being  in  form." 
'#-<  The  bowler  who  feels  like  get- 
»*nai  ting  men  out  is  a  very  different 
bowler  from  one  possessed  of 
equal  skill  who  yet  thinks  that 
chance  or  luck  has  to  get  him 
his  victims.  And  although  it  often  happens 
that  a  batsman  who  feels  that  he  has  never 
a  run  left  in  him  may  score  largely,  and  he 
before  whom  the  ball  looms  large  as  a  foot- 
ball fails  to  score,  successful  form  must  mean 
confidence.  This  confidence  must  be  in  no 
way  confounded  with  the  over-confidence  of 
ignorance.  To  know  that  we  can  use  all 
the  skill  and  power  we  have  is  a  very 
different  thing  from  the  belief  that  we  have  a 
skill  with  which  the  gods  never  endowed  us. 
Confidence,  however,  based  upon  the  intelli- 
gence which  is  fully  alive  to  the  countless 
happenings  of  play  is  a  kind  of  sheer  will 
force,  which  enables  men  to  score  heavily. 

Nerves. 

Nervousness,  to  which  all  are  prone,  is  by 
no  means  a  universal  curse.  Some,  it  is 
true,  are  emptied  of  all  power  by  it,  others 
but  touched  to  anxiety,  while  a  rare  few  are 
stimulated  and  braced  by  it  to  a  most  un- 
usual exaltation.  Repeated  failure  will  make 
the  best  of  men  limp  and  flabby,  depress 
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them  until  despair  envelops  them.  Fuller 
Pilch  was  as  quiet  and  even-minded  a  man 
as  he  was  great  with  the  bat.  Once,  how- 
ever, he  failed  to  score  in  five  successive 
innings,  and  an  old  player  records  how  he 
saw  him  lying  upon  the  ground  "quite  out 
of  heart  and  saying,  in  his  despair,  *  I  feel  I 
shall  never  get  another  run  as  long  as  I 
live.' " 

Great  occasions — a  Gentlemen  v.  Players 
or  a  Test  Match — may  so  affect  the  player's 
mind  as  to  render 
him  utterly  out  of 
sorts    and   unable 
to   play  the  game 
natural     to     him. 
Yet,  on  the  other 
hand,     there    are 
men  positively  in- 
spired    by    great 
opportunity    who 
realize  on  a  special 
occasion      a 
standard    of   play         .^, . .    ^,  .^^^ 
which  surprises  ^  ' 

those    who    know 
them  in  the  daily 

round  of  ordinary  games.  So  far  from  being 
enwrapped  by  the  shadow  of  the  great  event 
are  they  as  to  determine  to  do  better  than  ever. 
And  they  do  it.  The  state  of  mind  is,  I  believe, 
a  far  more  important  factor  than  the  state  of 
digestion  of  the  man  in  or  out  of  form. 

Very  rarely  is  the  collapse  of  a  whole  side 
due    to   nervousness.      Such    collapses    are 
nearly  always  occurrences  on  wickets  affected 
by  rain   or  wear  and   tear.     Were  bowling 
habitually  high-class,  so  pronounced  would 
its  superiority  on  such  wickets  be  shown  that 
collapses  would  be  quite  normal.     There  are 
very  few  bowlers  now  who  can  get  all  the 
help  that  is  possible 
out  of  an  affected 
wicket,    as    could 
Haigh  and  Walter 
Mead  at  their  best, 
and  even  moderate 
scoring    on   bad 
wickets    will    be 
found  invariably 
due   to    the   indif- 
ferent length  which 
many    otherwise 
clever  bowlers  main- 
tain upon  them. 

Time's  Changes. 

Always  most  diffi-     ^  _ 
cult  to  tell  is  the 
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*  HE   SAW   HIM    LYING  UPON   THK  GROUND  QUITE  OUT  OP    HEART. 


declining  form  which  is  due  to  the  advance  of 
the  years.  The  fieldsman  finds  his  knees  get- 
ting a  little  stiflTer  as  the  thirties  draw  nigh  to 
forty.  He  cannot  start  quite  so  nippily,  and 
he  persuades  himself  that  the  catch  we 
thought  possible  was  just  out  of  his  reach. 
The  batsman  finds  his  possibilities  restricted 
somewhat  similarly.  His  mobility  is  lessened 
and  his  wrists  lose  a  degree  or  two  of  elas- 
ticity, so  that  the  cut  that  once  skimmed  by 
third  man  to  the  boundary  now  touches  the 
edge  of  the  bat  and  rests  in  short  slip's 
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e  cause  of  it  all,  and 
prac  t  i  s  e     the 
more    diligently 
to    avert     its 
effects.      In  vain, 
however,    for    the 
timing  of  the  ball 
is    an     automatic 
procedure — an  ex- 
quisite   fusion    of 
eye  and  hand,  an 
imperceptible 
blending.     And 
when,     howsoever 
slightly,  the  shrinking  muscle  fails  to  follow 
the   quick,   clear    eye,   you    realize    that    a 
certain  stroke  has  lost  for  you  at  least  the 
glory  of  attainment. 

So,  too,  the  bowler,  whose  wrist  and  fingers 
once  gave  so  much  spin  to  the  ball  that  it 
came  from  the  pitch  as  though  a  fiend  were 
within  it— full  of  a  "  devil "  that  the  batsman 
could  not  time.    With  the  same  delivery,  with 
possibly  as  much  break,  and  with  an  increased 
amount    of   head    work    and    an    enlarged 
knowledge  of  a  batsman's  weak  points,   he 
bowls  apparently  the  identical   ball.     Yet  it 
is    as   lead    dropping    on  the   pitch  lifeless, 
devoid  of  sting !  The 
essential  quality  of  a 
man's  bowling— its 
genius,  so  to  speak 
— p asses    thus 
quickly  away  ;  yet, 
as    with    the   bats- 
man,   certain   per- 
manent  qualities 
of     style     remain. 
Pace  is  exhausted, 
but     good     length 
remains,    and    the 
good  batsman  feels 
that   this    thought- 
ful     bowler      may 
still    get    him 
out 


•|T  BEJiTS  IN   THE  WICKET-KEEPERS  GLOVES. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


26 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


Style  That  Tells. 

In  batsmanship  style  and  method  have 
much  to  do  with  permanence.  No  batsman 
will  score  consistently  unless  his  method  is 
reasonably  sound  ;  yet  of  the  methods  of 
some  of  the  most  brilliant  and  beautiful  of 
players  one  may  say  that  they  are  for  youth 
alone — for  a  time  when  wrist  and  eye  and 
feet  are  wonderfully  blended.  Marvellous 
wrist  and  marvellous  eye  alone  justify  the 
cut  of  Trumper,  the  most  glorious  of  all 
batsmen  ;  a  concentrated  watchfulness  and 
a  rapidity  of  swing  well-nigh  unique  alone 
can  execute  the  pull  of  Jessop.  The  brilliance 
of  such  widely  differing  men  as  these  is  apt  to 
blind  us  to  the  abiding  virtues  of  orthodoxy. 

Long  -  maintained     "  form  "     is,    indeed, 
dependent  upon  soundness.     The  enduring 
sway  of  Dr.  Grace,  or,  to  come  a  little  nearer, 
of  C.  B.  Fry  and  of  Hayward,  owes  much  to 
their  correct  method.      Men  like  Trumper 
and  Jessop — far  removed  in  skill  and  method 
— are  yet  one  in  that  they  see  nothing  but 
the  ball   and  go  for  it.      Enterprising   and 
speculative  are  they,  yet  so  successful  as  to 
convey  the  idea  that  their  progress   is   the 
development  of  order.      All  good  batsmen 
have   good    sea- 
sons   and    make 
high  scores;-  but 
the   wonderful 
consistency,    the 
uninterrupted 
levels  of  scoring, 
which     have 
marked  the  form 
of  Fry  and  Hay- 
ward    at    their 
best,  fully  prove 
how  great  a  glory 
is    soundness. 
"  Form  "  of  this 

kind  suffers  least     "y  — - 

of  all    from    the 
advance  of  time. 

It  carries  men  through  periods  of  temporary 
ineffectiveness  with  the  sure  hope  of  emer- 
gence. Such  "  form  "  is  never  wholly  lost. 
In  the  aged  batsman  it  shines,  a  light  which, 
though  faded,  is  still  light,  a  grace  which  no 
stiffness  can  quite  exorcise. 

Nothing,  indeed,  is  more  striking  to  a 
critical  observer  than  the  individuality  of 
a  beautiful  style,  persisting  even  when  the 
scoring  powers  which  once  belonged  to  it  are 
on  the  wane.  To  get  the  best  results  even 
from  the  most  correct  of  accredited  methods, 
such  methods  must  be  perfectly  natural  to  a 
man.     He  must  play  with  a  freedom  which 
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is  Utterly  unconscious  of  any  laws  which  con- 
strain him,  and  yet  still  be  obedient  to  them. 
I  remember  how  beautifully  A.  P.  Lucas 
always  played  right  up  to  his  last  appearance 
in  county  cricket.  One  felt  as  one  watched 
how  delightful  it  must  have  been  to  see  him 
in  earlier  days.  On  the  other  hand — and  I 
think  it  is  mostly  true  of  players  who  have 
been  pre-eminently  hitters — you  may  see  bats- 
men who  have  totalled  their .  hundreds  play 
such  bad  cricket  that  you  wonder  how  they 
could  have  so  scored  With  their  run-getting 
powers,  the  form,  the  shaping  towards  run- 
getting,  seems  to  have  disappeared  also. 

Style,  in  the  narrow  sense  of  beauty,  may 
co-exist  with  many  imperfections  which  mar 
one's  scoring,  and  many  a  great  run-getter 
may  be  far  from  pretty  to  watch.  Quite 
apart  from  score-sheet  values,  however,  a 
beautiful  style  has  the  effect  of  making 
batting  look  so  delightful  and  easy  an  art 
that  its  tendency  is  to  dishearten  a  bowler. 
Style  is  a  flowing  robe  which  graces  the 
stylish,  but  simply  impedes  the  borrower  of  it. 
To  revert  at  last  to  that  "  luck  "  with  which 
I  have  suggested  we  too  often  condone  our 
shortcomings.     Mr.  Murdoch  once  struck  a 

very  bad  patch 
when  over  here 
with  an  Austra- 
lian team.  I  be- 
lieve he  played 
some  six  innings 
for  ten  or  eleven 
runs.  Oneof these 
innings  in  which 
he  failed  to  score 
was  against  York- 
shire. From  the 
first  ball  of  the 
match  he  was 
missed  at  short 
-  slip,     from     the 

second  at  point, 


and  again  from 
the  third  at  the  wicket,  being  finally  caught 
at  point  from  the  fourth  ball  sent  down. 

Now  it  is  always  "  bad  luck  "  to  get  out 
for  a  duck,  so  many  possibilities  of  snicking 
an  odd  run  being  open  to  the  most  unskilful 
of  players ;  yet  how  should  we  apportion  the 
element  of  fortune  in  such  a  medley  of  good 
and  bad  luck  as  this  opening  over  of  Peate's 
brought  with  it  ?  Amid  all  the  changes  and 
chances  of  our  "  form,"  luck  is  probably  the 
least  and  last  cause  we  can  truly  grasp.  Skill 
and  the  even  temperament  which  can  best 
exploit  it  are  the  essential  and  the  abiding 
factors  in  our  "  form," 
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The  cards,  which  are  kept  in  a  bag  of  old 
red  brocade  at  least  as  old  as  they  are,  belong 
to  a  gentleman  of  an  old  Catholic  family, 
Mr.   James    Barton,    living   at    Weld   Bank, 
near  Chorley,  in  Lancashire.     In  the  penal 
days,    probably     in     the     early     years     of 
William  and  Mary,  a  priest 
was  staying  in  the  house  of  an 
ancestor  of  the  owner  of  the 
cards  near  Burscough,  when 
the  family  was  thrown   into 
confusion  by  the  sudden  ap- 
pearance of  a  pursuivant,  or 
priest-catcher.  The  priest  had 
to   fly  for  Jf\\s   life,   and   he 
managed  tci  escape  by  water, 
but  he  hax^ not  time  to  save 
even  his  most  cherished  pos- 
sessions.    Among  the  things 
he  left  behind  him  was  this 
pack  of  cards,  some  books, 
and  a  l)eautiful  little  reliquary 
in  the  shape  of  a  cross  of  gold 
and  crystal.  These  have  been 
cherished  in  the  family  ever 
since.      Although   the  priest 
escaped,    his    hosts    had    to 
suffer  ;    their    property    was 
confiscated,  and  the  head  of 
the  family  was  carried  off  to 
Lancaster,  where  he  died  in 
confinement. 
Before  examining  the  cards, 


THE  BAG  OP  RRD  BKUCADB  CUNTAINlNt; 
THE  OLD  PACK  OF  CARDS.  THE  GOI  D 
AND  CRYSTAL  CROSS  COMTAINS  1  HE 
RELICS  OK  RICHARD  LANGHORNE,  WHO 
fSRlSHED  IN  THE  PLOT  WHICH  IS  ILLUS- 
TRATKO    ON    THE    CARDS. 


appear  fragments  of  linen  and 
other  substances.  These  are  explained  by 
the  inscription  engraved  on  the  gold  of  the 
reverse  side.  This  may  be  translated  :  "  Hairs 
and  particles  of  the  heart,  together  with  linen 
dipped  in  the  blood  of  my  father,  Richard 
Langhorne,  who  suffered  for  the  faith,  the 
14th  of  July,  1679." 

It  would  thus  appear  that 
the  priest  who  left  this  little 
cross  behind  him  in  his 
headlong  flight  was  a  son 
of  Richard  Langhorne,  the 
famous  barrister,  who  was 
one  of  the  most  prominent 
victims  of  the  so  -  called 
Popish  Plot.  And,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  we  know  that  Lang- 
horne had  two  sons  who 
became  priests,  Charles  and 
Francis.  They  were  both  edu- 
cated at  the  English  College 
at  Valladolid,and  were  sent  to 
England  as  missionary  priests 
in  1684.  We  do  not  know 
which  of  them  owned  the 
cross.  But  what  a  pathetic 
tale  it  tells  !  Langhorne  is 
described  even  by  Bishop 
Burnet  as  in  every  respect  an 
extraordinary  man,  learned 
and  honest  in  his  profession. 
Chief  Justice  Scroggs,  who 
condemned  him  to  death  amid 
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the  loud  acclamations  of  the  mob,  afterwards 
declared  that  he  was  convinced  of  his  inno- 
cence. He  was  trusted  and  esteemed  not  only 
by  the  Catholics  but  by  the  Quakers,  and 
was  employed  as  counsel  by  the  celebrated 
William  Penn.  His  case  was  one  of  extra- 
ordinary hardship,  for  he  was  one  of  the  first 
victims  of  Gates  and  his  accomplices,  who 
had  him  arrested 
on  October  7  th, 
1678,  and  thrown 
into  Newgate 
without  any  pre- 
vious examination 
before  a  magis- 
trate or  the  Coun- 
cil. There  he  was 
kept  for  more  than 
eight  months  in 
solitary  confine- 
ment and  in  com- 
plete ignorance  of 
every  passing 
event.  He  was  not 
allowed  to  prepare 
his  defence,  or  told 
of  the  charges  to 
be  brought  against 
him.  His  trial  was  a  mockery;  his  witnesses 
were  abused,  beaten,  and  intimidated,  while 
the  witnesses  against  him  were  allowed  to 
contradict  themselves  as  they  pleased.  On 
the  scaffold  he  solemnly  professed  his  inno- 
cence as  to  all  the  charges  brought  against 
him,  and  declared  that  he  died  a  Catholic, 
and  that  his  religion  was  the  sole  cause  of  his 
death.  The  dispositions  in  which  he  died 
may  be  gathered  from  the  pathetic  docu- 
ments he  left  behind  him,  meditations  and 
devotions  made  during  his  imprisonment, 
which  were  afterwards  printed  by  his  eldest 
son,  Richard.  Burnet  (no  friendly  witness) 
calls  them  "  very  devout  and  well-composed 
meditations."  They  breathe,  indeed,  the 
most  beautiful  spirit  of  Christian  resignation 
and  forgiveness. 

No  wonder  that  Catholics  consider  him 
a  martyr,  or  that  amid  the  horrors  of  the 
butchery  at  Tyburn  some  faithful  friend 
was  found  to  snatch,  at  the  risk  of  his  life, 
these  few  poor  relics  from  the  scaflfold — 
relics  which  became  the  greatest  earthly 
treasure  of  the  sufferer's  son.  And  now  we 
see  why  that  son  also  carried  about  with  him 
so  seemingly  strange  a  treasure  as  a  pack  of 
playing  cards.  For  on  these  cards  were 
pictures  of  his  father  and  of  his  father's 
friends— pictures  which  were  a  constant 
reminder  of  their  sufferings  and  deaths. 


KCVCIUE. 


THIS   DRAWING   SHOWS  1  HK   ACTUAL  SIZK  OF   THK   CROSS. 


It  appears  that  the  cards  were  printed  in 
the  October  of  1679,  only  three  months  after 
Langhome's  execution.  During  this  year 
there  was  published  in  London,  among  other 
newspapers,  "The  True  Domestick  Intelli- 
gence, or  News  both  from  City  and  Country, 
published  to  prevent  False  Reports."  In 
this   delectable  journal  there  appear  during 

the  months  of 
November  and 
December  some 
advertisements 
connected  with 
these  very  cards. 
Thus,  in  No.  35, 
for  November  4th, 
we  find  the  follow- 
ing :  "  The  horrid 
Popish  Plot  lively 
represented  in  a 
Pack  of  Cards. 
Printed  for  Jona- 
than Wilkins  and 
Jacob  Sampson." 
In  No.  50,  for 
December  26th, 
occurs  the  follow- 
ing advertisement, 
which  was  reprinted  in  No.  53,  for 
January   6th  : — 

"There  is  lately  published  a  new  pack  of 
cards,  neatly  cut  in  copper,  in  which  are 
represented  to  the  life  the  several  consults 
for  killing  the  King  and  extirpating  the 
Protestant  Religion,  the  manner  of  the 
murthering  of  Sir  Edmondbury  Godfrey, 
the  Tryalls  and  Executions  of  the  Con- 
spirators, and  all  other  designs  relating  to 
the  contrivance  and  management  of  the  said 
horrid  Popish  Plot,  with  their  attempt  to 
throw  it  on  the  Protestants.  .  .  .  Printed 
and  sold  by  Robert  Walton  at  the  Globe, 
on  the  North  side  of  St.  Paul's  Churchyard 
near  the  West  End,  where  you  may  have 
a  pack  /or  eightpence  of  the  very  best ;  you 
may  have  them  in  sheets  fit  to  adorn  studies 
and  houses." 

And  now  to  look  at  the  cards  themselves. 
They  are  well  shown  in  the  illustrations, 
though  thumb-marks  have  made  them  rather 
dirty.  The  designs  and  inscriptions  are  from 
engraved  copperplates.  The  cards  are  un- 
coloured  and  the  backs  plain.  In  size  they 
are  small,  being  about  three  and  a  half 
inches  by  two  and  one-eighth. 

Mr.  S.  A.  Hankey  exhibited  an  incomplete 
pack  of  these  cards  before  the  Royal  Archae- 
ological Institute  in  March,  1873.  In  his 
paper  he  drew  attention  to  the  "  very  singular 
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(and  possibly  unique) 
example  of  the  display  of 
popular  feeling  as  stamped 
upon  the  ordinary  appen- 
dages to  mere  play  or  amuse 
ment."  He  adds :  "  I  have 
vainly  essayed  to  discover  a 
connection  between  the 
sequence  of  the  cards  under 
their  respective  suits  and  the 
order  of  the  events  which  the 
several  plates  record."  It  is, 
in  fact,  an  impossible  task  to 
arrange  the  cards  in  their 
suits  and  yet  preserve  the 
ch  ronological  order  of  events. 
The  only  exception  is  in  the 
case  of  the  story  of  Sir 
Edmund  Berry  Godfrey, 
whose  alleged  murder  by  the 
Papists  threw  all  London 
into  such  a  frenzy  of  excite- 
ment, and  so  powerfully 
helped  to  gain  credence  for 
the  wild  and  ridiculous  inventions  of  the 
informers.  This  story,  as  told  by  them,  takes 
up  the  whole  of  the  spades. 

Godfrey,  it  will  be  remembered,  was  the 
magistrate  before  whom  Titus  Gates  made 
depositions    on    oath    (September    6th   and 
28th,    1678)   as    to   the    truth   of    his   pre- 
posterous story.     These  were  laid  before  the 
Privy   Council,  and   the    public    excitement 
became  intense.     Godfrey,  who  was  by  nature 
given  to  melancholy,  seems  to  have  brooded 
over  the  terrible  story  entrusted  to  him,  but 
he    declined 
the  advice  of 
friends     to 
take    special 
precautions 
against     the 
vengeance  of 
the     Papists. 
However,  on 
Saturday, 
October    the 
1 2th,  he  dis 
appeared  and 
his  dead  body 
was  found  on 
the  following 
Thursday  in 
a    ditch     on 
Primrose 
Hill,   lying 
face      down- 
wards   and 
transfixed  by 


his  own  sword.  It  was  at 
once  proclaimed  that  he  was  . 
the  victim  of  the  Jesuits,  and 
popular  indignation  against 
the  Catholics  was  greatly 
inflamed.  Godfrey  became 
a  Protestant  martyr,  and  in- 
formers were  soon  found 
ready  to  disclose  the  secret 
of  his  death.  Prance  and 
Bedloe  declared  that  certain 
Jesuits  had  decided  on  the 
magistrate's  murder  on  ac- 
count of  his  strong  Protes- 
tantism and  his  dealings  with 
Gates. 

They  had  lured  him  into 
the   courtyard   of  Somerset 
House,  where  the  Queen  was 
living,  and  he  had  there  been 
murdered   in    the    presence 
ot     three    priests    by     two 
Catholics,  Green  and  Hill, 
and  Berry,  a  Protestant,  the 
porter  of  Somerset  House.     This  scene   is 
shown   in  the   nine  of  spades,   here   repro- 
duced.    Prance  watched  at  the  gates  mean- 
while.    The  body  was  kept  in  a  room  in  the 
palace  until  the  following  Wednesday,  when 
it   was  carried   in   a   Sedan   chair   to   Soho 
Church,  as  may  be  seen   represented   here 
on    the    six    of  spades,   and    then   put   on 
a   horse    and    conveyed   to    Primrose    Hill. 
Bedloe  and  Prance,  however,  disagreed  com- 
pletely as  to  almost  every  possible  detail  of 
the  story.    There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the 

unfortunate 
magistrate 
commi  t  ted 
suicide. 

Nothing,  it 
seems,  was 
too  prepos- 
terous to  be 
swallowed  in 
those  days  of 
frenzy,  and 
the  cards  tell 
the  whole 
story  of  the 
informers,  in 
spite  of  its 
manifest  ab- 
surdities. 

The"mur- 
d  e  r  e  r  s," 
Green  and 
Hill,  were 
executed    on 
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February 
2 1  St,  1679, 
and  Berry  a 
week  later.  In 
the  three  of 
spades  given 
we  see  them 
all  executed 
together.  It 
should  be 
added  that 
Prance's  story 
of  the  "  mur- 
d  e  r "  was 
finally  re- 
tracted in 
1686,  when 
he  pleaded 
guilty  to  per- 
jury in  having 
concocted 
the  whole  of 
his  evidence. 

The  ace  of  hearts  (here  reproduced)  shows 
us  the  spirit  in  which  the  whole  pack  of  cards 
was  conceived.  The  Pope  and  cardinals  are 
seated  at  a  table,  hatching  the  plot,  while 
conveniently  close  at  hand,  just  under  the 
table,  is  his  satanic  majesty,  ready  to  inspire 
and  direct  them. 

Then,  in  the  four,  we  get  Gates  sent  to 
Madrid  by  the  Jesuits,  who  give  him  ten 
pounds  to  carry  a  letter  to  their  brethren 
there,  which  letter  he  piously  opened,  and  so 
all  their  diabolical  schemes  were  laid  bare. 

The  5iix  of  hearts  shows  us  another  victim, 
who  was,  indeed,  the  first  to 
suffer.  Edward  Coleman, 
the  secretary  to  the  Dut:hess 
of  York,  was  accused  of 
having  been  privy  to  several 
consults  for  killing  the  King, 
and  to  another  for  raising 
rebellion  in  Ireland.  He 
suffered  the  terrible  penalties 
prescribed  for  high  treason 
on  December  3rd,  1678,  at 
Tyburn.  He  is  represented 
as  being  drawn  thither  in  a 
kind  of  sledge.  In  Eliza- 
bethan times  the  victims  of 
the  penal  laws  were  drawn 
to  the  gibbet  on  a  hurdle, 
to  which  they  were  fastened 
down  so  that  they  lay  flat  on 
their  backs.  But  Coleman 
and  the  other  sufferers  are 
there  represented  as  sitting 
up  in  a  sledge.     Coleman  is 


engaged  with 
a  book  of 
prayers.  The 
four  of  hearts 
shows  him 
giving  a 
guinea  to  en- 
courage the 
"  four  Irish 
ruffians" 
whom  the 
Jesuits  had 
hired  to  mur- 
der the  King, • 
and  the knave 
(here  given) 
shows  us 
these  mythi- 
cal ruffians 
riding  post- 
haste for 
Windsor, 
where  they 
received,  according  to  Gates,  eighty  pounds 
from  Father  Harcourt,  S.J. 

Gavan,  who  may  be   seen   below   on  the 
three    of     hearts,     was     one     of    the     five 
Jesuit   fathers   whose   execution   took   place 
at  Tyburn  (June  20th,   1679).     His  bright- 
ness  and   innocence   as    a    schoolboy    had 
earned  for  him  the  name  of   "  the  Angel," 
and  later  on  as  a  missionary  his  eloquent 
speech  and  musical  voice  made  him  known 
as  "the  Silver  Trumpet."     When  the  judge 
at  his  trial  brutally  interrupted  him  with  the 
remark   that  there   was  no  longer   room    in 
England  for  a  single  Papist, 
he    calmly    answered,     "If 
only  there   is   room   for   us 
in     Heaven,     I     shall     be 
happy." 

In  the  suit  of  clubs,  the 
most  interesting  card  is 
the  only  one  of  the  whole 
pack  that  has  been  muti- 
lated. It  represents  the 
Great  Fire  of  London,  Sep- 
tember 2nd,  1666.  This 
was,  of  course,  laid  to  the 
door  of  the  Papists,  and 
Gates  swore  that  the  Jesuits 
told  him  that  they  had 
made  fourteen  thousand 
pounds  by  it.  They  had 
stored  up  their  plunder  in 
the  Queen's  palace  at  Somer- 
set House  ! 

A  picturesque  picture  is 
that    represented     on     the 
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nine   of  clubs,    here   repro-  which  thirty  thousand  masses 

duced,    showing    Father  were  to  be  offered  for  their 

Conyers    crying    from     the  souls.     This  was  settled  at 

pulpit,     "  Extirpate  heriticks  the  consult  which  Gates  pre- 

root  and  branch."    I'his  ser-  tended  had  been  held  at  the 

mon  was  one  of  Oates's  little  White  Horse  Tavern  in  the 

romances.     Father   Conyers  Strand.      Pickering   once 

was  also  accused  of  having  missed  a  chance  by  the  flint 

wagered  a  hundred  pounds  of    his   pistol    being   loose, 

that  he  would  kill  the  King,  and  by  the  order  of  Father 

and  of  having  shown  Gates  VVhitbread,  the  Jesuit    Pro- 

the    formidable    two  -  edged  vincial,  he  was  punished  for 

dagger  with  which   he   pro  this  carelessness   by  twenty 

posed  to  do  it.     Several  of  or  thirty  lashes  of  a  whip, 

these  cards  refer  to  Bedloe,  This  absurd  story  did  not 

of  whom   Macaulay  writes  :  deceive  the  King,  who  well 

"  Bedloe,  a  noted  swindler,  knew  the  gentle  lay  brother, 

followed  ;  and  soon  from  all  who  had  never  fired  a  pistol 

the    gambling  -  houses    and  in  his  life,  and  whose  father 

spunging-houses  of  London  had    died    fighting    beneath 

false  witnesses  poured  forth  the   Royal  Standard  during 

to   swear  away  the  lives   of  the    Civil   War.       He   even 

Roman  Catholics."  Another  delayed   his   execution,   but 

shows    us   the    trial   of  Sir  at  last   he  gave   him   over, 

George  Wakeman,  the  Queen's  physician,  in  another    innocent    victim,    to  the    popular 

company   with    three    Benedictines.      Gates  fury. 

and  Bedloe  swore  that  Sir  George  had  bar-  A  few  minutes  before  the  cart  was  driven 
gained  with  the  Jesuits  for  fifteen  thousand  from  under  him  one  of  the  spectators 
pounds  to  poison  the  King,  and  Gates  swore  called  out  that  at  this  solemn  moment 
that  the  Queen  had  given  her  consent.  In  he  ought  to  confess  his  guilt.  In  an 
this  trial  the  shameful  perjury  of  Gates  was  instant  the  monk  snatched  away  the  cap 
so  well  exposed  by  the  testimony  of  Sir  Philip  that  covered  his  features  and  said,  with  a 
Lloyd,  clerk  to  the  Privy  Council,  that  all  the  bright  smile,  "  Is  this  the  countenance  of  a 
prisoners  were  acquitted.  man  that  dies  under  so  gross  a  guilt  ?  "  The 
Turning  to  the  diamonds,  we  find  two  six  of  diamonds  (here  reproduced)  shows 
cards  dealing  with  the  Benedictine  lay  brother  the  horrid  details  of  his  execution,  for,  like 
Thomas  all  his  fellow- 
Pickering.  victims,  he 
He  was  ac-  w  a  s  d  i  s  - 
cused  of  membered 
h  a  V  i  n  g  and  disem- 
several  times  bowel  led. 
tried  to  shoot  The  seven 
the  King  in  (given  on 
St.  James's  the  top  of 
Park,  and  the  next 
may  be  seen  page)  shows 
here  on  the  Sir  William 
knave  of  dia-  Waller,  yet 
monds,  lying  another  in- 
in  ambush.  former,  en- 
H  e  and  gaged  in  the 
Grove,  his  congenial 
fellow  -  assas-  task  of  de- 
sin,  were  to  stroying 
receive  six  crucifixesand 
thousand  Catholic 
crowns  of  hooks  of  de- 
gold,  besides  votion. 
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On  other  cards  of  this 
suit  we  see  Father  Thomas 
VVhitbread  represented. 
He  was  a  man  of  great 
sanctity,  and  is  said  to  have 
predicted  the  coming  per- 
secution some  months 
before  it  broke  out  in  a 
striking  sermon  preached 
to  his  brethren  at  Li^ge,  in 
which  he  commented  on 
our  Lord's  words,  "  Can  ye 
drink  the  chalice  which  I 
am  to  drink  ?  " 

Neither  his  holiness, 
however,  nor  the  shrewd- 
ness which  is  supposed  to 
be  typical  of  the  Jesuit, 
prevented  his  being  taken 
in  most  egregiously  by  Titus 
Gates,  who  pretended  to 
be  a  zealous  convert  in 
order  to  gain  admission  to 
the  English  colleges  abroad,  and  thus  get 
to  know  the  men  on  whose  destruction  he 
had  resolved. 

Father  Ireland,  whom  we  see  in  our 
last  illustration  drawn  to  execution  on  the 
two  of  diamonds,  was  a  relative  of  the 
Pendrells  of  Boscobel,  and  both  his  father 
and  uncle  had  died  fighting 
for  Charles  I. 

At  his  trial  Gates  and 
Bedloe  swore  that  he  had 
spent  the  previous  August 
in  London,  arranging  the 
details  of  the  plot.  As  it 
happened,  a  journal  written 
in  his  own  hand,  day  by 
day,  proved  that  from 
August   3rd   to    September 


14th  he  was  in  Stafford- 
shire. This  journal  he  sent 
to  the  King,  who  was  greatly 
troubled  on  reading  it,  but, 
nevertheless,  had  the  base- 
ness to  leave  this  innocent 
man  to  the  will  of  his 
enemies.  All  he  did  for 
him  was  to  send  a  Capu- 
chin father  to  give  him  the 
last  Sacraments. 

In  Newgate  Ireland  was 
loaded   with   heavy  chains, 
so    tightly   fastened    as   to 
eat  into  his  flesh   and  lay 
bare  the  bones  of  his  limbs. 
He   met    death  with  great 
serenfty,    praying     for     his 
murderers.     The   Queen 
kept  some  of  his  relics  in 
her  chapel   and    honoured 
him  as  a  martyr.  Charles  II. 
is  said  to  have  told  her  that 
he   well  knew  that    Ireland    and   his   com- 
panions were   in  a  place  where  they  could 
see    that   he   had   been   forced  against    his 
will   to    send    them    to    their    deaths,   and 
would   pray  God    for    him    to    pardon   his 
crime.      This    story    is     probable    enough, 
for    we    know    that    Charles    himself    had 
long    been  a    Catholic    at 
heart. 

Here  we  must  close  our 
very  imperfect  account  of 
this  most  extraordinary  pack 
of  cards.  It  certainly  gives 
us  reason  to  rejoice  that  we 
live  in  happier  times  than 
those  in  which  they  were 
produced,  in  the  reign  of 
the  "Merry  Monarch." 
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lALL  and  his  wife  were  at 
breakfast.  The  baby  sat  in 
a  high-chair  between  them 
and  sucked  its  fists.  Riall 
was  the  incarnation  of  gloom. 
His  young  wife,  eyeing  him 
anxiously,  said  nothing. 

"  It's  the  same  old  story,  Helen,"  he 
affirmed,  folding  up  the  Morning  Star  and 
putting  it  into  his  pocket.  "Everyone  re- 
gards the  new  reporter  as  a  *  Yap.'  I  handed 
in  last  night  a  splendid  account  of  the  labour 
riots,  and  this  morning  I  can't  find  it  with  a 
microscope.  That  head  copy-reader  is  an 
idiot  and  a  scoundrel.  I've  a  great  mind  to 
have  it  out  with  him.  Even  if  I  am  a  *  Yap,' 
and  haven't  been  on  a  great  Metropolitan 
daily  before,  I  think  I  can  show  them  how 
to  write ! " 

Before  Riall  went  off,  Helen  made  him 
kiss  the  baby.  Then  she  pressed  her  red 
lips  to  his  eyes  and  his  mouth,  twined  her 
white  arms  about  his  neck,  and  begged  him 
to  remember  the  jobs  he  had  lost  in  the 
country  because  of  his  hot  head. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Riall,  will  you  kindly  step  in  a 
moment  ?  " 
Riall  all  but  fainted. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 5. 


Kiall  said  he  had,  and  he  observed  how 
the  managing  editor  was  boring  him  through 
with  his  studious  eyes. 

"  Then  you  know  the  Chippewas  are  on 
the  war-path  in  Northern  Minnesota,  and  have 
won  a  battle  with  the  Regulars  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  new  reporter,  scarcely 
above  a  whisper. 

For  some  weeks  this  young  man  had  been 
under  the  eye  of  the  managing  editor. 
Repeatedly  his  slaughtered  copy,  fished  out 
of  the  waste-paper  basket,  had  been  critically 
examined.  And  when  he  came  away  from 
his  interview  he  carried  an  order  on  the 
cashier  for  more  money  than  he  had  supposed 
was  in  the  world. 

Passing  the  city  editor's  room,  where  the 
star  men  were  assembled  for  their  assign- 
ments, Riall  overheard  a  great  babbling  about 
the  Chippewa  War.  Everyone  was  asking 
who  would  "  cover  "  it.  Riall's  senses  told 
him  that  this  extraordinary  honour  had  fallen 
to  the  Yap,  but  he  might  be  the  victim 
of  a  particularly  fantastic  dream.  Timidly 
he  presented  his  order  on  the  cashier,  and,  a 
good  deal  to  his  astonishment,  it  was  promptly 
and  indifferently  paid. 

"  Enough  money,"  he  thought,  "  to  choke 
a  horse."     It  took  nearly  all  his  pockets  to 
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hold  the  bills,  and  he  kept  continually  feel- 
ing them  to  be  sure  the  money  was  there. 
Plunging  into  the  clangorous  street,  he  came 
upon  King's,  the  restaurant  where  the  re- 
porters ate,  and  realized  he  was  hungry. 
Entering,  and  mounting  a  high  stool,  he  half 
consciously  swallowed  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a 
triangle  of  pumpkin-pie.  There  were  other 
pie-eaters  on  tall  stools,  but  they  were  wraiths 
to  him.  He  was  blind  to  the  steaming, 
nickel-plated  urns  and  deaf  to  the  clatter  of 
dishes.  In  his  mind  was  a  typhoon,  and  in 
it  were  mixed  up  two  beautiful  faces — a 
woman's  and  a  baby's— and  perhaps  the 
greatest  opportunity  that  ever  upset  a  new 
reporter. 

Riall  lay  awake  a  long  time  that  night. 
He  was  none  too  familiar  with  sleeping-cars, 
and  the  berth  struck  him  as  intolerably 
cramped  and  dark.  His  bag,  carefully  packed 
by  his  wife,  with  his  heavy  boots  and  leggings, 
was  jammed  under  the  bed,  and  his  fur  over- 
coat, fur  cap,  and  other  articles  of  apparel 
were  stuffed  in  a  little  hammock  by  his  side 
and  in  crevices  above  his  head  and  feet. 
Under  the  pillow  w^ere  the  rolls  of  paper 
money  and  a  fat-looking  six-shooter  glutted 
with  cartridges. 

Riall's  heart  swelled  as  he  recalled  the 
parting  at  the  flat — the  emotion  of  his  plucky 
wife,  the  cooing  of  his  blue-eyed  boy.  He 
ran  his  hand  under  the  pillow  to  touch  the 
money  and  to  place  the  six-shooter  so  he 
could  get  it  quickly.  He  thought  of  the 
keen,  grave  face  of  the  managing  editor  and 
of  his  parting  words  : — 

"Remember,  Mr.  Riall,  we  can  afford 
anything  but  to  be  beaten." 

Trying  to  realize  the  situation  on  the 
Minnesota  frontier,  his  soul  was  convulsed 
with  misgiving.  He  drew  the  blind  and 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  wooded  cliff  and  a 
glistening  river. 

"We're  running  like  lightning,"  he  thought, 
settling  back  on  the  pillow  and  listening, 
with  closed  eyes,  to  the  shrill  babble  of 
metallic  tongues. 

Throughout  the  next  day  hills  and  valleys 
swam  swiftly  past,  gemmed  with  ice,  glorious 
ii\_the  garb  of  autumn.  At  Brainerd  Junction, 
terminus  of  the  main  line,  Riall  had  barely 
time  to  bolt  a  sandwich  and  gulp  a  cup  of 
coffee,  when  a  burly  man  with  a  lantern  burst 
into  the  station  restaurant  and  bawled : — 

"  All  aboard  for  the  north  ! " 

About  the  new  reporter  surged  a  crowd  of 
soldiers,  railroaders,  lumbermen,  drummers, 
and  war  correspondents,  for  Brainerd  Junction 
was  :he  point  of  mobilization  for  the  final 


hundred  miles  of  single-track  railway  into  the 
Minnesota  wilderness.  Riall  elbowed  his 
way  to  a  seat  in  an  ill-lighted,  superheated 
day  coach,  in  the  midst  of  bags,  blankets, 
guns,  and  incredible  hubbub.  He  felt 
feverish  in  the  head,  and  all  his  muscles  were 
painfully  tense.  As  the  train  sped  on  its 
way  he  clung  to  his  seat,  watching,  listening. 
The  war  correspondents  he  could  tell  by 
their  white  faces  and  smart  campaign  outfits, 
and  a  thrill  of  something  like  horror  ran 
through  him  as  they  gathered  in  -a  knot,  of 
which  he  formed  no  part,  and  began  to 
discuss  the  one  slender  telegraph  wire  to  the 
front. 

"  If  they  get  control  of  the  wire,"  reflected 
Riall,  despairingly,  "  it's  all  up  with  me." 

Some  time  after  midnight  Riall  got  into  an 
icy  bed  with  two  other  men,  in  a  room  con- 
taining four  beds  similarly  occupied,  in  a  big, 
unpainted  frame  hotel  on  Leech  Lake.  The 
bedfellows  appeared  to  know  one  another  not 
at  all,  and  none  removed  any  of  his  clothing. 
Our  anxious  Yap,  nascent  war  correspondent, 
followed  the  same  plan,  buttoning  in  the 
money  tightly,  and  lying  down  with  a  firm 
grip  on  the  butt  of  his  six-shooter.  In 
two  minutes  there  was  some  snoring ;  in  half 
an  hour  there  was  a  nasal  hurricane. 

Motionless,  wide-eyed,  thinking,  the  new 
reporter  was  roused  by  a  disquieting  noise 
outside,  a  combined  rumble  and  tramp. 
Though  loath  to  move,  lest  he  alarm  some- 
one and  get  himself  shot,  it  becarne  impos- 
sible for  him  to  lie  still.  As  noiselessly  as 
possible  he  crept  out  of  bed  and  tiptoed  to 
the  window.  Field-pieces  and  ranks  of  armed 
men  were  moving  off  smartly  towards  the 
lake.  Moreover,  at  a  little  distance,  Riall 
perceived  two  smoking  funnels  against  the 
translucent  eastern  sky. 

"  Bacon  must  be  preparing  for  a  go  at 
them.     Anyhow,  it's  a  poor  time  for  sleep." 

So  said  the  new  reporter,  sighing  heavily, 
and  drawing  his  fur  cap  low  over  his  ears. 
Not  exactly  as  a  stowaway,  but  without  any- 
one's formal  permission,  he  went  with  the 
gun  and  troop  laden  boat,  simply  entangling 
himself  with  the  soldiers  in  the  dim  dawn. 
Straight  across  the  lake  for  the  Chippewa 
Reservation  steered  the  big  paddle-wheel 
steamer.  In  an  hour's  time  the  smooth 
seven- miles  voyage  was  over,  and  the  dis- 
embarkation was  accomplished  considerably 
before  the  sun  rose.  As  he  had  shipped,  Riall 
went  ashore— unnoticed  or  ignored.  Seeing 
no  sign  of  the  other  correspondents,  he  feared 
they  might  be  awake  in  some  hotter  spot,  but 
for  him  there  could  be  no  turning  back.    The 
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troops  with  which  he  had  come  had  joined 
thousands  of  others  at  the  Reservation.  For 
woe  or  weal,  with  this  fighting  machine  was 
interlaced  his  fortune. 

Screened  by  picked  cavalry,  General 
Bacon's  army  marched  rapidly  northward, 
close  to  the  lake,  across  a  bush-grown  plain. 
Twenty  miles  away  three  parallel  ridges  lifted 
their  sharp  outlines  into  the  brightening  day. 
At  the  base  of  these  the  scouts  reported  an 
ipter-tribal   mobilization  of  many  thousands 


of  fully-armed  Indians,  including  the  Bear 
Island  pillagers,  for  whose  mettle  and  skill  in 
war  the  Regulars  cherished  a  dearly-bought 
respect. 

Having  left  his  fur  coat  at  the  Supply 
Camp,  and  with  his  outer  pockets  stuffed 
with  hard  biscuits,  by  courtesy  of  Lieutenant 
Hooley  Riall  moved  on  foot  with  the  main 
body,  next  the  light  pack-train.  His  all- 
important  money  and  his  six-shooter  were 
with  him,   but  for  the   moment  th^  main 
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implements  of  his  equipment  were  a  leather- 
bound  note-book  and  the  wherewithal  to 
write  in  it.  If  he  were  ultimately  saved,  he 
knew  it  would  be  by  virtue  of  these  talismans. 

Exactly  how  the  battle  began  Riall  never 
knew.  He  had  trudged  until  his  feet  were 
blistered  and  he  was  half  fainting  with 
fatigue,  when  his  heart  was  sent  into  his 
mouth  by  a  deafening  detonation.  The 
pack-train  had  stopped,  and  the  army  was 
rapidly  breaking  into  a  wide  deployment, 
covering  the  face  of  the  three  ridges.  The 
troops  were  under  a  scattering  group  of  oaks, 
and  the  air  was  full  of  falling  leaves,  bril- 
liantly coloured.  High  up  sounded  a  music 
new  to  the  Yap  reporter — the  ping,  whizz, 
and  zip  of  the  orchestra  of  war. 

Not  quite  effectually  surprised  by  Bacon's 
forced  march,  the  Indians  beat  a  retreat  into 
the  ravines  among  the  ridges,  took  up  their 
accustomed  style  of  warfare,  and  spread  the 
fighting  over  a  large  area.  Planning  and 
striking  independently,  covering  behind  rocks 
and  trees,  advancing,  running  away,  each 
of  the  red  men,  using  his  rifle  until  too  hard 
pressed,  finally'closed  with  the  enemy  in  a 
desperate  hand-to-hand  combat  for  life  and 
victory. 

Three  hours  of  purgatory. 

It  left  the  Yap  reporter,  hatless,  powder- 
stained,  parched  with  thirst,  hugging  the  spur 
of  a  hill  and  watching  the  final  phases  of  the 
struggle.  His  point  of  vantage  he  had  gained 
through  smoke  and  over  the  prostrate  forms 
of  horses  and  men.  General  Bacon  had  been 
killed  Lieutenant  Hooley  and  a  body  of 
infantry  Riall  had  seen  fall  into  an  ambush 
and  perish  to  a  man.  Also  he  had  seen  a 
thousand  pillagers  shoot  out  from  the  trees 
on  Bear  Island  in  birch-bark  canoes,  land 
under  a  galling  fire  from  Bacon's  inadequate 
rearguard,  quickly  form  into  regular  battle 
array,  and  make  a  deadly  assault  on  the 
Regular  reserves. 

"  Heavens  !  "  exclaimed  the  distraught 
Yap,  "how  can  I  tell  this  story — even  if  I 
ever  get  out  alive  and  reach  the  wire  ?  " 

Clear,  stinging,  star-emblazoned  night  over 
the  northern  waste.  On  an  officer's  mount, 
caught  riderless  and  bloody,  Riall  pressed 
southward.  From  a  half-breed  scout  he  had 
it  that  the  Regulars,  in  the  end,  occupied 
the  whole  field  of  battle— the  valleys  and 
the  hills — pitching  their  tents  in  the  midst  of 
six  thousand  dead  Chippewas. 

Bodily  like  ice,  mentally  aflame,  anon 
scribbling  in  the  half-light  as  he  rode,  piece 
by  piece  rebuilding  the  terrible  mosaic  of  the 
day — the  ghastly,  heroic,  piteous,  bewildering 


scenes — Riall  felt  his  head  must  burst  and 
his  heart  bleed  out  its  death-agony  in 
the  solitary  wild.  Courage  and  purpose, 
almost  life  itself,  abode  by  the  magic  of  a 
woman's  eyes,  the  melody  of  a  baby's  tongue, 
and  the  vision  of  a  trustful  managing  editor 
and  a  vast  newspaper  plant  waiting  in  the 
distant  city  to  give  his  tremendous  story  to 
the  world. 

Drawing  rein  by  the  improvised  wharf  at 
the  Supply  Camp,  behind  him  a  tedious 
gauntlet  of  challenging  sentinels,  Riall  found 
the  last  steamer  for  the  night  gone.  Out  of 
the  north-west  had  sprung  a  biting  wind  that 
brought  the  waves  racing  noisily  in  on  the 
gravelly  beach.  With  a  great  longing  Riall 
gazed  across  the  frothy  waters.  Against  the 
blackness  of  the  farther  shore  glowed  a  cluster 
of  lights — the  telegraph  office.  Mastering  a 
pang  of  despair,  the  Yap  got  stiffly  down, 
stretched  his  benumbed  limbs,  and  made  for 
the  commandant's  tent. 

"  Your  purpose  to  get  to  the  other  shore 
to-night,"  said  the  officer,  after  he  had  given 
horse  and  rider  of  his  best,  **  is  madness." 

Twenty  miles  of  hills  stretched  round  the 
southern  end  of  the  lake  between  the  Supply 
Camp  and  the  coveted  lights.  These  hills 
were  infested  by  hostile  Chippewas.  To  the 
north  the  lake  widened  and  extended  for 
thirty  miles.  So  Riall,  using  his  money 
freely,  induced  two  civilized  Indians  to  launch 
their  birch-bark  canoe.  One  knelt  on  a  bunch 
of  hay  in  the  bow,  striking  with  his  paddle  to 
the  right ;  the  other  sat  in  the  stern,  striking 
with  his  paddle  to  the  left.  The  new  reporter, 
his  fur  coat  restored  to  him  and  a  warm  cap 
on  his  head,  deposited  himself  in  the  bottom 
of  the  boat  in  the  centre,  an  arm  on  either 
gunwale. 

"  Since  you  will  go,  my  boy,"  cried  the 
commandant,  as  he  pushed  them  off,  "keep 
a  stiff  upper  lip,  and  God  bless  you  ! " 

Swell  after  swell,  powerful  and  rhythmic, 
bore  down  on  the  grim-faced  white  man  and 
the  grimmer -faced  Indians.  Their  flimsy 
bark  rocked  and  dipped  like  a  cockle-shell. 
Savagely  slapping  its  bows,  the  waves  broke 
into  spray  and  turned  to  ice  in  the  air. 
Beneath  Riall's  legs  were  a  ceaseless  hissing, 
scudding,  and  gurgling.  Distinctly  he  felt 
the  tickling  impact  of  the  water  through 
the  thin  birch-bark  wall.  Knowing  a  little 
English,  the  Indian  in  the  bow  spoke  neither 
English  nor  Chippewa.  Far  too  busy  was 
he  digging  his  paddle  into  oncoming  waves 
and  lifting  the  nose  of  the  canoe  above  their 
curling  crests. 

At  first  Riall  was  paralyzed  with  fear.    But 
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he  watched  the  bow  -  paddler  with  ever- 
growing confidence.  Ne\er  before  had  he 
seen  so  marvejlous  a  use  of.  eye,  wit,  and 
muscle.  Lively  respect  for  the  Chippewa  he 
had  acquired  on  the  battlefield  that  day ;  it 
grew  to  exaltation  as  he  watched  this  lean, 
lynx-eyed  red  man  again  and  again  beating 
under  the  tempestuous  rush  of  the  wolfish 
flood.     So  easy  in  mind  did  he  become  that 


*  HE  WATCHED   THE   BOW-PADDLER   WITH    EVKR-GRUWINC  CONKIDENCE. 


sleep  gradually  drew  him  to  full  length  in  the 
bottom  of  the  canoe. 

Then  the  Indians  watched  and  fought 
alone — quick-moving  silhouettes  on  the  foam- 
ing water.  Now  and  again,  from  bow  to 
stern,  from  stern  to  bow,  rang  a  sharp 
monosyllable,  but  for  the  most  part  the 
red  men  were  deathly  silent. 

Suddenly  a  touch  of  intense  cold  on 
Riairs  warm  flesh  brought  him  sharply  erect, 
terror-struck.  The  canoe  had  sprung  a  leak. 
People  on  either  shore  must  have  heard  the 
white  man's  shriek,  but  the  bow-paddler  gave 
no  heed.     "The  boat  is  leaking!"    "The 


boat  is  leaking ! "  Still  the  Indians  were 
dumb,  but  Riall  detected  a  quick  nod  of  the 
bow-paddler*s  head  and  became  aware  that 
their  course  had  been  sharply  shifted. 

Peering  intently  forward,  after  some  minutes 

of  paddling  as  noiseless  as  it  was  strenuous, 

the  Yap  descried  a  huge  object,  black  and 

flat,  apparently  running  into  them.     He  also 

noted  that  the  water  was  calmer,  and  knew 

they  had  gained  the  lee 

of  something.  The  efforts 

of  the  Indians  relaxed. 

Riall    could   hear  their 

deep  breathing.     On  his 

ears  then  broke  a  sweet 

music,  the  grate  of  the 

canoe  on  gravel. 

"  Now  for  the  wire  !  " 
cried  the  correspondent, 
springing  ashore  as  the 
bow-paddler  drew  the 
nose  of  the  canoe  clear  of 
the  surf.  All  about,  utter 
darkness.  Scrambling  to 
the  top  of  a  ragged  rock 
and  straining  his  eyes  in 
all  directions,  at  last 
Riall  caught  sight  of 
the  lights — a  mile  away 
across  the  boiling  lake  ! 
Having  taken  the  canoe 
from  the  water,  the 
Indians  were  proceeding 
with  it  inland.  Riall 
sprang  after  them, 
vaguely  suspecting 
treachery. 

"How's  this?"  he 
demanded,  grasping  the 
bow-paddler  roughly  by 
the  shoulder. 

With  a   grim    smile, 
and    very    quietly,    the 
Indian    explained    that 
they   had    not    reached 
the  mainland  ;  that  they  had  run  for  safety 
to  the  southern  tip  of  Bear  Island. 
Would  they,  could  they,  go  on  ? 
"  Well,  we  can  start,"  said  the  bow-paddler, 
significantly. 

"Then  let  us!"  retorted  Riall,  freshly 
aghast  at  the  spectre  of  failure. 

With  dry  moss  and  birch  twigs  the  Indians 
built  a  fire.  The  Yap  reporter,  having  parted 
with  more  money,  lay  in  a  drift  of  crisp 
leaves  and  looked  on.  It  was  ten  o'clock 
only ;  there  was  still  hope.  The  canoe  rested 
on  the  ground  bottom-side  up.  Shaving  oflf 
papery  strips  of  birch    bark,   the    Indians 
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boiled  out  the  oil  with  firebrands  and  glued 
the  layers  of  bark  tightly  over  the  breaks  in 
their  cork-like  craft. 

"  We  can't  go  straight  for  the  lights,"  said 
the  bow-paddler  when  the  job  was  finished ; 
"  we  must  pull  a  quartering  course,  aiming  to 
land  five  miles  to  the  south-westward." 

Rather  than  a  canoe  voyage,  it  was  a  flight 
in  an  ill-tamed  airship,  a  race  on  the  back  of 
a  mad  porpoise,  that  quartering  to  the  south- 
westward.  It  ended  not  five,  but  ten,  miles 
out  of  the  straight  course  to  the  lights,  the 
canoe  caked  m  ice  and  sinking,  the  Indians 
ice-coated  bronze  brownies,  Riall  a  veritable 
Santa  Claus.  Forging  up  the  bank,  shedding 
icicles  as  he  ran,  Riall  found  himself  on  the 
railway.  Casting  back  a  brief  glance,  he  was 
strangely  moved  by  two  black  specks  on  the 
rim  of  the  lake — his  Chippewa  deliverers — 
gliding  fleetly 
about  making 
camp. 

**Must  be 
pushed  for  time," 
hailed  a  track- 
walker whom 
Riall  met  as  he 
strode  forward. 
The  track-walker 
was  moving  slow, 
examining  the 
road  -  bed  as  he 
went  along. 

**  I  am,  a 
little,"  answered 
the  correspond- 
ent, glancing  at 
the  man's  Win- 
chester and  his 
lantern  swathed 
in  red  flannel. 
He  then  pointed 
towards  the  dis- 
tant  lights. 
"  Have  you  been 
up  there  to- 
night ?  " 

"  Left  there  at 
eight." 

"  Suppose  the 
telegraph  office 
is  doing  business 
all  right?" 

"  I  reckon  it 
would  be  if  the 
wire  wasn't  cut." 

Riall  was  a 
bit   uncertain 

r  "  '  BY  HBAVKN  !     SCREAMED  RIALL, 

for   a   moment 


whether  the  track-walker  had  spoken  or 
struck. 

"  Air  you  one  o'  them  newspaper  fellers  ?  " 
queried  the  track-walker,  curiously. 

"  Yes." 

"Then  I  guess  you're  in  hard  luck  to- 
night ;  the  whole  pack  of  'em's  on  the  lumber 
train  bound  for  Brainerd  Junction." 

It  did  not  sound  much  like  a  locomotive 
whistle — that  shrill,  weird,  asthmatic  squeak 
in  the  nipping  cold — but  Riall  divined  that  it 
heralded  the  lumber  train,  and  the  lumber 
train  made  all  the  difference. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,"  he  cried,  stretching 
out  his  hands  to  the  track-walker,  "  stop  that 
train !  " 

"  Sorry,  old  man  ;  but  I'd  be  murdered." 

No  time  for  bargaining,  no  time  to  invoke 
the    sorcery    of    his    hidden   money.     One 


WITH   UNEARTHLY   FIERCENESS;  '  STOP.THAT  TRAIN,  OR  YOV 
WILL  BE  MUKPKREO!'" 
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moment  of  frozen  mental  blank,  then  RialPs 
faculties  responded.  The  next  instant  the 
track-walker  was  smelling  the  six-shooter. 

"  By  Heaven  !  "  screamed  Riall,  with  un- 
earthly fierceness  ;  "stop  that  train,  or  you 
tvill  be  murdered,  and  no  mistake  ! " 

When  the  mighty  engine  came  to  a  stand- 
still— and  it  came  to  a  standstill  as  promptly 
as  the  track- walker  could  manage  it — Big  Dan, 
conductor  of  the  train,  rushed  hot-foot  from 
the  caboose,  or  workmen's  car,  running  to- 
wards the  engine  on  the  long  string  of 
flat-cars,  his  lantern  dangling  and  his  heavy 
boots  crunching  the  gravel.  Now  Big  Dan, 
man  of  awful  oaths  and  pitiless  sledge- 
hammer fists,  had  a  heart  like  his  body 
— not  hard  and  rough  like  his  body,  but  big 
like  his  body  was  big.  Bent  on  vengeance, 
if  vengeance  were  due,  by  the  engine  he  saw 
a  haggard-faced  rag  of  a  man — more  a  boy, 
he  thought — in  an  ice-crusted  coat,  gripping 
a  six-shooter. 

Big  Dan  needed  no  one  to  tell  him  that 
this  man  had  suffered. 

Neither  needed  he  anyone  to  tell  him  that 
this  rag  of  a  man  was  brave. 

And  Big  Dan's  god  of  gods  was  the  god  of 
courage. 

On  a  box  of  fish  sat  Riall,  in  a  closed  car, 
next  the  engine.  By  his  side  was  Big  Dan's 
lantern.  In  his  leather-bound  note-book  he 
hurried  on  with  the  story  of  the  battle,  often 
making  wild,  unintelligible  marks,  owing  to 
the  jolting  and  lurching  of  the  train.  He 
wrote  bare-handed,  and  it  was  deadly  cold. 
He  yearned  for  the  red-hot  stove  in  the 
caboose.  There,  at  their  ease,  his  rivals 
lounged,  smoked,  chatted,  slept.  But  the 
caboose  was  three  hundred  yards  in  the  rear, 
and  Big  Dan  had  been  in  whispered  con- 
versation with  the  engineer.  The  telegraph 
office  was  the  supreme  objective.  Whoever 
reached  it  first  would  be  monarch  of  the 
situation  for  that  night. 

Time  escaped  reckoning.  Pages  and  pages 
of  the  note-book  were  full.  Fevered  by  the 
story,  Riall  was  unaware  that  his  nervous  fire 
was  burning  very  low  ;  that  his  bodily 
functions  were  slowing  down ;  that  he  was 
yielding  to  some  insidious,  tightening,  over- 
mastering assailant  of  the  senses.  The  light 
was  dim ;  the  bedlam  of  the  train  was 
softened ;  the  floor  did  not  bump  and  sway 
so  violently  ;  the  engine's  hiss  and  shriek  were 
singularly  faint ;  the  pounding  of  the  drivers 
was  like  the  pulsing  of  a  lullaby.  With  a 
desperate  effort  Riall  sprang  up  and  paced 
dizzily  to  and  fro.  Harder  became  the 
pressure  on   his   brain,  and  he   struck  out 


wildly  against  his  potent,  intangible,  baffling 
adversary. 

Comfortable  on  his  hair-stuffed  cushion. 
Big  Dan  viewed  the  onward  rush  of  the 
lumber  train  from  the  top  of  the  caboose. 
Finishing  his  midnight  lunch,  he  fastened  the 
lid  on  his  dinner-pail  and  lit  his  pipe.  The 
flying  train,  bending  like  a  monster  eel  round 
the  curves  and  wriggling  over  the  inequalities 
of  the  track,  stirred  no  uneasiness  in  his 
mind.  Often,  indeed,  in  ^his  time  he  had 
gone  into  the  ditch  ;  but  far  more  often, 
miraculous  as  it  seemed,  gaily  and  safely  he 
had  ridden  over  every  peril.  Wrinkles  massed 
about  his  eyes  and  his  mouth  puckered. 
He  was  thinking  of  the  young  chap  with  the 
six-shooter  and  the  obedient  track-walker 
with  the  Winchester. 

"That  lad's  the  right  sort,"  he  mused. 
"  He  said  he  had  a  big  story  and  must  beat 
the  other  fellows  to  the  wire  or  be  ruined. 
And  he  looked  it.  Great  Scot !  for  all  I 
know  there  may  a-been  a  battle ;  plenty  of 
soldiers  about.  I  don't  know  what's  in 
the  lad's  head,  but  as  sure  as  death,  he's 
got  those  fellows  in  the  caboose  cornered." 

Dropping  a  side  window,  Big  Dan  thrust 
out  his  head  and  shouted  some  order  to  a 
brakeman  starting  forward  over  the  lumber. 

"  Great  heavens  ! "  he  ejaculated,  banging 
the  window  shut,  "that  air  cuts  like 
steel!  Blessed  if  1  ain't  afraid  that  boy'U 
freeze  ! " 

Busily  hummed  key  and  sounder  in  the  all- 
hours  telegraph  office  at  Brainerd  Junction. 
Dry  and  hot  was  the  air  of  the  lamp-lit  room, 
and  the  half  dozen  coatless  operators,  faces 
obscured  by  green  eyeshades,  arms  enveloped 
in  bloomer-like  black  sleevelets,  toiled  at  the 
final  train  despatches  of  the  night.  Sharply 
they  all  looked  up  when,  just  outside, 
thundered  to  a  full-stop  the  "  Mogul "  of  the 
lumber  train.  Always  before  the  engine  went 
by ;  the  thing  that  stopped  at  the  telegraph 
office  was  the  caboose.  Far  back  towards 
the  end  of  the  train  rose  a  muffled  shouting. 
The  languid  operators  started  from  their 
chairs.  Sounded  a  hurried  impact  of  heavy 
feet  on  cinders.  Then,  with  great  violence, 
the  door  was  flung  open,  and  out  of  the 
Arctic  night  struggled  the  gigantic  form  of 
Big  Dan — on  his  heels  a  panting  throng,  in 
his  arms  a  limp  figure,  a  leather-bound  note- 
book in  his  great  bony  right  hand. 

Vast  and  indistinct  lay  the  great  city  in  the 
early  dawn.  Under  a  shaded  light  by  the 
fire  sat  Helen,  waiting.  Somewhere  within 
his  blue  silk  draperies  the  boy  was  asleep. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


40  THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 

the  one  capable 
of  so  transforming 
the  features  of  the 
great  conservative 
Morning  Star^ 
was  the  country 
boy — he  who  had 
suffered  so  acutely 
as  the  Yap  re- 
porter— her  hus- 
band. With  the 
title,  "Our  Special 
War  Correspond- 
ent," there  was  his 
full  name,  Edgar 
Robert  Riall, 
standing  forth 
magnificently  in 
the  face  alike  of 
colleague  and  of 
rival,  and  before 
all  the  hundreds 
of  thousands  of 
people  whose  mir- 
ror of  life  was  the 
iMorning  Star. 

Translated, 
Helen  felt  herself, 
new  world,  unprece- 
ly  sweet.  But  sud- 
the  tide  of  joyous 
ebbed.  After  all, 
lorious  conception 
be  illusory;  Edgar 
vorsted  in  the  con- 
Ltives  of  the  power- 

"OUT  OF   THE  ARCTIC   NIGHT   STRUGGLED   THE  GIGANTIC   FORM  '"}     COmpeillOrS     OI     thC     Momtng     Star 

OF  BIG  DAN."  might   have  beaten  him  in  matter  or 

manner,  or  in   both ;  comp)ared  with 

Helen    could    scarcely    restrain    a    sob    of  their  productions  his  story  might  be  fatally 

suspense  when  she  heard  on  the  stairway  a  deficient.     Escape  from  the  thought  Helen 

much-belated  footstep.     Going  quickly  to  the  sought  in  the  baby — in  his  eyes,  deliciously 

door,  she  took  in  the  Morning  Star.     Under  blue ;  in  h's  face,  rosy  and  full  of  laughter ; 

the  light  she  spread  it  out  with  trembling  in  his  elastic  little  mouth,  wrapping  its  scarlet 

hands.      The   paper    did    not    look    at    all  thread  busily  about  the  words  and  sounds  of 

natural.     One  heavy  black  line  lay  full  across  his  peculiar  eloquence  and  music.     The  sun- 

the  top  of  the  first  page  :  "  Terrific  Battle  in  flood,  long  stemmed  by  the  adjacent  build- 

the  Minnesota  Wilderness."     Followed  other  ings,  billowed  goldenly  into  the  room, 
lines,  shorter  and  less  black,  but  bold  and  The  bell  rang. 

striking:  "General  Bacon  and  many  other  A  special  messenger  from  the  J/<?rfi/Vf^iS/ar. 

officers   killed.      Three  hours  of   desperate  "The  managing  editor's  compliments   to 

hand-to-hand  fighting.     Twenty-five  per  cent.  Mrs.  Riall,"  ran  the  note.     "  He  regrets  to 

of    the   regular   forces   lost.      Six   thousand  say  that    Mr.   Riall  is  in  bed  (at  Brainerd 

Chippewas  slain."  Junction,   Minnesota)  from  severe  exposure 

Eagerly  and  fearfully   Helen's   eyes  sped  —determined,  however,  in  a  day  or  two  to 

down    the  deep   head-lines.     Burst   on    her  return  to  the  front.     The  managing  editor 

vision,   at   the   bottom,   a  group  of   letters  would  add  that,  in  some  way  as  yet  quite 

blindingly  bright — a  radiant  reality  eclipsing  unaccountable,  the  young  man  has  astound- 

her  full-orbed  hope.     It  told  that  the  writer,  ingly  beaten  the  world." 
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Its  votaries  so 
keenly  as  the  stage  proper, 
it  nevertheless  has  so  great 
an  attraction  that  there  are  hundreds  of 
young  people  who  have,  or  are  induced  to 
believe  they  have,  the  makings  of  a  voice,  and 
who  decide  to  enter  the  ranks  of  the  pro- 
fession without  any  idea,  in  many  cases,  how 
small  is  their  chance  of  success. 

It  is  in  the  hope  that  I  may  be  of  some  real 
'assistance  to  these  would-be  "  stars  "  that  I 
have  undertaken,  at  the  request  of  the  Editor 
of  The  Strand  Magazine,  to  put  upon 
paper  a  few  hints  likely  to  be  of  value  to 
young  aspirants  to  concert  platform  laurels. 

To  begin  with,  I  may  say  at  once  that  no 
amount  of  advice  which  1  or  anyone  else 
could  give  would  be  likely  to  lead  to  the  easy 
or  immediate  success  of  any  of  the  young 
singers  who  read  these  remarks,  or  of  the 
hosts  of  correspondents  who  bombard  me 
with  letters  asking  for  help  and  advice. 

Let  me  impress  upon  the  young  singer 
anxious  to  shine  on  the  concert  platform 
that  here,  as  in  so  many  other  careers, 
there  is  no  royal  road  to  success.  On  the 
contrary,  there  are  not  only  many  difficulties 
to  be  encountered  and  numerous  rebuffs  to 
be  faced,  but  a  great  deal  of  downright  hard 
work — I  might  even  say  drudgery — to  be 
performed.  In  addition  to  a  voice  that  is 
naturally  good  and  capable  of  attaining  a 
really  high  pitch  of  excellence  under  careful 
training,  together  with  some  amount  of 
dramatic  power,  the  would-be  prima  donna 
must  possess  courage  and  determination  to 
a  very  marked  degree.  Assuming,  however, 
that  she  has  these  qualifications,  more  or  less, 
I  can,  I  think,  give  some  useful  hints  and 
advice  which,  if  followed  conscientiously, 
should  produce  good  results. 

My  first  hint  must  partake  of  the  nature 

Vol,  xxxiv. — 6. 
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of  a  warning.  Young  singers 
eager  to  improve  their  voices  and 
anxious  to  reach  the  highest  point 
of  proficiency  in  the  shortest 
possible  time  invariably  make 
the  mistake  of  doing  too  much 
with  their  voices.  A  break-down, 
possibly  a  vBry  serious  one,  is  bound  to 
occur  sooner  or  later.  Somehow  or  other 
would-be  singers  altogether  fail  to  realize 
how  extremely  delicate  the  muscles  of  the 
larynx  are,  and  what  a  tremendous  strain 
is  put  upon  them  by  even  a  single  hour's 
vocal  practice.  Indeed,  I  do  not  exaggerate 
when  I  say  that  the  other  muscles  of  the 
body  suffer  less  after  a  whole  day's  labour 
than  do  the  sensitive  muscles  of  the  throat 
after  but  one  hour's  work. 

Personally,  I  have  always  been  a  firm 
believer  in  the  "  go-easy-at-first "  method, 
which  I  found  produced  excellent  results  in 
my  own  case,  and  a  period  of  ten  or  fifteen 
minutes  per  day  in  the  early  part  of  her 
training  is  all  that  I  can  safely  recommend 
to  the  singer.  Later  on,  of  course,  as  the 
throat  muscles  become  stronger,  this  period 
may  be  considerably  extended,  and  the  vocal 
exercises  may  safely  be  repeated  at  intervals 
during  the  day.  It  will  be  seen  that  in  my 
opinion  the  case  of  the  singer  is  exactly 
analogous  to  that  of  the  athlete,  whose 
muscles,  even  rival  physical  culturists  agree, 
are  best  developed  by  a  carefully-gmded 
course  of  exercises.  The  evolution  of  the 
"heavy  weigh t-Hfting "  champion  is  not  a 
matter  of  days  or  even  of  weeks  of  practice ; 
it  is  a  question  of  many  months,  if  not  years. 
Mention  of  athletics  reminds  me  that 
violent  bodily  exercises  should  be  left  severely 
alone  during  this  period  of  voice  culture.  I 
have  a  theory  that  the  chest  should  be 
developed  almost  entirely  by  breathing  and 
singing  exercises,  for  there  are  very  few  forms 
ef  physical  exercise  which  do  not  work  more 
harm  than  good  to  the  chest  and  throat. 
Remember,    then,    that    the    road    to    the 
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concert  platform  does  not  pass  through  the 
gymnasium,  and  that  vocal  gymnastics  should 
as  far  as  p)ossible  take  the  place  of  violent 
bodily  exercise. 

I  am,  of  course,  iquite  aware  that  this  ques- 
tion of  bodily  exercise  is  very  closely  related 
tQ  that  pf  health  in  general.  I  therefore  feel 
that,  in  justice  to  myself,  I  ought  at  this 
point  to  remind  my  readers  that  it  is  only 
violent  forms  of  exercise  that  I  condemn,  for 
no  one  realizes  more  keenly  than  myself  the 
supreme  importance  of  good  health  to  a 
singer.      Mild  exercise  taken  in  moderation 


exercise  the  throat  4:00  much  before  rendering 
a  song.  It  is,  I  consider,  most  essential  that 
before  singing  in  public  the  vocalist  should 
give  her  throat  some  sort  of  a  rest,  otherwise 
she  cannot  expect  to  have  her  voice  at  its 
best  on  the  concert  platform.  For  my  own 
part  I  put  in  most  of  my  practice  between 
the  hours  of  eleven  and  one  each  day,  and 
when  on  tour,  in  order  to  keep  my  voice  as 
fresh  as  possible  for  the  platform,  I  am  careful 
not  to  practise  too  much.  Moreover,  I  con- 
fine my  practising  almost  entirely  to  exercises, 
my  song  studies  being  pursued  in  accordance 
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is,  of  course,  an  essential  factor  of  good 
general  health,  and  should  form  a  regular 
feature  of  the  singer's  daily  life.  I  may  say 
that  throughout  my  whole  career  I  have 
never  lost  sight  of  the  fact  that  the  whole 
tone  of  one's  performance  is  affected  to  a 
remarkable  degree  by  the  general  state  of 
one's  health. 

Again,  so  intimate  is  the  connection 
between  mind  and  body  that  the  physical 
health  of  a  singer  is  bound  to  suffer  if  mental 
worries  are  allowed  to  take  possession  of  the 
mind.  Anything  which  tends  to  harass  or 
depress  the  student  should  be  banished,  or 
at  any  rate  kept  in  the  background  as  much 
as  possible,  during  the  early  stages  of  train- 
ing. It  would  indeed  be  difficult  to  exag- 
gerate the  bad  effects  of  mental  depression 
upon  the  voice.  In  short,  I  am  quite  con- 
vinced that  mental  worry  or  depression  is 
almost  as  fatal  to  the  progress  of  the  aspirant 
as  ill-health  or  malformation  of  the  organs 
of  speech. 

It  is  a  great  mistake,  though  unfortunately 
a  very  common  one  with  young  singers,  to 


with  what  I  may  perhaps  call  the  "quiet** 
method — that  is  to  say,  I  study  them  away 
from  the  piano  altogether.  I  have  great  faith 
in  this  method,  for  I  believe  that  the  effect  of 
a  song  can  be  judged  much  better  when 
rendered  in  this  way  than  when  practised 
over  and  over  again  with  accompaniment, 
and  there  is,  of  course,  a  great  saving  of  vocal 
effort — a  point  to  be  kept  steadily  in  view  by 
all  singers. 

Faulty  enunciation  is  another  mistake  to 
which  the  young  singer  is  prone.  In  fact,  so 
common  is  it  that  it  may  almost  be  regarded 
as  a  universal  failing  among  amateur  vocalists. 
Many  and  many  a  beautiful  song  has  been 
completely  spoilt  by  the  indistinct  utterance 
of  the  singer,  who,  in  her  anxiety  to  do  full 
justice  to  the  music,  has  allowed  the  words  to 
take  care  of  themselves.  Music  so  rendered 
is,  I  need  hardly  say,  quite  ineffective.  In 
oratorio,  where  the  words  play  a  most  imppr- 
tant  part  in  the  interpretation  of  the  piece, 
bad  enunciation  becomes  a  very  serious 
mistake  indeed.  The  late  Queen  Victoria 
once    told    me   that    her   enjoyment   of   my 
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singing  was  very  greatly  enhanced  by  the 
clearness  of  my  enunciation,  and  I  esteemed 
that  high  compliment  all  the  more  because 
it  so  fully  reflected  my  own  views  on  this 
question.  Enjoyment  of  vocal  music  —  of 
oratorio  especially  —  cannot  be  complete 
unless  every  word  pronounced  by  the  singer 
IS  heard  distinctly  by  every  member  of  the 
audience. 

One  thing  I  would  specially  advise  is  to 
watch  the  best-known  artistes  of  the  concert- 
hall  as  often  as  possible,  not  with  a  view  to 
becoming  a  professional  mimic — as,  alas!  a 
large  number  of  singers  have  done — but  in 
order  to  make  a  careful  study  of  their 
grasp  of  detail.  Much  can  be  learnt  in  this 
way  by  an  intelligent  and  observant  student 
who  is  not  above  taking  a  hint  from  "  those 
who  have  succeeded/' 

There  will  be  ample  scope  for  originality 
of  treatment.  Mere  parrot-like  mimicry  of 
some  famous  mterpreter  of  a  part  should 
be  scrupulously  avoided,  for  in  singing,  as 
in  everything  else,  nothing  is  more  unsatis 
factory  than  mere  slavish  imitation  of  a 
model,  however  good  that  model  may  be. 
In  short,  I  would  say  to  every  beginner ; 
"Saturate  yourself  with  the  spirit  of  the 
part  allotted  to  you  till  every  shade  of  the 
composer's  meaning  is  perfectly  clear  to  you." 

Now,  1  am  just  a  little  afraid  that,  as  a 
consequence  of  what  1  have  said,  some  very 
earnest  young  singer,  in  attempting  faith- 
fully to  act  upon  the  hints  I  have  just  given 
about  the  careful  study  of  a  piece  of  music, 
may  go  too  far  and  fall  into  a  very  common 
error.  On  no  account,  therefore,  allow  your 
emotions  to  master  your  self-control.  I  can 
assure  you  that  it  is  quite  possible  for  a 
singer  to  convey  all  the  feeling  and  emotion 
intended  by  the  composer  without  losing  the 
self-command  which  is  so  essential  on  the 
platform. 

I  once  knew  a  very  famous  singer  who 
could  never  render  a  certain  solo  without 
weeping.  Now,  1  have  no  reason  whatever 
for  believing  that  this  display  of  emotion 
was  other  than  genuine,  but  I  am  not  so  sure 
that  the  singer's  audience  were  equally  con- 
vinced, for  realistic  touches  savour  too  much 
of  affectation  to  really  move  an  audience. 
If  there  is  one  thing  more  than  another  that 
the  average  audience  dislikes  it  is  "  platform 
hysterics,"  and  the  average  concert -goer 
recognises  as  the  true  artiste  only  that  singer 
who,  in  the  rendering  of  an  emotional  song, 
while  completely  retaining  her  own  self- 
possession,  at  the  same  time  succeeds  in 
conveying  to  her  audience  the  feeling  and 


pathos  expressed  both  by  words  and  music 
of  the  song. 

In  opera,  of  course,  greater  latitude  may 
be  allowed  to  the  singer  when  playing  an 
emotional  part,  for  there  is  a  wide  scope  for 
the  display  of  dramatic  action  and  feeling  in 
opera  which  does  not  exist  on  the  concert 
platform.  Indeed,  I  have  heard  of  more 
than  one  famous  operatic  star  making  herself 
really  unhappy  when  playing  some  particular 
scene  in  which  she  was  supposed  to  be  in 
great  distress. 

Now,  I  am  quite  sure  that  this  "  platform 
self-control "  is  one  of  the  most  difficult 
things  for  a  young  singer  to  acquire,  but,  at 
the  same  time,  it  is  one  of  the  most  indis- 
pensable qualifications  to  any  who  hope  to 
achieve  success  in  public.  Nothing  is  more 
likely  to  upset  the  beginner  and  to  menace 
with  failure  an  otherwise  satisfactory  per- 
formance thaji  an  attack  of  "  nerves."  Un- 
fortunately, I  am  not  in  a  position  to  suggest 
a  remedy  for  this  most  distressing  of  platform 
evils.  I  can  only  offer  sympathy  and  throw 
out  a  reminder  that  most  singers  at  one  time 
or  another  suffer  from  this  vexatious  com- 
plaint, although  I  have  never  suffered  from 
it  myself. 

This  is,  I  fear,  but  cold  comfort ;  however, 
the  novice  may  take  heart  from  the  know- 
ledge that  stage-fright — or  should  I  say  "  plat- 
form-fright"  ? — is,  as  a  rule,  peculiar  to  the 
early  stages  of  a  soloist's  career.  Howbeit, 
many  even  of  our  greatest  vocalists  admit  that 
they  are  often — even  habitually — nervous, 
though  perhaps  the  fact  is  not  apparent  to 
the  audience.  For  instance,  every  popular 
soloist  knows  the  inspiriting  effect  of  the 
applause  that  greets  a  successful  effort  on  the 
concert  platform.  In  oratorio  performed  in 
a  cathedral  there  is,  on  the  contrary,  no  such 
stimulating  encouragement,  and  the  singer 
accustomed  to  the  vigorous  clapping  of  the 
concert-hall  is  at  first  apt  to  be  somewhat 
discomposed  by  the  dead  silence  that  follows 
her  rendering  of  a  solo  in  a  sacred  edifice. 
In  my  own  case,  however,  I  love  singing  in 
a  cathedral.  For  one  thing  the  acoustic 
properties  are  better  than  those  of  a  hall,  and 
for  another  there  seems  to  be  something  in 
the  atmosphere  of  a  cathedral  that  harmonizes 
with  the  spirit  of  the  work  and  thereby  con- 
duces to  better  results. 

I  suppose  that  everybody  whose  profession 
keeps  them  constantly  before  the  public  has 
reminiscences  and  anecdotes  to  tell  of  an 
interesting  and  amusing  nature.  For  my  part 
there  have  been  many  incidents  in  my  career 
which  have  indelibly  impressed  themselves 
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upon  my  mind,  and  upon  which  I  look  back 
with  feelings  of  amusement  or  pleasure.  I 
remember  most  vividly,  for  instance,  a  very 
amusing  and  touching  occurrence  in  connec- 
tion with  an  occasion  a  year  or  two  ago, 
when  I  was  advertised  to  appear  at  the 
Albert  Hall.  Upon  arriving  at  the  Hall  on 
the  day  of  the  concert  I  was  informed  that  a 
parcel  had  come  for  me.  As  I  had  not  been 
expecting  any  parcel,  my  curiosity  was  aroused 
as  to  what  it  might  contain,  and  as  soon  as  I 
had  time  I  proceeded  to  open  it.  Imagine 
my  surprise  when  I  found  it  contained,  very 
carefully  packed  in  tissue  paper  and  wadding, 
a  particularly  large  pear.  At  first  sight  there 
is  nothing  specially  amusing  or  touching 
about  a  pear,  nor  did  I  myself  appreciate  the 
situation  until  I  found,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
box,  a  letter  from  a  poor  widow,  who  said 
that,  through  having  heard  me  sing  on  several 
occasions,  she  had  come  to  feel  a  very  real 
affection  for  me;  and  that,  seeing  I  was  to 
appear  at  the  Albert  Hall,  she  thought  it 
would  refresh  my  throat  and  voice  afterwards 
to  eat  a  j)ear,  and  she  had  therefore  picked 
the  very  finest  one  in  her  garden  to  send  me, 
in  the  hope  that  the  pleasure  it  gave  me 
might  prove  some  slight  return  for  the 
pleasure  the  sender  had  derived  from  hearing 
me  sing. 

Alas !  by  the  time  I  received  it  the  pear 
was  quite  rotten. 

Particular  songs  seem  to  have  particular 
effects  upon  audiences.  Thus,  almost  in- 
variably after  1  have  sung  "  Abide  with  Me  " 
I  get  odd  requests  and  not  infrequently 
presents  of  jewellery.  Needless  to  say,  I 
invariably  return  such  tokens  of  regard, 
although  occasionally  awkward  situations 
arise — particularly  if  the  anonymous  giver  is 
an  eccentric,  as  sometimes  is  the  case — which 
require  the  employment  of  a  considerable 
amount  of  tact. 

Particularly  if  one  does  a  lot  of  touring 
one  is  bound  to  have  amusing  experiences. 
I  remember  very  well  something  which 
occurred  to  me  in  a  small  town  through 
which  1  passed .  in  a  motor  during  one 
summer.  I  had  recently  been  singing  some- 
where in  the  neighbourhood,  and  when  my 
*  husband  got  out  at  the  local  chemist's  shop 
in  order  to  get  a  dose  to  cure  a  bad  head- 
ache I  had,  the  young  chemist  who  came 
out  to  me  evidently  recognised  who  I  was. 
Realizing  that  here  was  an  opportunity  for  a 
good  piece  of  business,  he  asked  me  whether 
I  would  object  to  trying  a  dose  of  a  Certain 
throat  tonic  made  up  from  a  prescription  of 
his  own.     Needless  to  say,  I  preferred  to  let 


well  alone,  and  declined  therefore  to  do  so. 
Seeing  that  I  was  not  to  be  persuaded,  he  at 
once  went  in  and  got  me  a  draught,  which,  I 
am  thankful  to  say,  cured  me  of  my  headache 
in  quite  a  short  time.  Many  weeks  after- 
wards we  happened  to  motor  through  the 
same  town.  Imagine  my  surprise  when  on 
passing  that  chemist's  shop  I  found  the 
window  placarded  with  boldly-printed  adver- 
tisements for  So-and-so's  throat  tonic,  "as 
patronized  by  Madame  Clara  Butt "  !  As  I 
had  straightly  refused  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  his  throat  tonic,  I  was  naturally  very 
much  surprised  and  annoyed,  and  my  hus- 
band forthwith  alighted  and  demanded  an 
explanation.  The  young  man  was  no  whit 
abashed,  but  stated,  with  a  smile,  that  the 
placards  were  perfectly  correct,  since  when  I 
called  before  he  had  given  me  eight  grains 
of  phenacetin  in  a  dose  of  the  throat  tonic. 
I  was  so  impressed  by  the  astuteness  of  his 
little  ruse  that  I  did  no  more  than  obtain  his 
promise  to  stop  from  that  time  the  statements 
he  had  been  circulating. 

I  have  during  my  life  met  with  quite  a 
number  of  different  accidents.  Upon  one 
occasion,  I  remember,  I  was  pitched  from  a 
very  high-wheeled  dogcart  on  to  my  head  and 
picked  up  for  dead.  The  nearest  house, 
which  was  nearly  two  miles  away,  happened 
to  be  that  of  Lady  Redesdale,  and  to  this 
I  was  conveyed.  A  doctor  was  sent  for, 
who,  after  an  examination,  stated  that  I  was 
suffering  from  concussion  of  the  brain. 
Thanks,  however,  to  the  kindness  and  atten- 
tion of  Lady  Redesdale,  I  did  not  take  long 
in  recovering,  and  the  only  ill-effect  of  the 
accident  that  I  feel  to-day  is  a  slight  nervous- 
ness when  driving. 

Upon  another  occasion  my  husband  and 
I  set  out  after  dinner,  meaning  to  have  an 
hour's  row  on  the  river.  It  was  quite  dark 
by  the  time  we  reached  the  river-bank,  and 
by  mistake  we  stepped  into  a  small  dinghy 
instead  of  a  large  one.  In  a  moment  the 
boat  upset  and  we  were  in  the  water,  but  my 
husband,  as  we  fell,  grasped  me  by  the  hair, 
and  as  we  were  close  to  the  landing-stage 
we  were  eventually  hauled  out,  with  nothing 
worse  to  complain  of  than  a  bad  wetting. 

It  was  shortly  after  this  incident  that  I 
received  a  somewhat  amusing  letter  from  a 
lady  in  New  Zealand.     It  ran  as  follows : — 

Dear  Madam, — I  am  writing  to  express  to  you 
my  deep  gratitude  that  you  were  not  drowned  on  the 
occasion  of  your  boating  accident  in  the  Thames  not 
long  ago.  Vour  escape  is  an  event  which  gives  me 
courage  to  write  to  you — a  thing  I  have  been  intend- 
ing to  do  for  a  long  time  past. 

A  year  or  two  ago  I  read  an  interview  with  you,  in 
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the  course  of  which 
you  stated  that  you 
were  very  fond  of 
monkeys.  Now, 
madam,  ever  since  I 
read  that  interview 
I  have  been  quite 
sure  that  we  must 
be  related,  for  my 
mother  was  also 
passionately  fond  of 
monkeys.  I  have 
tried  in  vain  to  trace 
the  name  of  Butt 
in  our  family,  but, 
although  my  second 
cousin  married  a 
Mr.  Budd,  I  cannot 
find  the  name  of 
Butt  anywhere  in 
our  family  tree. 

The  fact  that  you 
were  married  at 
Bristol  is  another 
proof  that  I  am 
right,  for  my  mother 
once  lived  there.  I 
hope  one  day  to 
hear  you  sing,  but, 
whether  I  do  so  or 
not,  I  feel  it  an 
honour  that  you 
should  be  con- 
nected with  our 
family.  —  Believe 
me,  dearest  madam, 

Your  affectionate 
relation. 


While  I  am  on  the  subject  of  curious 
letters  I  may  as  well,  perhaps,  mention  a  few 
more.  I  have  already  referred  at  the  com- 
mencement of  this  article  to  the  host  of 
correspondents  who  bombard  me  almost 
daily  with  requests  for  advice.  Many  of 
these  letters  are  pathetic,  some  are  amusing, 
almost  all  are  interesting.  One  gentleman 
wrote  and  offered  to  let  me  adopt  his  only 
daughter  if  1  would  undertake  to  teach  her 
to  sing.  He  informed  me  that  he  was  willing 
to  pay  for  her  board  and  lodging,  but  added 
that  he  could  not  do  so  at  once.  His  sug- 
gestion was  that  the  amount  expended  in 
this  way,  which  he  estimated  at  ten  shillings 
a  week,  should  be  deducted  from  the  fees 
she  earned  when  she  became  a  star. 

The  following  letter  from  an  evidently  very 
simple  young  lady  who  possessed  a  cousin 
with  a  sense  of  humour  amused  me  very 
much  at  the  time,  and  may,  perhaps,  amuse 
readers  of  The  Strand  Magazine  : — 

Dear  Madam,— I  hope  you  will  forgive  a  total 
stranger  for  having  the  presumption  to  presume  to 
write  to  you.  I  have  just  commenced  to  take  singing 
lessons,  and,  having  heard  you  sing  the  other  day, 
have  made  up  my  mind  to  take  it  up  professionally. 
Mother  says  I  have  a  nice  voice,  but  the  people  next 


door  sent  in  last 
night  to  ask  me  to 
stop  practising,  but 
I  don  t  mean  to  be 
put  off  by  difficul- 
ties, but  mean  to  be 
some  day  a  big 
singer  like  you.  My 
voice  is  rather 
squeaky  as  yet,  but 
can  you  tell  me 
whether  sweet  oil 
will  alter  this,  as  my 
cousin  says  it  will, 
and  how  much  ought 
I  to  take  at  a 
time  ?  He  says 
you  will  be  sure 
to  tell  me  if  I 
write  and  ask  you. 
And  will  you  please 
tell  me  does  tight- 
lacing  affect  the 
voice,  and  ought  I 
to  take  any  special 
diet?  I  am  only 
sixteen,  but  hope  to 
be  seventeen  soon, 
so  hope  you  will 
answer  this  most 
presumptious. 

I  don't  think 
I  have  ever  had 
so  many  letters 
as  reached  me 
this  spring,  when 
r,-.  «^«.  v.^-».  my  intention  of 

touring  for  many 
months  in  Australia  was  announc^.  Every 
post  has  brought  me  numerous  epistles  begging 
me  to  reconsider  my  arrangements.  I  was 
very  much  touched  by  one  particular  letter 
I  received  from  an  old  lady  who  was  quite 
unknown  to  me.  She  told  me  that  she  was 
seventy-eight  and  in  very  feeble  health,  so  that 
she  did  not  know  whether  she  would  be  alive 
when  I  returned  to  England  next  spring. 
She  had,  she  said,  been  present  at  almost 
every  concert  where  I  had  sung  in  London 
for  many  years  past,  and  it  grieved  her  very 
deeply  to  think  that  during  perhaps  the  last 
nine  months  of  her  life  she  would  not  be  able 
to  hear  my  voice. 

I  will  only  refer  to  one  more  letter,  but  it 
is,  I  think,  quite  worthy  to  rank  with  those 
already  quoted.  It  is  dated  March  loth, 
1907,  and  I  will  give  it  in  full : — 

Mad  vm, — I  note  that,  together  with  your  husband 
and  a  large  party,  you  will  leave  England  almost 
immediately  after  your  farewell  concert  at  the  Albert 
Hall  on  June  29th  for  an  extended  tour  in  Australia. 
I  have  long  held  the  opinion  that  the  ordinary  concert 
is  of  too  uniform  and  unvaried  a  character,  and  I 
believe  that,  if  some  bright  turn  were  added  to  lighten 
the  proceedings,  much  larger  audiences  would  be 
attracted.  I  write,  therefore,  to  offer  you  my  services 
upon  your  Australian  tour,  and  to  say  that,  in  addition 
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to  being  an  accomplished  skirt-dancer,  I  am  also  able 
to  give  attractive  exhibitions  as  a  contortionist.  I 
feel  sure  that  you  would  find  me  a  most  desirable 
addition  to  your  party,  and  that  if  you  took  me  with 
you  to  Australia  the  entire  success  of  the  tour  would 
be  ensured.  Kindly  make  an  appointment,  when  we 
can  discuss  terms. 

A  good  many  people  are,  I  believe,  under 
the  impression  that  black  cats  are  exceedingly 
lucky.  Personally,  though  I  do  not  pretend 
to  be  very  superstitious,  I  must  admit  to  a 
slight  leaning  towards  this  belief,  since  I  have 
myself  had  several  experiences  with  black 
cats.  More  than  once  black  cats  have  been 
mixed  up  in  some  way  or  another  with  con- 
certs which  have  proved  big  successes.  Not 
long  ago,  while  my  husband  and  I  were  in 
Bradford  giving  a  concert  there,  we  were 
just   in   the   middle   of    a   duet    when    the 


ground  it  put  up  its  back  and  sp)at  at  him 
so  determinedly  that  the  song  had  to  be 
stopped  until  the  laughter  which  resulted  had 
subsided.  I  may  mention  that  the  concert 
was  one  of  the  most  successful  ones  of  the 
whole  of  the  tour  upon  which  we  were 
engaged. 

In  conclusion,    I    may   perhaps    recount 
what  I  consider  to  be  the  most  unusual  and 
extraordinary  of  all  my  experiences.     I  have 
never  told  anyone  the  facts  about  it  before. 
About  two  years  ago,  after  singing  at  a  con- 
cert in  London,  I  arrived  home  to  find  a 
small  parcel  awaiting  me  that  had  been  left 
by  an  express  messeng-r.     Upon  opening  it  I 
found   that    it   contained    a    very   beautiful 
diamond  star  and  a  letter  in  a  sealed  envelope. 
Bursting  with  curiosity,  I  broke  the  seals  and 
found  it  contained  an 
urcrent  request  from  a 
lat  she  might  be 
d  to  bring  her 
lild  to  my  house 
I  to  sing  to  him. 


»«  ,^.   PUT.   UP   ,T^   BACK    AND   SPAT  AT   HIM. 


audience  began  to  titter  in  so  marked  a 
manner  that  I  at  once  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  something  was  wrong.  My 
husband  looked  round  and  found  that  the 
cause  of  amusement  was  a  very  large  black 
cat,  which  was  strolling  quite  composedly 
across  the  platform.  While  I  went  on 
with  my  part  of  the  duet  my  husband 
vigorously  attacked  the  enemy  and  attempted 
to   frighten   it   away,  but  instead   of  giving 


er  idea  in  send- 
5  the  diamond 
ir  was  that  I 
might  accept  itas  a 
kind  of  fee.  Being 
so  fond  of  children  myself,  and  knowing  how 
great  must  be  the  mother's  grief  at  the  illness 
of  her  child,  I  made  an  appointment  for  her 
to  call  the  very  next  afternoon,  and  sent  my 
message  to  her  at  the  hands  of  a  servant,  who 
also  took  back,  needless  to  say,  her  piece  of 
jewellery.  Imagine  my  surprise  when  I  found 
that  the  child  was  not  sick  physically,  but 
was  an  imbecile. 

With  tears  in  her  eyes  the  mother  explained 
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that  she  had  taken  her  boy  to  the  concert 
where  I  was  singing  the  day  before,  and  had 
been  astounded  to  notice  that  during  my 
song  his  attention  seemed  to  have  been 
strangely  attracted,  while  there  came  into  his 


assistance,  as  she  called  it,  towards  the  boy's 
recovery.  It  appeared  that  the  alteration  in 
him  had  become  so  marked  that  she  had 
taken  him  to  a  specialist,  who  had  ordered  a 
special  course   of  diet  and  a  great  deal  of 


•  1   SANG  TO  THB   CHILD  THERE  AND  THEN. 


eyes  quite  an  intelligent  look.  The  moment 
I  left  the  platform  this  had  passed,  but  when 
I  came  on  again  in  the  second  part  of  the 
programme  exactly  the  same  state  of  things 
was  repeated  until,  incredible  as  it  may  seem, 
his  mother  conceived  the  idea  that  my  voice 
had  an  actual  power  over  his  mind.  Was  it 
not  possible,  she  suggested,  that  if  this  power 
were  exercised  at  frequent  intervals  it  might 
act  as  a  kind  of  mental  medicine  and  help  to 
give  him  reason  ? 

I  sang  to  the  child  there  and  then,  and 
was  so  astonished  to  observe  the  change  in 
his  expression  that,  although  1  had  never 
heard  of  any  similar  case,  I  arranged  to  sing 
to  him  once  a  week  for  several  weeks,  in 
order  to  see  what  the  result  might  be,  should 
there  be  any. 

At  the  end  of  four  weeks  I  was  obliged  to 
leave  London  for  a  period,  and  I  heard 
nothing  more  till  about  six  months  later, 
when  the  child's  mother  called  on  me  one 
day  to   express    her    deep    thanks    for    my 


exercise  and  open  air  for  him,  with  the  result 
that  his  brain  seemed  to  develop  marvel- 
lously. 

For  my  part,  I  am  quite  sure  that  both 
the  diet  and  the  exercise  were  ordered  to 
assist  the  rapid  growth  of  the  child,  and 
that  it  was  that  growth  which  released  from 
its  imprisonment  some  portion  of  the  brain 
which  had  been  tightly  confined  from  birth. 
His  mother,  however,  would  not  allow  her- 
self to  be  convinced  that  it  was  anything  but 
my  voice  which  had  led  to  her  child's 
wonderful  cure. 

Unfortunately,  she  told  the  facts  of  the 
case  to  a  number  of  people,  and  on  many 
different  occasions  I  have  since  had  letters 
from  relations  of  idiots  asking  me  to  sing  in 
private  to  the  afflicted  ones  !  Needless  to 
say,  I  am  obliged  to  refuse  in  all  these  cases, 
for  one  thing  because  if  I  acceded  to  them  I 
should  not  be  able  to  call  a  moment  of  the 
day  my  own,  and  for  another  lest  I  should 
destroy  the  prestige  of  my  first  cure. 
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By  Charles  G.  D.  Roberts. 


HE  lesson  of  fear  was  one 
which  Henderson  learned  late. 
He  learned  it  well,  however, 
when  the  time  came.  And 
it  was  Blackwater  Pot  that 
taught  him. 
Sluggishly,  reluctantly,  impotently,  the 
spruce  logs  followed  one  another  round  and 
round  the  circuit  of  the  great  stone  pot. 
The  circling  water  within  the  great  pot  was 
smooth  and  deep  and  black,  but  streaked 
with  foam.  At  one  side  a  deep  rent  in  the 
rocky  rim  opened  upon  the  sluicing  current 
of  the  river,  which  rushed  on,  quivering  and 
seething,  to  plunge  with  a  roar  into  the 
terrific  cauldron  of  the  falls.  Out  of  that 
thunderous  cauldron,  filled  with  huge  tramp- 
lings  and  the  shriek  of  tortured  torrents,  rose 
a  white  curtain  of  spray,  which  every  now 
and  then  swayed  upward  and  drenched  the 
green  birches  which  grew  about  the  rim  of 
the  pot.  For  the  break  in  the  rim,  which 
caught  at  the  passing  current  and  sucked  it 
into  the  slow  swirls  of  Blackwater  Pot,  was 
not  a  dozen  feet  from  the  lip  of  the  falls. 

Henderson  sat  at  the  foot  of  a  ragged 
white  birch  which  leaned  from  the  upper 
rim  of  the  pot.  He  held  his  pipe  unlighted, 
while  he  watched  the  logs  with  a  half  fasci- 
nated stare.  Outside,  in  the  river,  he  saw 
theni  in  a  clumsy  ()anic  haste,  wallowing 
down  the  white  rapids  to  their  awful  plunge. 
When  a  log  came  down  clear  along  shore  its 
fate  hung  for  a  second  or  two  in  doubt.  It 
might  shoot,  straight  on,  over  the  lip,  into 
the  wavering  curtain  of  spray  and  vanish  into 
the  horror  of  the  cauldron.  Or,  at  the  last 
moment,  the  eddy  might  reach  out  stealthily 
and  drag  it  into  the  sullen  wheeling  pro- 
cession within  the  pot. .  All  that  it  gained 
here,  however,  was  a  terrible  kind  of  respite, 
a  breathing-space  of  agonized  suspense.  As 
it  circled  around,  and  came  again  to  the 
opening  by  which  it  had  entered,  it  might 
continue  on  another  eventless  revolution,  or 
it  might,  according  to  the  whim  of  the  eddy, 
be  cast  forth  once  more,  irretrievably,  into  the 
clutch  of  the  awful  sluice.  Sometimes  two 
logs,  after  a  pause  in  what  seemed  like  a 
secret  death-struggle,  would  crowd  each  other 
out  and  go  over  the  falls  together.  And 
sometimes,  on  the  other  hand,  all  would 
make  the  circuit  safely  again  and  again. 
But  always,  at  the  cleft  in  the  rim  of  the  pot. 


there  was  the  moment  of  suspense,  the 
shuddering,  terrible  panic. 

It  was  this  recurring  moment  that  seemed 
to  fasten  itself  balefully  upon  Henderson's 
imagination,  so  that  he  forgot  to  smoke.  He 
had  looked  into  the  Blackwater  before,  but 
never  when  there  were  any  logs  in  the  pot 
Moreover,  on  this  particular  morning,  he  was 
overwrought  with  weariness.  For  a  little 
short  of  three  days  he  had  been  at  the  utmost 
tension  of  body,  brain,  and  nerve,  in  hot  but 
wary  pursuit  of  a  desperado  whom  it  was 
his  duty,  as  deputy-sheriff  of  his  county,  to 
capture  and  bring  to  justice. 

This  outlaw,  a  French  half-breed,  known 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  wild 
backwoods  county  as  "Red  Pichot,"  was 
the  last  but  one — and  accounted  the  most 
dangerous — of  a  band  which  Henderson  had 
undertaken  to  break  up.  Henderson  had 
been  deputy  for  two  years,  and  owed  his 
appointment  primarily  to  his  pre-eminent  fit- 
ness for  this  very  task.  Unacquainted  with 
fear,  he  was  at  the  same  time  unrivalled 
through  the  backwoods  counties  for  his 
subtle  woodcraft,  his  sleepless  endurance, 
and  cunning. 

It  was  two  years  now  since  he  had  set  his 
hand  to  the  business.  One  of  the  gang  had 
been  hanged.  Two  were  in  the  penitentiary, 
on  life  sentence.  Henderson  had  justified 
his  appointment  to  everyone  except  himself. 
But  while  Pichot  and  his  gross- witted  tool, 
"  Bug  "  Mitchell,  went  unhanged,  Henderson 
felt  himself  on  probation,  if  not  shamed. 
Mitchell  he  despised.  But  Pichot,  the  brains 
of  the  gang,  he  honoured  with  a  personal 
hatred  that  held  a  streak  of  rivalry.  For 
Pichot,  though  a  beast  for  cruelty  and 
treachery,  and  with  the  murder  of  a  woman 
on  his  black  record — which  placed  him, 
according  to  Henderson's  ideas,  in  a  different 
category  from  a  mere  killer  of  men — was  at 
the  same  time  a  born  leader  and  of  a  courage 
none  could  question.  Some  chance  dash 
of  Scotch  Highland  blood  in  his  mixed 
veins  had  set  a  mop  of  hot  red  hair  above 
his  black,  implacable  eyes  and  cruel,  dark 
face.  It  had  touched  his  villainies,  too,  with 
an  imagination  which  made  them  the  more 
atrocious.  And  Henderson's  hate  for  him 
as  a  man  was  mixed  with  respect  for  the 
adversary  worthy  of  his  powers. 

Reaching  the  falls,   Henderson  had  been 
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forced  to  acknowledge  that,  once  again, 
Pichot  had  outwitted  him  on  the  trail. 
Satisfied  that  his  quarry  was  by  this  time  far 
out  of  reach  among  the  tangled  ravines  on 
the  other  side  of  Two  Mountains,  he  dis-  , 
missed  the  two  tired  river-men  who  con- 
stituted his  posse,  bidding  them  go  on  down 
the  river  to  Greensville  and  wait  for  him. 
It  was  his  plan  to  hunt  alone  for  a  couple  of 
days  in  the  hope  of  catching  his  adversary 
off  guard  He  had  an  ally,  unsuspected 
and  invaluable,  in  a  long-legged,  half- wild 
youngster  of  a  girl,  who  lived  alone  with  her 
father  in  a  clearing  about  a  mile  below  the 
falls,  and  regarded  Henderson  with  a  child- 
like hero-worship.  This  shy  little  savage, 
whom  all  the  settlement  knew  as  "  Baisley's 
Sis,"  had  an  intuitive  knowledge  of  the 
wilderness  and  the  trails  which  rivalled  even 
Henderson's  accomplished  woodcraft ;  and 
the  indomitable  deputy  "  set  great  store,"  as 
he  would  have  put  it,  by  her  friendship.  He 
would  go  dpwn  presently  to  the  clearing  and 
ask  some  questions  of  the  child.  But  first 
he  wanted  to  do  a  bit  of  thinking.  To  think 
the  better,  the  better  to  collect  his  tired  and 
scattered  wits,  he  had  stood  his  Winchester 
carefully  upright  between  two  spruce  saplings, 
filled  his  pipe,  lighted  it  with  relish,  and 
seated  himself  under  the  old  birch  where  he 
could  look  straight  down  upon  the  wheeling 
logs  in  Blackwater  Pot. 

It  was  while  he  was  looking  down  into  the 
terrible  eddy  that  his  efforts  to  think  failed 
him  and  his  pipe  went  out,  and  his  interest 
in  the  fortunes  of  the  captive  logs  gradually 
took  the  hold  of  a  nightmare  upon  his  over- 
wrought imagina- 
tion. One  after 
one  he  would 
mark,  snatched  in 
by  the  capricious 
eddy  and  held 
back  a  little  while 
from  its  doom. 
One  after  one  he 
would  see  crowded 
out  again,  by  in- 
explicable whim, 
and  hurled  on 
into  the  raging 
horror  of  the  falls. 
He  fell  to  per- 
sonifying this  cap- 
tive log  or  that, 
endowing  it  with 
sentience,  and  im- 
agining its  emo- 
tions each  time  it 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 7. 


circled  shuddering  past  the  cleft  in  the  rim, 
once  more  precariously  reprieved. 

At  last,  either  because  he  was  more  deeply 
exhausted  than  he  knew,  or  because  he  had 
fairly  dropped  asleep  with  his  eyes  open 
and  his  fantastic  imaginings  slipped  into 
a  veritable  dream,  he  felt  himself  suddenly 
become  identified  with  one  of  the  logs.  It 
was  one  which  was  just  drawing  around  to 
the  fateful  cleft.  Would  it  win  past  once 
more  ?  No  ;  it  was  too  far  out !  It  felt  the 
grasp  of  the  outward  suction,  soft  and  in- 
sidious at  first,  then  resistless  as  the  falling  of 
a  mountain.  With  straining  nerves  and 
pounding  heart  Henderson  strove  to  hold  it 
back  by  sheer  will  and  the  wrestling  of  his 
eyes.  But  it  was  no  use.  Slowly  the  head 
of  the  log  turned  outward  from  its  circling 
fellows,  quivered  for  a  moment  in  the  cleft, 
then  shot  smoothly  forth  into  the  sluice. 
With  a  groan  Henderson  came  to  his  senses, 
starting  up  and  catching  instinctively  at  the 
butt  of  the  heavy  Colt  in  his  belt.  At  the 
same  instant  the  coil  of  a  rope  settled  over 
his  shoulders,  pinioning  his  arms  to  his 
sides,  and  he  was  jerked  backwards  with  a 
violence  that  fairly  lifted  him ,  over  the 
projecting  root  of  the  birch.  As  he  fell 
his  head  struck  a  stump;  and  he  knew' 
nothing  more.  t 

When  Henderson  came  to  his  senses  he 
found  himself  in  a  most  bewildering^ position. 
He  was  lying  face  downward  along -a  log,  his 
mouth  pressed  upon  the  rough  bark.  His 
arms  and  legs  wete  in  the  water,  on  either 
side  of  the  log.  Other  logs  moved  past 
him  sluggishly.     For  a  moment  he  thought 
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himself  still  in  the  grip  of  his  nightmare,  and 
he  struggled  to  wake  himself.  The  struggle 
revealed  to  him  that  he  was  bound  fast  upon 
the  log.  At  this  his  wits  cleared  up,  with  a 
pang  that  was  more  near  despair  than 
anything  he  had  ever  known.  Then  his 
nerve  steadied  itself  back  into  its  wonted 
control. 

He  realized  what  had  befallen  him.  His 
enemies  had  back-trailed  him  and  caught 
him  off  his  guard.  He  was  just  where,  in 
his  awful  dream,  he  had  imagined  himself 
as  being.  He  was  bound  to  one  of  the  logs 
down  in  the  great  stone  pot  of  Blackwater 
Eddy. 

For  a  second  or  two  the  blood  in  his  veins 
ran  ice,  as  he  braced  himself  to  feel  the  log 
lurch  out  into  the  sluice  and  plunge  into  the 
trampling  of  the  abyss.     Then  he  observed 


ABOVB  THB  WATER  WAS  RED  PICHOT,  HOLDING  THE  PIKB-FOLB  AND  SMILING   DOWN 
UPON  HIM  SMOOTHLY." 


that  the  other  logs  were  overtaking  and  pass- 
ing him.  His  log,  indeed,  was  not  moving 
at  all.  Evidently,  then,  it  was  being  held  by 
someone.  He  tried  to  look  around,  but 
found  himself  so  fettered  that  he  could  only 
lift  his  face  a  few  inches  from  the  log.  This 
enabled  him  to  see  the  whole  surface  of  the 
eddy  and  the  fateful  cleft,  and  out  across  the 
raving  torrents  into  the  white  curtain  that 
swayed  above  the  cauldron.  But  he  could 
not,  with  the  utmost  twisting  and  stretching 
of  his  neck,  see  more  than  a  couple  of  feet 
up  the  smooth  stone  sides  of  the  pot. 

As  he  strained  on  his  bonds  he  heard  a 
harsh    chuckle   behind   him ;    and   the  log, 
suddenly  loosed  with  a  jerk  which  showed 
him  it  had  been  held  by  a  pike-pole,  began 
to  move.     A  moment  later  the  sharp,  steel- 
armed    end    of  the    pike-pole    came    down 
smartly  on  the  forward 
end  of  the  log,  within 
a  dozen  inches  of  Hen- 
derson's head,  biting  a 
secure  hold.     The  log 
again  came   to  a  stop. 
Slowly,  under  pressure 
from  the  other  end  of 
the  pike-pole,  it  rolled 
outward,      submerging 
Henderson's      right 
shoulder,   and    turning 
his   face   till   he  could 
see  all  the  way  up  the 
sides  of  the  pot. 

What  he  saw,  on  a 
ledge  about  three  feet 
above  the  water,  was 
Red  Pichot,  holding 
the  pike  -  pole  and 
smiling  down  upon 
him  smoothly.  On 
the  rim  above  squat- 
ted Bug  .  Mitchell, 
scowling,  and  grip- 
ping his  knife  as  if 
he  thirsted  to  settle 
up  all  scores  on  the 
instant.  Imagination 
was  lacking  in 
Mitchell's  make-up; 
and  he  was  impatient 
— so  far  as  he  dared 
to  be  —  of  Pichot's 
fantastic  procrasti- 
natings. 

When  Hender- 
son's eyes  met  the 
evil,  smiling  glance  of 
his  enemy  they  were 
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steady  and  cold  as  steel.  To  Henderson, 
who  had  always,  in  every  situation,  felt  him- 
self master,  there  remained  now  no  mastery 
but  that  of  his  own  will,  his  own  spirit.  In 
his  estimation  there  could  be  no  death  so 
dreadful  but  that  to  let  his  spirit  cower  before 
his  adversary  would  be  tenfold  worse.  Help- 
less though  he  was,  in  a  position  that  was 
ignominiously  and  grotesquely  horrible,  and 
with  the  imminence  of  an  appalling  doom 
close  before  his  eyes,  his  nerve  never  failed 
him.  With  cool  contempt  and  defiance  he 
met  Red  Pichot's  smile. 

"  Tve  always  had  an  idee,"  said  the  half- 
breed,  presently,  in  a  smooth  voice  that 
penetrated  the  mighty  vibrations  of  the 
falls,  "  ez  how  a  chap  on  a  log  could  paddle 
roun'  this  yere  eddy  fer  a  deuce  of  a  while 
afore  he'd  hev  to  git  sucked  out  into  the 
sluice  ! " 

As  a  theory  this  was  undoubtedly  interest- 
ing.    But  Henderson  made  no  answer. 

**  I've  held  that  idee,"  continued  Pichot, 
after  a  civil  pause,  "though  I  hain't  never 
yet  found  a  man,  nor  a  woman  nuther,  as 
was  willin'  to  give  it  a  fair  trial.  "But  I 
feel  sure  ye're  the  man  to  oblige  me. 
I've  left  yer  arms  kinder  free,  leastways  from 
the  elbows  down,  an'  yer  legs  also,  more  or 
less,  so's  ye'll  be  able  to  paddle  easy-like. 
The  walls  of  the  pot's  all  worn  so  smooth, 
below  high-water  mark,  there's  nothin'  to 
ketch  on  to,  so  there'll  be  nothin'  to  take 
off  yer  attention.  I'm  hopin'  ye'll  give 
the  matter  a  right  fair  trial.  But  ef  ye  gits 
tired  an'  feels  like  givin'  up,  why,  don't  con- 
sider my  feelin's.  There's  the  falls  awaitin'. 
An'  I  ain't  agoin'  to  bear  no  grudge  ef  ye 
don't  quite  come  up  to  my  expectations  of 
you." 

As  Pichot  ceased  his  measured  harangue 
he  jerked  his  pike-pole  loose.  Instantly  the 
log  began  to  forge  forward,  joining  the 
reluctant  procession.  For  a  few  moments 
Henderson  felt  like  shutting  his  eyes  and  his 
teeth  and  letting  himself  go  on  with  all  speed 
to  the  inevitable  doom.  Then,  with  scorn  of 
the  weak  impulse,  he  changed  his  mind.  To 
the  last  gasp  he  would  maintain  his  hold  on 
life,  and  give  fortune  a  chance  to  save  him. 
When  he  could  no  longer  resist,  then  it  would 
be  fate's  responsibility,  not  his.  The  better 
to  fight  the  awful  fight  that  was  before  him, 
he  put  clear  out  of  his  mind  the  picture  of 
Red  Pichot  and  Mitchell  perched  on  the 
brink  above,  smoking,  and  grinning  down 
upon  the  writhings  of  their  victim.  In  a 
moment,  as  his  log  drew  near  the  cleft,  he 
had  forgotten  them.     There  was  room  now 


in  all  his  faculties  for  but  one  impulse,  one 
consideration. 

The  log  to  which  he  was  bound  was  on 
the  extreme  outer  edge  of  the  procession, 
and  Henderson  realized  that  there  was  every 
probability  of  its  being  at  once  crowded  out . 
the  moment  it  came  to  the  exit.  With  a 
desperate  effort  he  succeeded  in  catching  the 
log  nearest  to  him,  pushing  it  ahead,  and  at 
last,  just  as  they  came  opposite  the  cleft, 
steering  his  own  log  into  its  place.  The  next 
second  it  shot  quivering  out  into  the  sluice ; 
and  Henderson,  with  a  sudden  cold  sweat 
jumping  out  all  over  him,  circled  slowly  past 
the  awful  cleft.  .  A  shout  of  ironical  con- 
gratulation came  to  him  from  the  watchers  on 
the  brink  above.  But  he  hardly  heard  it, 
and  heeded  it  not  at  all.  He  was  striving 
frantically,  paddling  forward  with  one  hand 
and  backward  with  the  other,  to  steer  his 
sluggish,  deep-floating  log  from  the  outer  to 
the  inner  circle.  He  had  already  observed 
that  to  be  on  the  outer  edge  would  mean 
instant  doom'  for  him,  because  the  outward 
suction  was  stronger  underneath  than  on  the 
surface,  and  his  weighted  log  caught  its  force 
before  the  others  did.  His  arms  were  so 
bound  that  only  from  the  elbows  down  could 
he  move  them  freely.  He  did,  however,  by 
a  struggle  which  left  him  gasping,  succeed  in 
working  in  behind  another  log — just  in  time 
to  see  that  log,  too,  sucked  out  into  the  abyss, 
and  himself  once  more  on  the  deadly  outer 
flank  of  the  circling  procession. 

This  time  Henderson  did  not  know 
whether  the  watchers  on  the  brink  laughed 
or  not  as  he  won  past  the  cleft.  He  was 
scheming  desperately  to  devise  some  less 
exhausting  tactics.  Steadily  and  rhythmically, 
but  with  his  utmost  force,  he  back-paddled 
with  both  hands  and  feet,  till  the  progress  of 
his  log  was  almost  stopped.  Then  he  suc- 
ceeded in  catching  yet  another  log  as  it 
passed  and  mariceuvring  in  behind  it.  By 
this  time  he  was  half-way  around  the  pot 
again.  Yet  again,  by  his  desperate  back- 
paddling,  he  checked  his  progress,  and 
presently,  by  most  cunning  manipulation, 
managed  to  edge  in  behind  yet  another  log, 
so  that  when  he  again  came  round  to  the 
cleft  there  were  two  logs  between  him  and 
doom.  The  outermost  of  these,  however,  was 
dragged  instantly  forth  into  the  fury  of  the 
sluice,  thrust  forward,  as  it  was,  by  the  grip 
of  the  suction  upon  Henderson's  own  deep 
log.  Feeling  himself  on  the  point  of  utter 
exhaustion,  he  nevertheless  continued  back- 
paddling  and  steering  and  working  inward, 
till  he  had  succeeded  in  getting  three  files  ojf 
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logs  between  himself  and   the  outer  edge.  With  now  just  one  log  remaining  between 

Then,  almost  blind  and  with  the  blood  roar-  himself  and  death,  he  let  himself  go  past  the 
ing  so  loud  in  his  ears  that  he  could  hardly  cleft,  and  saw  that  one  log  go  out.  Then, 
hear  the  trampling  of  the  falls,  he  hung  on  being  close  to  the  wall  of  the  pot,  he  tried  to 
his  log,  praying  that  strength  might  flow  back  delay  his  progress  by  clutching  at  the  stone 
speedily  into  his  veins  and  nerves.  with  his  left  hand  and  by  dragging  upon  it 

Not  till  he  had  twice  more  made  the  with  his  foot.  But  the  stone  surface  was 
circuit  of  the  pot,  and  twice  more  seen  a  log  worn  so  smooth  by  the  age-long  polishing  of 
sucked  out  from  his  very  elbow  to  leap  into  the  eddy  that  these  efforts  availed  him  little, 
the  white  horror  of  the  abyss,  did  Henderson  Before  he  realized  it  he  was  almost  round 
stir.  The  brief  stillness,  controlled  by  his  again,  and  only  by  the  most  desperate 
will,  had  rested  him  for  the  moment.  He  struggle  did  he  succeed  in  saving  himself, 
was  cool   now,  keen    to   plan,    cunning    to      There  was  no  other  log  near  by  this  time  for 

him  to  seize  and   thrust 
rard  in  his  place.     It 
simply  a  question  of 
restricted    paddling, 
I     hands     and    feet, 
inst    the    outward 
jght  of    the   current, 
nearly  a  minute  the 
hung  in  doubt   just 
)re  the  opening,  the 
ent    sucking    at     its 
d  to  turn  it  outward, 
Henderson  paddling 
nst  it  not  only  with 
ds  and  feet,  but  with 
every  ounce  of  will 
and  nerve  that  his 
body      contained. 
At   last,  inch    by 
inch,     he     con- 
quered.    His    log 
moved     past    the 
gate  of  death ;  and 
dimly,  again,  that 
ironical  voice  came 
down     to    him, 
piercing  the  roar. 

Once  past,  Hen- 
derson fell  to  back 
paddling  again  — 
not  so  violently 
now  —  till  other 
logs  came  by  with- 
in his  reach  and 
he  could  work 
himself  into  tem- 
porary safety  be- 
hind them.  He 
was  soon  forced 
to  the  conviction 
that  if  he  strove 
at  just  a  shade 
under  his  utmost 
he  was  able  to 
hold  his  own 
---^T)ectea  "  his  log  mov^d  past  thb  uatk  of  ucath."         and  keep  one  log 
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always  between  himself  and  the  opening. 
But  what  was  now  his  utmost,  he  realized, 
would  very  soon  be  far  beyond  his  powers. 
Well,  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  keep  on 
trying.  Around  and  around,  and  again  and 
again  around  the  terrible  smooth,  deliberate 
circuit  he  went,  sparing  himself  every  ounce 
of  effort  that  he  could,  and  always  shutting 
his  eyes  as  the  log  beside  him  plunged  out 
into  the  sluice.  Gradually,  then,  he  felt  him- 
self becoming  stupefied  by  the  ceaselessly- 
recurring  horror,  with  the  prolonged  susj)ense 
between.  He  must  sting  himself  back  to  the 
full  possession  of  his  faculties  by  another 
burst  of  fierce  effort.  Fiercely  he  caught  at 
log  after  log,  without  a  let-up,  till,  luck  having 
favoured  him  for  once,  he  found  himself  on 
the  inner  instead  of  the  outer  edge  of  the 
procession.  Then  an  idea  flashed  into  his 
fast-clouding  brain,  and  he  cursed  himself 
for  not  having  thought  of  it  before.  At  the 
very  centre  of  the  eddy,  of  course,  there  must 
be  a  sort  of  core  of  stillness.  By  a  vehement 
struggle  he  attained  it  and  avoided  crossing 
it.  Working  gently  and  warily  he  kept  the 
log  right  across  the  axis  of  the  eddy,  where 
huddled  a  crowd  of  chips  and  sticks.  Here 
the  log  turned  slowly,  very  slowly,  on  its  own 
centre ;  and  for  a  few  seconds  of  exquisite 
relief  Henderson  let  himself  sink  into  a  sort 
of  lethargy.  He  was  roused  by  a  sudden 
shot,  and  the  spat  of  a  heavy  bullet  into  the 
log  about  three  inches  before  his  head. 
Even  through  the  shaking  thunder  of  the 
cataract  he  thought  he  recognised  the  voice 
of  his  own  heavy  Colt ;  and  the  idea  of  that 
tried  weapon  being  turned  against  himself 
filled  him  with  childish  rage.  Without  lifting 
his  head  he  lay  and  cursed,  grinding  his  teeth 
impotently.  A  few  seconds  later  came 
another  shot,  and  this  time  the  ball  went  into 
the  log  just  before  his  right  arm.  Then  he 
understood,  and  woke  up.  Pichot  was  a 
dead  shot.  This  was  his  intimation  that 
Henderson  must  get  out  into  the  procession 
again.  At  the  centre  of  the  eddy  he  was  not 
sufficiently  entertaining  to  his  executioners. 
The  idea  of  being  shot  in  the  head  had  not 
greatly  disturbed  him — he  had  felt  as  if  it 
would  be  rather  restful,  on  the  whole.  But 
the  thought  of  getting  a  bullet  in  his  arm, 
which  would  merely  disable  him  and  deliver 
him  over  helpless  to  the  outdraught,  shook 
him  with  something  near  a  panic.  He  fell  to 
paddling  with  all  his  remaining  strength,  and 
drove  his  log  once  more  into  the  horrible 
circuit.  The  commendatory  remarks  with 
which  Pichot  greeted  this  move  went  past 
his  ears  imheard. 


Up  to  this  time  there  had  been  a  strong 
sun  shining  down  into  the  pot,  and  the  trees 
about  its  rim  had  stood  unstirred  by  any  wind. " 
Now,  however,  a  sudden  darkness  settled  over 
everything,  and  sharp,  fitful  gusts  drew  in 
through  the  cleft,  helping  to  push  the  logs 
back.  Henderson  was  by  this  time  so  near 
fainting  from  exhaustion  that  his  wits  were 
losing  their  clearness.  Only  his  horror  of 
the  fatal  exit,  the  raving  sluice,  the  swaying 
white  spray- curtain,  retained  its  keenness. 
As  to  all  else  he  was  growing  so  confused  that 
he  hardly  realized  the  way  those  great  indraw- 
ing  gusts,  laden  with  spray,  were  helping  him. 
He  was  paddling  and  steering  and  manoeu- 
vring for  the  inner  circuit  almost  mechanically 
now.  When  suddenly  the  blackness  about 
him  was  lit  with  a  blue  glare,  and  the  thunder 
crashed  over  the  echoing  pot  with  an 
explosion  that  outroared  the  falls,  he  hardly 
noted  it.  When  the  skies  seemed  to  open, 
letting  down  the  rain  in  torrents,  with  a 
wind  that  almost  blew  it  level,  it  made  no 
difference  to  him.  He  went  on  paddling 
dully,  indifferent  to  the  bumping  of  the  logs 
against  his  shoulders. 

But  to  this  fierce  storm,  which  almost  bent 
double  the  trees  around  the  rim  of  the  pot, 
Red  Pichot  and  Mitchell  were  by  no  means 
so  indifferent  About  sixty  or  seventy  yards 
below  the  falls  they  had  a  snug  retreat  which 
was  also  all  outlook.  It  was  a  cabin  built 
in  a  recess  of  the  wall  of  the  gorge,  and  to 
be  reached  only  by  a  narrow  pathway  easy  of 
defence.  When  the  storm  broke  in  its  fury 
Pichot  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"  Let's  git  back  to  the  Hole,"  he  cried  to 
his  companion,  knocking  the  fire  out  of  his 
pipe.  "  We  kin  watch  just  as  well  from  there, 
an'  see  the  beauty  come  over  when  his  time 
comes." 

Pichot  led  the  way  off  through  the  strain- 
ing and  hissing  trees,  and  Mitchell  followed, 
growling  but  obedient.  And  Henderson, 
faint  upon  his  log  in  the  raving  tumult,  knew 
nothing  of  their  going. 

They  had  not  been  gone  more  than  two 
minutes  when  a  drenched  little  dark  face, 
with  black  hair  plastered  over  it  in  wisps, 
peered  out  from  among  the  lashing  birches 
and  gazed  down  anxiously  into  the  pot.  At 
the  sight  of  Henderson  on  his  log,  lying  quite 
close  to  the  edge,  and  far  back  from  the 
dreadful  cleft,  the  terror  in  the  wild  eyes  gave 
way  to  inexpressible  relief.  The  face  drew 
back ;  and  an  instant  later  a  bare-legged 
child  apj)eared,  carrying  the  pike-pole  which 
Pichot  had  tossed  into  the  bushes.  Heedless 
of  the  sheeting  volleys  of  the  rain  and  the 
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MCHOT   LED  THE  WAY   OFF   THROUGH    THE   STRAINING 
AND    HISSING   TREES." 


fierce  'gusts  which  whipped  her  dripping 
homespun  petticoat  about  her  knees,  she 
clambered  skilfully  down  the  rock  wall  to 
the  ledge  whereon  Pichot  had  stood. 
Bracing  herself  carefully,  she  reached  out 
with  the  pike-pole,  which,  child  though  she 
was,  she  evidently  knew  how  to  use. 

Henderson  was  just  beginning  to  recover 
from  his  daze,  and  to  notice  the  madness  of 
the  storm,  when  he  felt  something  strike 
sharply  on  the  log  behind  him.  He  knew  it 
was  the  impact  of  a  pike- pole,  and  he 
wondered,  with  a  kind  of  scornful  disgust, 
what  Pichot  could  be  wanting  of  him  now. 
He  felt  the  log  being  dragged  backwards, 
then  held  close  against  the  smooth  wall  of 
the  pot.  A  moment  more  and  his  bonds  were 
being  cut — but  laboriously,  as  if  with  a  small 
knife  and  by  weak  hands.  Then  he  caught 
sight  of  the  hands,  which  were  little  and 
brown  and  rough,  and  realized,  with  a  great 
^urst  of  wonder  and  tenderness,   that  old 


Baisley's  "  Sis,"  by  some  miracle  o 
miracles,  had  come  to  his  rescue. 
In  a  few  seconds  the  ropes  fell 
apart,  and  he  lifted  himself,  to  stc 
the  child  stooping  down  with 
anxious  adoration  in  her  eyes. 
"  Sis  !  "  he  cried.  "  You  ! " 
"  Oh,  Mr.  Henderson,  come 
quick  ! "  she  panted.  "  I'hey  may 
git  back  any  minnit."  And,  clutch- 
ing him  by  the  shoulder,  she  tried 
to  pull  him  up  by  main  strength. 
But  Henderson  needed  no  urging. 
Life,  with  the  return  of  hope,  had 
surged  l:)ack  into  nerve  and  muscle  ; 
and  in  hardly  more  time  than  it 
takes  to  tell  the  two  had  clambered 
side  by  side  to  the  rim  of  the  pot 
and  darted  into  the  covert  of  the 
tossing  trees. 

No  sooner  were  they  in  hiding 

than   Henderson  remembered    his 

rifle   and   slipped   back    to  get   it. 

His  enemies  had  not  discovered  it. 

It  had  fallen  into  the  moss,  but  the 

well  oiled,    perfect -fitting   chamber 

had  kept  its  cartridges  dry.     With 

that  weapon  in  his  hands  Hender- 

t   himself  once  more   master  of  the 

n.       Weariness     and     apprehension 

r  slipped  from  him,  and  one  purpose 

mplete  possession  of  him.     He  would 

nth  Red   Pichot  right  there,  on  the 

lere  he  had  been  taught  the  terrible 

lesson  of  fear.      He  felt  that  he  could  not 

really  feel  himself  a  man   again   unless   he 

could  settle  the  whole  score  before  the  sun 

of  that  day  should  set. 

The  rain  and  wind  were  diminishing  now; 
the  lightning  was  a  mere  shuddering  gleam 
over  the  hill-tops  beyond  the  river  ;  and  the 
thunder  no  longer  made  itself  heard  above 
the  trampling  of  the  falls.  Henderson's  plans 
were  soon  laid.  Then  he  turned  to  Sis,  who 
stood  silent  and  motionless  close  at  his  side, 
her  big,  alert,  shy  eyes  watching  like  a  hunted 
deer's  the  trail  by  which  Red  Pichot  might 
return.  She  was  trembling  in  her  heart  at 
every  moment  that  Henderson  lingered  within 
that  zone  of  peril.  But  she  would  not 
presume  to  suggest  any  more. 

Suddenly  Henderson  turned  to  her  and 
laid  an  arm  about  her  little  shoulders. 

"  You  saved  my  life,  kid  !  "  he  .said,  softly. 
"  How  ever  did  you  know  I  was  down  there 
in  that  hell?" 

"  I  jest  knoived  it  was  you,  when  I  seen 
Red  Pichot  an'  Bug  Mitchell  a-trackin'  some- 
one," answered  the  child,  still  keeping  her 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    BLACKWATER    POT, 


55 


eyes  on  the  trail,  as  if  it  was  her  part  to  see 
that  Henderson  was  not  again  taken  unawares. 
"  I  knowed  it  was  you,  Mister  Henderson, 
an'  I  followed  'em  ;  an'  oh,  I  seen  it  all,  I  seen 
it  all,  an'  I  most  died  because  I  hadn't  no 
gun.     But  I'd  'ave  killed  'em  both,  some  day. 


"a  moment  more  and  his  uonds  were  being  cut." 

sure,  ef— ef  they  hadn't  went  away  !  But 
they'll  be  back  now  right  quick." 

Henderson  bent  and  kissed  her  wet  black 
head,  saying,  "  Bless  you,  kid !  You  an' 
me'll  always  be  pals,  I  reckon  ! " 

At  the  kiss  the  child's  face  flushed,  and, 
for  one  second  forgetting  to  watch  the  trail, 
she  lifted  glowing  eyes  to  his.  But  he  was 
already  looking  away. 

"  Come  on,"  he  muttered.  "  This  ain't 
no  place  for  you  an'  me  yet'' 

Making  a  careful  circuit  through  the  thick 
undergrowth,  swiftly  but  silently  as  two  wild- 
cats, the  strange  pair  gained  a  dense  covert 


close  beside  the  trail  by  which  Pichot  and 
Mitchell  would  return  to  the  rim  of  the  pot. 
Safely  ambuscaded,  Henderson  laid  a  hand 
firmly  on  the  child's  arm,  resting  it  there  for 
two  or  three  seconds,  as  a  sign  of  silence. 
Minute  after  minute  went  by  in  the  intense 
stillnf-«       At  last  the  child, 
irs  were  even  keener 
jnderson's,  caught  her 
nth  a  little  indrawing 
d   looked   up  at   her 
on's  face.  Henderson 
►od ;  and  every  muscle 
A    moment    later 
too,    heard   the  on- 
tread  of  hurried  foot- 
Then  Pichot  went  by 
kvinging    stride,     with 
skulking  obediently 
at  his  heels. 

Henderson  half 
raised  his  rifle, 
and  his  face  turned 
grey  and  cold  like 
steel.  But  it  was 
no  part  of  his  plan 
to  shoot  even  Red 
Pichot  in  the  back. 
From  the  manner 
of  the  two  ruffians 
it  was  plain  that 
they  had  no  suspi- 
cion of  the  turn 
which  affairs  had 
taken.  To  them 
it  was  as  sure  as 
two  and  two  make 
four  that  Helider- 
son  was  still  on 
His  log  in  the  pot, 
if  he  had  not 
le  cauldron.  As  they 
lca,v,xni^a  tin-  i nn  **>-ii>Jv.rson  stcppcd  out  into 
the  trail  behind  them,  his  gun  balanced  ready 
like  a  trapshooter's.  * 

As  Pichot,  on  the  very  brink,  looked  down 
into  the  pot  and  saw  that  his  victim  was  no 
longer  there  he  turned  to  Mitchell  with  a  smile 
of  mingled  triumph  and  disappointment. 

But,  on  the  instant,  the  smile  froze  on  his 
face.  It  was  as  if  he  had  felt  the  cold, 
grey  gaze  of  Henderson  on  the  back  of  his 
neck.  Some  warning,  certainly,  was  flashed 
to  that  mysterious  sixth  sense  which  the 
people  of  the  wild,  man  or  beast,  seem  some- 
times to  be  endowed  with.  He  wheeled  like 
lightning,  his  revolver  seeming  to  leap  up 
from  his  belt  with  the  same  motion.  But  in 
the  same  fraction  of  a  second  that  his  eyes 
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met  Henderson's  they  met  the  white  flame- 
spurt  of  Henderson's  rifle — and  then,  the 
dark. 

As  Pichot's  body  collapsed  it  toppled  over 
.the  rim  into  Blackwater  Pot  and  fell  across 
two  moving  logs.  Mitchell  had  thrown  up 
his  hands  straight  above  his  head  when 
Pichot  fell,  knowing  instantly  that  that  was 
his  only  hope  of  escaping  the  same  fate  as 
his  leader's. 

One  look  at  Henderson's  face,  however, 
satisfied  him  that  he  was  not  going  to  be 
dealt  with  on  the  spot,  and  he  set  his  thick 
jaw  stolidly.  Then  his  eyes  wandered  down 
into  the  pot,  following  the  leader  whom,  in 
his  way,  he  had  loved  if  ever  he  had  loved 
anyone  or  anything.  P'ascinated,  his  stare 
followed  the  two  logs  as  they  journeyed 
around,  with  Pichot's  limp  form,  face  upward, 
sprawled  across   them      They   reached   the 


cleft,  turned,  and  shot  forth  into  the  raving 
of  the  sluice,  and  a  groan  of  horror  burst 
from  "Bug's"  lips.  By  this  Henderson 
knew  what  had  hapj)ened,  and,  to  his  im- 
measurable self-scorn,  a  qualm  of  remembered 
fear  caught  sickeningly  at  his  heart.  But 
nothing  of  this  betrayed  itself  in  his  face  or 
voice. 

"  Come  on,  Mitchell ! "  he  said,  briskly. 
"I'm  in  a  hurry.  You  jest  step  along  in 
front,  an'  see  ye  keep  both  hands  well  up 
over  yer  head,  or  ye'U  be  savin'  the  county 
the  cost  o*  yer  rope.     Step  out,  now." 

He  stood  aside,  with  Sis  at  his  elbow,  to 
make  room.     As  Mitchell  passed,  his  hands 
held  high,  a  mad  light  flamed  up  into  his 
sullen  eyes,  and  he  was  on  the  point  of 
springing,  like  a  wolf,  at  his  captor's  throat 
But  Henderson's  look  was  cool  and  steady, 
and     his    gun     held     low.       The    impulse 
flickered      out       in 
the    brute's     dull 
veins.       But   as  he 
glanted   at    Sis    he 
suddenly  understood 
that  it  was  she  who 
had  brought  all  this 
to  pass.     His  black 
face    snarled     upon 
her  like  a  wolfs  at 
bay,  with  an  inarti- 
culate   curse     more 
horrible    than     any 
words    could    make 
it.      With    a  shiver 
the     child     slipped 
behind  Henderson's 
back   and    hid    her 
face. 

''Don't  be 
skeered  o'  him,  kid, 
not  one  little  mite," 
said  Henderson, 
gently.  **He 
ain't  agoin'  to 
trouble  this  earth 
no  more.  An' 
I'm  goin'  to  get 
yer  father  a  job, 
helpin'  me,  down 
somewheres  near 
G  r  e  e  n  s  V  i  1 1  e — 
because  I 
couldn't  sleep 
nights  knowin' 
ye  was  runnin' 
round  anywheres 
near  that  hell- 
hole yonder ! " 
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THE    ROMANCE   OF 
MOUNTAINEERING. 


By  SIR  MARTIN  CONWAY. 


I  HAT  is  the  romance  of  moun- 
taineering? I  am  almost 
inclined  to  answer,  "It  is  all 
romance."  Certainly  nothing 
Could  less  resemble  the 
ordinary  world  of  every  day 
than  do  the  experiences  and  incidents  of 
even  the  tamest  scramble  in  the  regions  of 
everlasting  snow.  It  is  there,  however,  to  my 
now  old-fashioned  way  of  thinking,  we  must 
go.  A  fig  for  your  gully-scrambling  on  the 
wrong  sides  of  grass  hills  !  No  doubt  it  is  very 
good  exercise,  and  you  can  break  your  neck, 
but  it  happens  in  the  world  we  know,  where 
men  can  build  houses  and  grow  potatoes. 
The  world  of  snow  you  can  only  visit ;  that 
is  its  great  joy.  It  is  not  a  home  for  man, 
bu  t  a  place  essentially  hostile  to  him,  into  and 
through  which  he  must  fight  his  way.  All 
undeveloped  peoples 
living  amongst  or 
near  the  regions  of 
eternal  snow  conceive 
them  to  be  the  home 
of  fairies  or  devils,  or 
the  spirits  of  the 
dead.  In  Switzer- 
land they  thought  so 
till  the  other  day. 
You  may  still  see  the 
little  chapel  built  at 
the  foot  of  the  Matter- 
horn  a  few  centuries 
ago  to  dam  back  the 
fiends  from  the 
valley,  and  I  have 
myself  known  a  guide 
who  used  to  see" 
spirits  on  that  moun- 
tain every  time  he 
climbed  it. 

It   is  the  same  in 
the  Himalayas.     The 
VoLj     •      ^ 


SIR  MARTIN 
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clouds  rising  off  the  peaks  are  the  smoke 
of  the  fairies'  kitchen.  There  are  fabulous 
crystal  houses  on  the  peaks.  It  is  the  same 
in  the  Andes  of  America  and  the  African 
Mountains  of  the  Moon. 

These  tales  naively  express  the  feeling  of 
romance  which  hangs  about  the  great  un- 
visited  mountains.  We  all  experience  it,  and 
that  is  what  inevitably  draws  us  on  to 
penetrate  the  strange  world  of  ice.  Some- 
times in  mountain  regions  there  are  legends 
of  some  native  of  ancient  days  who  ventured 
into  the  high  world  and  saw  the  gods.  I 
heard  such  tales  in  the  Karakorums  of 
Central  Asia.  Men  there  had  been,  they 
told  us,  who  had  gone  aloft  among  the  great 
peaks,  but  either  they  did  not  return  or  they 
came  back  mad.  The  fairies  had  possessed 
them,  and  would  also  possess  us  if  we 
ventured  into  their 
domain. 

An  almost  exactly 
similar  story  was  told 
me  in  Bolivia  about 
the  great  peak  lUi- 
mani,  which  I  was 
about  to  climb.  A 
native,  it  was  said, 
once  set  forth  many 
generations  ago  to 
climb  that  peak, 
where,  as  was  well 
known,  the  gods 
d  we  It.  He  was 
watched  scrambling 
up  the  lower  rocks. 
He  disappeared 
round  a  corner. 
Several  hours  later, 
towards  sunset,  he 
was  seen  against  the 
sky  on  the  very  sum- 
mit of  one  of  the 
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highest  buttresses.  They  never  beheld  him 
again.  The  gods  took  him.  A  few  days  after 
hearing  this  tale  I  climbed  the  mountain. 
On  the  descent  I  rested,  still  at  an 
altitude  of  about  twenty  thousand  feet,  on 
the  very  spot  where  the  native  had  last 
been  beheld,  according  to  the  story.  I 
had  forgotten  all  about  him,  but  a  curious 
ciicumstance  brought  him  very  vividly 
before  my  mind.  As  I  was  seated  on 
the  rocks,  my  hand  beside  me  touched 
something  cold  and  soft  and  clammy,  not 
at  all  the  kind  of  thing  one  touches  on 
the  top  of  a  snow  mountain.  I  was  startled, 
and  looked  to  see  what  the  substance  might 
be.     It  was  a  bit  of  goat- hair  rope,  such  as 


world  of  ice  is  not  diminished  because  it 
comes  to  us  moderns  in  another  form  and  is 
expressed  by  us  in  other  metaphors.  We 
may  account  for  sunset  tints  on  the  snow 
from  well-known  optical  causes.  We  ex- 
plain the  form  of  glaciers  by  the  understood 
laws  of  their  motion.  We  may  even  explain 
the  forms  and  character  of  the  mountains 
themselves  in  the  most  satisfactory  scientific 
manner.  It  remains  none  the  less  true  that 
the  most  callous  of  us,  in  the  presence  of 
the  astounding  phenomena  of  the  world 
of  ice,  experience  emotions  of  a  remarkable 
character.  They  inspire  us  with  awe.  They 
impress  the  imagination  of  all  men  somewhat 
as  all  men  are  impressed  in  the  presence  of 


•*  I    WAS  STARTLED,    AND   LO<JKEI)  TO   SEK   WHAT   THK  SUBSTANCE    MIGHT   BE." 


the  natives  of  those  parts  have  used  from 
the  most  ancient  days,  but  swollen  by  long 
exposure,  within  the  niche  of  rock  in  which 
it  lay,  till  it  had  grown  to  be  as  thick  as  my 
wrist.  Clearly  some  native  had  once  been  on 
this  very  spot,  as  tradition  asserted.  The 
descent  from  this  point  is  dangerous,  and 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  he  was  killed 
in  attempting  it.  Verily  the  gods  took  him, 
as  they  have  taken  so  many  more  in  all  parts 
of  the  mountain  world. 

It  is  not  given  to  modern  travellers  to  see 
fairies,  not  even  on  the  rose-tinted  mountain- 
peaks  when  the  dawn  or  the  sunset  kisses  them 
into  flame.     But  the  sense  of  romance  in  the 


death.  All  that  we  see,  like  death  itself, 
may  be  the  outcome  of  a  series  of  processes 
entirely  understood,  and  yet  that  outcome 
transcends  all  the  processes  and  reasoned 
causes,  and  in  its  splendid  and  overwhelming 
reality  reaches  past  all  the  entrenchments  of 
our  logic  and  our  science  and  strikes  home 
to  the  mysterious  heart  of  man  and  thrills  us 
with  strange  wonder.  The  mountains,  after 
all  that  science  has  discovered  about  them, 
seem  more  divine  than  ever.  They  bring  to 
the  most  agnostical  messages  not  written  in 
words  and  that  cannot  be  repeated  by  one  to 
another.  They  draw  out  of  us  a  strange 
longing  for  we  know  not  what.     Some  of  us 
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think   it   is   to  climb  them,  and   to  go  on 
climbing   them ;    yet   when   we  are  at   the 
summit  the  mystery  is  not  there,  and  when 
we  are   back   at   the   base   it   is  not   there 
either.      When   we   behold   them    from   the 
plain  like  the  white  walls  of  Heaven  shining 
on    the  far  horizon  against    the    sky,    they 
call  to  us  to  come  within  their  sacred  enclo- 
sure and  learn  wondrous  things.     When  we 
enter  their  gates  the  mystery  has  flown  aloft. 
When  we   are 
on    the  top  it 
has  sunk  into 
their  valleys  or 
lies  upon   the 
vast  extending 
plain   from 
which      we 
came.       That, 
after  all,  is  the 
very      essence 
of    romance. 
Romance    is 
always     some- 
where   else; 
never    in    the 
life     that     we 
lead,    but  in 
that    we    ima- 
gine   or    read 
about.     There 
is  romance  on 
the  sea  for  the 
landsman, 
romance  in  the 
mine    for    the 
townsman, 
romance  in  the 
town    for    the 
countryman, 
romance     in 
high     life    for 
the      plodder, 
romance     in 
low   life   for 
the  rich.     All 
rom  ance — - 
shall  ■  we    not 
say  it? — is  in 
the  heart  of  man.     It  is  not  really  outside  at 
all,  but,  like  the  Kingdom  of  God,  is  within 
us  if  it  exists  for  us  at  all.    That  is  romantic 
for  any  man  which  kindles  the  imagination 
within  him,  as  his  machinery  hindered  the 
imagination  of  McAndrew.    It  is  because  the 
mountains  so  affect  most  men  that  they  are 
to  be  called  romantic.     Those  of  us  who  go 
to  them  to  find  that  golden  treasure  which 
they  seem    to  possess,  find   it,  if  we  find  it 


at    all,    within    the    hearts    that    we    carry 
with  us. 

Every  climber  who  reads  these  words  will 
know  what  I  mean,  for  we  climbers  under- 
stand one  another,  though  it  is  a  rare  thing 
on  a  mountain-side  for  us  of  the  English 
persuasion  to  "  pan  out "  on  such  matters. 
We  talk  of  the  thing  to  be  done  and  keep 
our  emotions  to  ourselves,  but  we  know  that 
they  exist  in  all  of  us  none  the  less.     Few 

would   be  the 
climbers    if  it 
were    not    so. 
The    excite- 
ment of  scram- 
bling,    especi- 
ally if  there  be 
danger    pre- 
sent, danger  of 
an     obvious 
character 
which  it  takes 
the   skill  of  a 
whole     united 
party  .to  avoid 
— such  excite- 
ment   is    very 
'stimulating   to 
all  the   emo- 
tional part  of  a 
man's    nature. 
At     those 
moments     the 
outside    world 
of  rock  and  ice 
becomes  glori- 
fied   even     to 
the    most  cal- 
lous.    What  is 
then     seen    is 
beheld    under 
a  strange  illu- 
mination,  and 
photographs 
itself  upon  the 
memory     with 
peculiar  vivid- 
ness.   Nothing 
".     ever  seems  so 
big  as   a  slope   down  which  a   threatening 
avalanche  may  presently  hurl  you.    No  rocks 
are  so  grim  as  those  that  are  pelting  you  with 
falling  stones.     No  chasm  yawns  so  impres- 
sively as  does  a  great  crevasse  that  you  are 
crossing  on  a  slender  snow- bridge  that  may 
give  way  at  any  moment.     If  these  things 
are     impressive     in     fine,    sunshiny    hours, 
what  shall    we   say  of  the   same   places  in 
times  of  storm  ?     It  is  then,  indeed,  that  the 


•no  chasm  yawns  so  impkrssively  as  ix>es  a  great  crevasse  that  you 

AKE  crossing  on   A   SLENDER  SNOW-BRIOGE  THAT   MAY  GIVE   WAY 
AT  ANY   MOMENT." 
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*THB  CLIMBER  HAS  TO  FIND  HIS  WAV,  CRAWLING  ALONG  LEDGES  OR  THREADING  THE  MAZS  OF  CREVASSES." 


romance  of  the  mountains  is  most  splendid. 
Who  does  not  know  the  romantic  character 
of  any  thunderstorm  ?  But  when  the  black- 
ness of  it  swallows  up  the  great  mountains ; 
when  the  cliffs  and  the  pinnacles  vanish  in 
the  dense  mist  and  the  snow  envelops  the 
climber ;  when  his  ice-axe  hisses  with  the 
electrical  discharge  and  all  Nature  calls  aloud 
round  about,  the  wind  raging,  the  snow 
sliding  off  shelf  and  slope,  stones  falling,  and 
thunder  crashing ;  when,  amidst  all  this  terrific 
turmoil  of  the  elements,  the  climber  has  to  find 
his  way,  crawling  along  ledges  or  threading 
the  maze  of  crevasses,  or  cutting  a  frail  stair- 
case down  a  slope  of  ice,  or,  worse  still,  seeking 
for  the  one  practicable  spot  where  a  route  is 
possible  down  some  precipitous  cliff,  when  all 
the  landmarks  he  has  noted  are  disguised  by 


the  new-fallen  snow  and  nothing  is  visible  at 
more  than  a  few  yards' distance — then,  indeed, 
the  romantic  terror  of  the  mountains  may  make 
its  appeal  to  the  heart  even  of  the  boldest ; 
and  the  brave  man,  though  he  will  not  fear, 
will  do  his  work  in  an  exaltation  of  mind  that 
will  be  a  joy  to  remember  in  all  his  after-years. 
Such  experiences  are,  of  course,  painful  at 
the  time,  yet  it  is  just  those  that  the  memory 
would  least  willingly  part  with.  The  serene 
days  pass  by  and  leave  little  mark  on  mind 
and  character,  but  the  days  of  storm  and 
struggle  mould  a  man's  life  alike  in  the  arti- 
ficial combats  of  sport  and  in  the  actual  strife 
of  living.  Conquest  over  difficulty  and  danger 
is  the  greatest  of  all  joys.  A  man  does  not 
need  to  be  a  mountain-climber  to  leam  the 
lesson.     It  is  the  lesson  of  life. 
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pENTLEMEN,"  said  the  Chair- 
man, in  his  most  impressive 
tones,  "I  give  you  the  toast 
— the  Royal  Academy  !  " 
Then  it  was,  in  the  momen 
tary  silence  between  the  shuffling  of  feet,  the 
pushing  back  of  chairs,  and  "  the  imbibition 


HASSALL's   idea  ok   a  TYI'iCAL   "  I'OYNTEK.' 


of  vitreous  contents,"  as  Emberton  calls 
drinking  the  toast,  that  the  most  extraordinary 
incident  occurred.  The  Oriental  Prince— the 
distinguished  guest  of  the  Club — was  heard 
to  ask  in  a  stage  whisper,  "What  is  the 
Royal  Academy  ?  "  A  shudder — half  pity,  halt 
envy — ran  round  the  board.  Hassall,  the 
Chan-man,  was  equal  to  the  occasion.  He 
took  a  bold — but  the  wisest — course.  "  The 
Royal  Academy,  your  Imperial  Highness,'' 
he  explained,  in  a  loud  voice,  "is  our  great 
British  trade  union  in  Art.  It  consists  of 
forty  men,  who  are  all  prosperous  and  straight- 
forward in  their  dealing.  Whence  arises  the 
proverb,  *  Fair,  fat,  and  forty.'     These  forty. 


who  for 
headed 
Poynter. 
"  The 
variably 
His 


the   most   part  paint  pictures,  are 
by     an     eminent    painter    named 


President,"  continued  Hassall,  "  in- 
goes  to  Greece  for  his  theme, 
subjects  are  chiefly  ladies  attired 
in  a  manner  suitable  to  a  warm  climate. 
Having  chosen  an  appropriate  title,  he  makes 
a  preliminary  study,  something  in  this  fashion. 
This  represents  the  figures  and  their  classical 
attitudes.  When  the  picture  is  finished  he 
affixes  his  trade-mark,  and  the  article  is  then 
ready  for  the  patron.  After  the  President 
there  are  other  famous  poynters — painters,  I 
should  say.  There  is  Sargent.  Perhaps 
Mr.  T.   Velazquez    Browne   will   illuminate 


TOM    BROWNE  S   IMPRESSION   OF   THE  STYLE  OP 
MR.   J.    SAKGSNT,   R.A. 
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your  Imperial  Highness  on  the  merits  of     terpolated  the  Chairman,  "come  to  Alma- 
this  celebrated  artist."     (Great  cheering  and    .Tadema,   coupled    with    an    exposition    by 


cries  of  "  Tom  Browne  for  ever  ! ") 

Tom  Browne :  I  fear  I  must  disclaim  the 
high-sounding    patronymic   with   which    the 


AN   BVBNING  AT  TAUS»1A   VILLA,"   BY  C    HARRISON. 


Chairman  has  invested  me.     It  is  true  that 

a  kinship — at  least  on  this  occasion  —exists 

between  the  immortal  Spaniard  and  myself 

and  my  brother  painter,  Jack  Sar— I  should 

say,    Mr.   Sargent.     On  this  account  I  am 

most  happy  to  give  a  bird's-eye  view,  as  it 

were,  of  Mr.   Sargent's  achievements;    also 

his  manner  of  work.     First  select  two  or  three 

Oriental     or     aristocratic 

models  ;    mix  equal  parts 

of  espihglerie  and  diablerie^ 

ivory    black    and    yellow 

ochre.     Distribute    the 

former     to     your     sitters 

something  like  this  :   put 

the  latter  on  your  palette, 

and  then  proceed,  without 

any  previous  drawing  and 

by    mere    force   of 

genius     alone,     to 

slash   it  on  to   the 

canvas.    The  result 

is  in  every  case  a 

masterpiece.        All 

Sargent's    portraits 

are  masterpieces. 

"I  had  no  idea 
anything  could  be 
so  simple,"  observed 
the  Prince. 

"We   now,"   in- 


C.  Vandyke  Harrison." 

Harrison  (who  was  received  with  tumul- 
tuous cheering) :  I  will  gladly  Bovrilize 
Tadema  for  your  Imperial 
Highness.  Please  observe 
the  texture  of  the  marble. 
Also  the  expression  of 
Lucianus  as  he  hearkens 
to  the  lyre  of  Hebe.  No 
pains  have  been  spared 
about  the  archaeology. 
I.KX)k  at  the  carving  of 
the  couch-leg. 

Hassall :  Will  Lawson 
Wood  elucidate  Swan  or 
Leader  ? 

The  Prince  :  Ah  !  I 
have  heard  of  Leda  and 
the  Swan.  A  very  pretty 
story. 

Wood :    Not   the  same, 
\  (^\  your    Imperial    Highness. 

\  ^  Swan's  speciality  is  Bengal 

-    1  ■  ■  J      bears  and  Polar  tigers.    Or 

is  it  Bengal  tigers  and 
Polar  bears?  I  forget. 
He  spends  his  time  half  at  Jamrach's— half 
at  the  Zoo.  The  other  day  someone  asked 
him  if  he  had  never  had  an  adventure  with 
a  wild  animal.  "  Yes,"  said  Swan,  "once.  I 
was  sketching  in  mjisterly  fashion  at  the  Zoo, 
when  I  felt  a  fearful  blow  from  behind.  My 
neck  was  seized  and  a  claw  fastened  itself  into 
my  beard.     My  blood  ran  cold  in  my  veins. 


y 


^^^ 


R.A.). 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    CHRONICLES    OF   THE    STRAND    CLUB. 


63 


Powerful  as  I  am, 
I  had  difficulty  in 
freeing  myself  from 
my  fierce  assailant. 
A  tussle  ensued,  but 
at  last  I  tore  the 
creature  off  and  it 
took  to  the  fields." 
"  Excuse  me,  Swan," 
said  his  friend,  "  but 
you  have  forgotten 
to  mention  what  the 
animal  was.  Was  it 
a  bear  or  a  tiger  ?  " 
"  Not  at  all— not  at 
all,"  said  Swan ;  "  it 
was  an  unhappy 
member  of  the 
Newlyn  School,  who 
said  I  had  *  skied' 
his  masterpiece. 
Now  you  know,  dear 
boy,  I  wasn't  even 
on  the  Hanging 
Committee." 

Emberton  :  Mar- 
cus Stone  is  one  of 
our  most  popular 
Academ  icians. 
H assail  may  like  to 
elucidate  him  after- 
wards, but  I   think 

I  should  like  to  cast  the  first  Stone  myself. 
Stone,  you  know,  began  as  an  historical  painter. 
Little  as  you  would  think  it  now,  his  strong 
point  is  character. 
Certain  faces 
fascinate  him. 
Some  years  ago 
he  had  a  com- 
mission to  do  a 
"Marcus  Stone" 
picture.  You 
know  the  sort  of 
thing  I  mean — a 
girl  on  the  lawn. 
I  forget  whether 
it  was  "  Lovers  " 
or  "Parted"  or 
"  The  First  Quar- 
rel'' or  '*The 
Honeymoon." 
He  was  anxious 
to  finish  the  pic- 
ture by  a  certain 
date,  but  one 
morning  his  fair 
model  failed  to 
put  in  an  appear- 


¥7 


HASSALLS    IDEA  OK   A    "MARCUS   STONE       PICTURE. 


AN   IMPRESSION   OP  THB  WORK   OP   SIR   LUKE   PILDES,    R.A., 
BY   HARRV   PUKNISS. 


ance.  Just  as  he 
was  losing  patience 
there  came  a  rap 
at  the  studio  door, 
and  a  raw  -  boned 
youth,  whose  face 
would  have  disloca- 
ted the  machinery 
of  a  clock,  entered. 
He  wanted  to  know 
if  Stone  would  like 
a  model.  "  Not  a 
male  model,*' 
answered  Stone, 
hardly  glancing  at 
the  fellow.  "But 
stay;  I  might  as 
well  finish  painting 
the  costume.  If 
you  like  you  can 
jump  into  these 
things  for  an  hour 
or  ^o,  until  my 
modd  turns  up." 
The  model  seized 
the  silken  garments 
and  withdrew,  while 
Stone  set  his  palette 
_**-  .  and    arranged     his 

>j>  AuImh*-U»?.  canvas.  When  he 
got  into  the  pose, 
the  abnormal  ugli- 
ness of  the  model  fascinated  him,  and,  hardly 
knowing  what  he  was  doing,  he  began  to  draw 
the  fellow^s  face.   He  went  on  working  steadily 

for  three  hours. 
There  was  this 
beautiful  garden, 
the  slender  girl's 
figure,  and  dainty 
Georgian  cos- 
tumes sur- 
mounted  by  a 
face  that  would 
make  the  fortune 
of  a  music-hall  low 
comedian.  In  the 
midst  of  it  Luke 
Fildes  came  in. 
He  nearly  died 
with  laughter  at 
what  he  saw. 
Then  his  laughter 
suddenly  ceased. 
"  Look  here,"  he 
said,  "  that  is  one 
of  the  finest 
character  studies 
I  ever  saw.     You 
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While  Boyd,  in  response  to  a  demand 
from  the  Chairman,  proceeded  to 
describe  pictorially  the  qualities  which 
distinguish  the  work  of  Mr.  J.  Mac- 
Whirter,  R.A.,  Mullins  related  the  fol- 
lowing anecdote  :  The  famous  Scottish 
painter  was  once  on  a  painting  tour  in 
the  North.  He  had  chosen  a  most 
picturesque  glen,  and  was  congratulating 
himself  on  his  extraordinary  good  luck 
when  he  became  conscious  of  an  unwel- 
come figure  in  the  foreground.  The 
figure,  which  was  hideously  attired,  be- 
longed to  a  Scotch  maiden,  who  was 
also  the  possessor  of  singularly  plain 
features  and  a  shock  of  carroty  hair. 
MacWhirter  stood  it  as  long  as  he 
could,  and  then  he  asked  the  damsel  if 
she  would  kindly  cease  to  obstruct  the 
landscape.  What  he  actually  said  was, 
"  Wull  ye  no  gang  awa*  ?"  *'  Gang  awa'  1 " 
shrilled  the  lady.  "Hae  I  nae  gnid 
richt  to  be  here  the  noo  ?  I  want  to  be 
pit  in  t'  picture."  "  Til  see  ye  blethered 
first!"  said  the  painter,  wrathfully. 
"Then  yell  nae  paint  the  glen,"  was 
the  answer.  At  that  moment  a  tall, 
gawky  male  appeared.  "  Faether,"  cried 
the  girl,  "here's  a  mon  says  Fm  nae 

"THKLAIKUO     THK   glen      (aKTER   MR.    J.    MACWHIRTER,    R.A.)i  :j^«^..«.U     C^^    U.'o     e^.'^i-...^  T>^ 

BY  A.  s.  BOYD.  guid  cncugh  tor  his  picture.     I  m  nae 

sonsie  eneugh  (pretty  enough)."  "  Eh  ?  " 
mustn't  destroy  it.'  Stone  suddenly  woke  to  roared  the  father.  " Jeannie,  go  call  your 
a  realization  of  what  he  had  done.  "But  sister."  In  two  or  three  minutes  another 
what  can  I  do  with  it  ? "  he  asked.  "  Do  damsel  appeared,  tall,  red-faced,  raw-boned, 
with  it  ?  Why,  paint  out  the  costume,  of  and  with  a  violent  red  nose.  The  owner  of 
course.  Call  it  *  A  Seedy  Buccaneer  the  landscape  then  delivered  his  ultimatum. 
Down  on  His  Luck.'  ,     , 

It'll    create    a    great  : 

sensation."  But  Stone, 

I  believe,  did  not  take      v  I; 

the  proffered  advice,       ^ 

and   the   picture  was  ! 

begun  again. 

Furniss :    Speaking 
of  Fildes,  is  it  not  odd 

to  think  that  he,  like  ^ 

Stone,  began  as  an 
illustrator  to  Dickens, 
and  now  he  is  almost 
exclusively  a  fashion- 
able portrait  painter? 
If  I  were  asked  to 
give  my  general  im- 
pression of  Fildes's 
work,  it  would  be 
something    like    this 

Here  followed 

the  sketch  given  on 

the  previous  page.  will  owen's  elucidation  of  mr.  dbndv  saolbr's  style.  t 
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"  Ye  can  talc  your  choice,"  he  said.    "  Ye  can 
pit  my  two  dochters  in  t'  picture,  or  ye  can 
gang  awa'  oot  of  t*  glen."      As  MacWhirter 
had  put  in  two  solid  days  painting  and  was 
enamoured  of  his  subject,  he  thought  fit  to 
compromise.       So 
he    brought    forth 
another  canvas  and 
painted     the     two 
Highland  maidens 
separately,       after- 
wards    making     a 
present  of  the  pic- 
ture to  the  offended 
monarch     of     the 
glen. 

Bolman :  Apro- 
pos of  Will  Owen's 
vivid  illustration  of 
Dendy  Sadler's 
style,  I  should  like 
to  interject  a  little 
story  of  the  painter 
himself.  A  few  years 
ago  he  engaged 
lodgings  for  a  fort- 
night in  a  charm- 
ing Devonshire  vil- 
lage. He  was  very 
much  struck  by  the 
appearance  of  the 


place,  and  especially  the  old-fashioned  furni- 
ture and  fittings.  Much  to  his  surprise  and 
disgust,  when  he  got  to  his  lodgings  a  week 
later  he  found  the  old  oak  settles,  chairs, 
and  tables  replaced  by  red  plush,  up-to-date 
Curtain  Road  furniture,  the  old  prints  were 
down  and  the  grandfather's  clock  had  been 
taken  away.  He  summoned  his  landlord. 
"  Look  here,"  he  said,  **what  does  this  mean?" 
The  man  smiled  complacently.  "  Ah,  Mr. 
Sadler,"  he  said,  "we  knew  it  would  please 
you,  sir.  The  moment  we  heard  Mr.  Dendy 
Sadler  was  a-comin'  down  here  for  a  rest,  my 
wife  and  I,  we  bundled  all  that  old  stuff  out  o' 
the  house.  We  knew  that  what  you  wanted 
most  was  a  rest  from  that  kind  o'  thing,  sir! " 

Fratik  Reynolds  gave  an  elucidation  of  the 
methods  of  Frank  Brangwyn,  A.R.A.,  saying: 
"  Brangwyn's  creed  may  be  summed  up  in 
Paint,  more  Paint,  still  more  Paint.  His 
specialities  are  bent  backs  and  brigantines,  and 
he  revels  in  an  Oriental  opulence  of  colour." 

Hassall :  Will  Baumer  kindly  illustrate  that 
rising  light  in  Israel,  Solomon  J.  Solomon, 
of  whom  it  can  no  longer  be  said  that,  "  in 
all  his  glory,  he  is  not  R.A.'d  like  one  of 
these"? 

That  Baumer  executed  his  task  with  taste 
and  judgment,  let  the  annexed  drawing  testify. 
And  so,  with  the  remark  from  the  Prince 
that  he  would  carry  back  to  the  Far  East  a 
very  comprehensive  knowledge  of  the  British 
Royal  Academy,  the  proceedings  terminated. 
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By  E.  White. 


HAT'S  a  marianthus." 

Marley  Rye  put  up  his 
glasses,  and  discovered  a  gor-, 
geous  specimen  of  an  amar- 
anthus.  A  broad  smile  spread 
over  his  face  as  he  looked  at 
the  bright-eyed  girl  who  flitted  like  a  golden 
butterfly  from  flower  to  flower,  pointing  out 
their  beauties  and  enhancing  their  reputations, 
as  she  murdered  their  good  names.  A  scarlet 
screen  of  exotics  threw  up  her  white  dress  in 
bold  relief,  and  Rye  reflected  that  there  were 
worse  things  in  life  than  being  piloted  through 
acres  of  glass-houses  crammed  full  of  choice 
blooms  by  the  daughter  of  the  house, 
especially  when  that  daughter  happened  to 
be  Bobbie. 

Marley  was  also  having  a  second  treat,  for 
in  his  capacity  of  a  classic  swell  who,  accord- 
ing to  rumour,  spouted  Greek  in  his  cradle, 
he  was  deriving  an  immense  amount  of  secret 
mirth  from  the  ingenuity  with  which  the  girl 
managed  to  mangle  the  most  straightforward 
name. 

"  Whoever  taught  you  these  long  words  ?  " 
he  asked,  as  Bobbie  untwisted  her  mouth 
after  an  extra  effort. 

"  Steggins,  our  head  gardener.  An  awfully 
clever  man.  He  knows  all  the  names,  and  he 
taught  me.     It's  difficult,  but,  you  see,  I  try." 

"  Tm  sure  you  do.  You  are  the  most 
trying  person  I  know." 

But  Bobbie  did  not  rise  to  the  bait. 

"  Oh,  look  ! "  she  cried.  "  They're  trying 
the  new  cob.     Come  outside  quickly  !  " 

As  Rye  followed  the  girl  from  the  moist 
heat  of  the  conservatory  into  the  glare  of  the 
sun  he  reflected  on  the  strangeness  of  Fate 
which  had  made  him  an  inmate  of  the  house. 
For,  though  the  Flower  family  had  come  to 
the  district  seven  months  previously,  they  had 
not  yet  "arrived."  When  they  settled  in  the 
neighbourhood  they  took  the  finest  seat  in 
the  county,  as  a  tangible  proof  of  the  large 
fortune  which  was  believed  to  be  theirs.  But 
they  left  their  family  tree  behind  them  in 
Australia,  and  the  county,  who  vaguely  be- 
lieved that  the  ancestors  of  all  people  hailing 
from  that  particular  Colony  were  drafted  from 
Botany  Bay,  delayed  calling  on  the  new- 
comers lest  they  should  entertain  future 
convicts  unawares. 

Altogether,  at  present,   the   Flowers  were 

having  an  uphill  time,  for  they  were   rich, 

_hospi table,  and  wanted  to  be  friendly.     For 


some  time  past  the  county  was  busily  engaged 
in  weighing  them  in  the  balance.  Most  of  the 
bolder  members  wished  to  fraternize  with  the 
owner  of  the  best  preserves  in  the  district, 
but  the  conservative  families  were  upset  by 
the  news  that  the  Colonials  drank  tea  with 
every  meal.  The  family  consisted  of  the 
elder  Flower,  who  was  a  hatchet-faced,  spare 
man,  whose  character  was  striking  enough  to 
rise  superior  to  his  social  slips,  and  to  stamp 
him  a  personality.  He  was  respected  gene- 
rally ;  but  then  the  Flower  son,  in  his  crude 
savagery,  was  almost  impossible,  and  the 
Flower  nephew — Mole  —  quite  impossible. 
With  Mrs.  Flower  the  neighbourhood  was 
not  concerned,  for,  though  keenly  interested 
in  fur  and  feather,  the  only  thing  with  wings 
that  came  outside  their  province  was  an 
angel,  and  Mrs.  Flower  had  been  dead  fifteen 
years. 

Bobbie  was  the  hardest  nut  to  crack. 
Young,  beautiful,  and  domineering,  she 
became  instantly  the  prettiest  girl  in  the 
county  and  the  most  unpopular.  After  she 
shocked  the  most  select  circle  that  ever  owed 
a  washing  bill  to  a  steam  laundry,  by  an  un- 
guarded reference  to  having  washed  her  own 
blouses,  those  same  garments  lacked  the 
starch  of  the  social  manner,  where  she  was 
concerned.  Marley  Rye  had  met  her  out  with 
the  harriers  on  one  of  the  rare  occasions  when 
he  came  down  from  his  beloved  Cambridge, 
and  had  spent  whole  days  with  the  beautiful 
Australian  in  sprinting  across  country. 
Bobbie's  beauty  appealed  to  him  first,  and 
then  her  pluck,  her  breeziness,  and  unconven- 
tionality,  and  if  she  showed  rather  more  leg 
in  negotiating  a  hedge  than  the  average  girl, 
she  also  gave  him  glimpses  of  a  thoroughly 
strong,  true  nature.  So,  to  his  great  surprise. 
Rye  left  off  hunting  the  hare  and  took  to 
running  after  Bobbie,  with  the  result  that  he 
received  an  invitation  to  the  Flower  domains 
for  a  week-end. 

"  That  cob  is  a  devil,"  remarked  Bobbie, 
airily,  as  they  approached  a  grass  plot  where 
a  group  of  men  gathered  round  a  restless 
horse,  with  a  beautiful  coat  and  a  wicked 
eye. 

**  Here,  you  two,  come  along  and  see 
some  sport,"  called  out  the  elder  Flower, 
joyfully.     "  This  is  like  old  times." 

The  stable-boy,  who  was  nearly  lifted  off 
his  feet  with  every  movement  of  the  horse's 
head,  grinned  with  anticipation  as  the  Flower 
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son  elbowed  him 
out  of  the  way 
and  started  to 
mount  the  cob. 
A  scene  of  mad 
excitement  fol- 
lowed. The  horse 
reared  up  in  every 
direction,  buck- 
ing and  kicking 
furiously,  while 
gravel  flew  up  in 
white  showers,  ; 
and  the  family 
dodged  the  flying 
hoofs  with  wild 
glee  —  Bobbie's 
delighted  scream 
above  the  rest. 

"  Fifst  blood  to  th 
observed    Flower, 
horse    deposited    > 
gently  on   the  turf, 
next,  Dick  ! " 

But  Mole  was  sp 
Flower  himself  mdu 
finally  ejected  from 
a  splendid  display 
strength  that  Rye's  face  kindled. 

"  Capital,  capital ! "  he  said  to  Bobbie  ; 
"your  father's  riding  beats  everything  Fve 
seen." 

"  Yes,  doesn't  it  ?  "  Bobbie's  cheeks  were 
flushed.     "  Your  turn  now,'*  she  added. 

Rye's  pleasure  was  suddenly  diluted. 
"No,  thank  you,"  he  said,  hastily;  "I 
wouldn't  dream  of  mounting  that  brute ! 
I'm  not  a  don  at  riding,  like  you  people." 

He  felt  uncomfortable  as  he  spoke,  but  he 
had  no  idea  of  the  consternation  that  his 
answer  was  to  produce. 

"  But  you'll  try  it,  of  course  ?  "  said  Flower, 
whose  eyes  were  bulging  with  astonishment. 
"  You  won't  give  the  horse  best  ?  " 

"I  should  if  I  tried  to  mount  him.  It 
would  be  equivalent  to  asking  one  of  you  to 
smash  my  head  in." 

A  silence  followed,  broken  only  by  the 
snigger  of  the  stable-boy.  Then  Flower 
grunted,  "Well,  I've  heerd  a  lot  about 
British  pluck,  but— h'm  !  " 

"Get  up,  Bobbie,"  interposed  Mole,  "just 
to  show  \Ir.  Rye  it's  quite  easy." 

Rye  bit  his  lip. 

"  It's  not  a  question  of  pluck,  but  of 
common  sense,"  he  said,  shortly. 

"  Nonsense  !  See  here  —  I  dare  you  to 
mount !  "  burst  in  Bobbie. 

The  group  instantly  made  way,  expecting 


"  HE  CAVB  SUCH  A  SPLENDID   DISPLAY  OF   HORSEMANSHIP 
AND  STRENGTH   THAT   RYS's   FACE   KINDLED.* 

to  see  Rye  dash  madly  for  the  horse,  but  he 
only  frowned. 

"I'm  afraid  your  *dare'  won't  alter  my 
decision.     I'm  not  a  fool." 

"  No.     Something  else,  perhaps  ! " 

The  whole  family,  hot  with  indignation, 
turned  and  glared  at  Rye,  who,  cold  with 
disgust,  glowered  back  at  them. 

"  Well,  since  I  don't  shine  at  this  exhibition 
of  skill,  and  I  seem  to  be  interfering  with  the 
enjoyment,  I'll  have  a  smoke,"  he  said,  at 
length. 

"  Don't  smoke  in  the  stables.  Some  of 
the  horses  are  rather  fresh." 

It  was  Bobbie's  voice,  and  Rye  rose  to  the 
taunt. 

"  Thanks,  I'll  take  the  risks,  if  any." 

He  turned  on  his  heel,  and  a  chorus  of 
loud  laughter  followed  him,  which  made  the 
unaccustomed  red  rise  to  his  sallow  face. 
As  he  walked  away  his  brain  was  in  a  whirl, 
as  if  a  ruthless  hand  had  suddenly  made  hay 
in  his  well-regulated  and  neatly-docketed 
mind.  He  felt  like  a  king  whose  monarchy 
had  been  insulted,  and,  at  the  same  time,  like 
a  small  boy  who  had  been  whipped,  and  who 
wanted  his  mother.  His  sense  of  personal 
dignity  had  been  badly  hurt.  Throughout 
his   life   he  had   been   keenly  conscious   of 


Digitized  by 


Google 


68 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


belonging  to  the  superior  section  of  Society, 
which  is  hall-marked   by  the  capital  letter. 
His  family  was  prominent   in   the   county ; 
the  family  silver  was  nearly  as  ancient  as  the 
crest  engraved  thereon  ;  while  for  the  greater 
part    their    moral    status   dated    back    to   a 
period  of  antiquity  which  is  known  as  "  the 
old  Adam/*    In  short,  Rye  was  a  somebody, 
and  this  somebody  had  been  insulted  by  an 
Australian  squatter.     He  here  dug  his  heel 
into  the  fresh  white  gravel  of  the  path,  and 
his  wound  received  its  first  drop  of  balm  by 
the  cut-up  appearance  of  the  Flower  gravel. 
Then  he  remembered  that  he  also  belonged 
to  the  aristocracy,  of  brains,  as  his   career 
at   Cambridge  testified,  and,  smarting  with 
the  jeers  of  the  illiterate  Mole,  he  raised  his 
stick  and  savagely  cut  off  the  head  of  a 
Flower  geranium.  Ardent  botanist  though  he 
was,   he  viewed   its  fall   with  glee.      Then 
flashed  across  his  mind 
the  memory  of  Bobbie 
short,    sweet    face,   h( 
breeziness,  and  he 
whims.   Sadly  he  picke 
up  the  Flower  geraniu 
and  put  it  in  his  butto 
hole.      He  could 
not  include  Bobbie 
in  his   black   list. 
Bobbie  was  beau- 
tiful, Bobbie  was 
rich  ;  in  the  future 
Bobbie  might  pos- 
sibly wear  a  coro- 
net   And  Bobbie 
despised  him.  Rye 
suddenly     shrank 
to  four  feet   odd 
again.     He  felt 
sure  he  was  a  small 
boy  in  an   Eton  jacl 
and  he  wanted  to  si 
away  somewhere  and  h 
his  grief  from  the  worl 

He  passed  from 
flowers  and  the  turf 
through  a  little  door, 
and  found  himself  in 
another  part  of  the  gardens.  Fruit  trees 
sunned  themselves  on  the  mellowed,  red- 
bricked  walls;  glass  frames  flashed  in  the 
sunshine.  Past  rows  of  pea  sticks  and  acres 
of  glass  he  walked,  till  trees  gave  way  to 
sheds  and  cabbage-patches  to  outhouses.  A 
long  line  of  buildings  lay  to  one  side,  and 
their  shady  aspect  tempted  Rye  to  leave  the 
sun  and  the  midday  heat.  He  would  smoke 
off  his  troubles  in  the  stables. 


'  WITH  A  SHOUT,  HB  TURNED  ROUND  AND  RAN  AS 
FAST  AS   HIS   LEGS   AND  WIND  WOULD  CARRY  HIM." 


He  went  up  to  the  green-painted  door  and 
fumbled  with  the  latch,  but  to  his  annoyance 
he  found  that  the  place  was  locked.     Peering 
about   with    his    short-sighted   eyes   he   dis- 
covered a  bunch  of  keys  hanging  on  a  nail 
by  him,  and  as  everyone   seemed   to  have 
deserted  for  their  noonday  meal  he  labori- 
ously tried   key   after   key.     His   straw   hat 
tilted  forward  as  he  bent  down  and  knocked 
off  his  glasses,  but  he  took  no  notice.     At 
last  the  click  of  the  lock  rewarded  him,  and 
he  pushed  open  the  door.     As  he  entered 
the  stables  a    shock -headed    youth    came 
round  the  corner,  carrying  a  bucket  of  water. 
His  round  eyes  saw  a  slim  man  in  a  grey 
suit  and  a  straw  hat.     Nothing  more.     Yet 
the  bucket  of  water  fell  from  his  hand,  and, 
with  a  shout,  he  turned  round  and  ran  as 
fast  as  his  legs  and  wind  would  carry  him  in 
the  opposite  direction.     It  was*  an  incident 
worthy  of  notice,  but,  as 
3LS  performed  behind 
s    back,   it   did    not 
rer  its  purpose  of  dis- 
traction. 

The  door  fell  to 
with  a  slam,  and 
the  outside  world, 
with   its  vexation 
and     humiliation, 
was  shuj  securely 
out     The  stables 
were     delightfully 
cool  and  dark  after 
the  glare  of    the 
gardens,  and  Rye 
felt     instinctively 
soothed.      He  lit 
pipe,  and,  after  care- 
^     extinguishing     the 
ch,  puffed  away  with 
^ing    contentment, 
i  yellow  straw  rustled 
er  his  feet,  as  he  paced 
and  down,  reviewing 
morning's  incident 
The  scene  whirled  be- 
fore his  eyes  like  the  pieces 
of  a  kaleidoscope.     The 
rearing  horse  dashed  before  him,  with  the  ring 
of  grinning  faces  dancing  round.     Bobbie's 
sweet  face  slid  down  from  the  sky,  and  the 
white  of  her  dress  cut  into  the  circle.   Blotches 
of  shadow  were  succeeded  by  bars  of  yellow 
sun,  and  broad  patches  of  colour  were  scattered 
everywhere.     A  wedge  of  blue,  which  was  the 
sky,  mingled  with  a  slab  of  green,  which  was 
the  turf,  and  over  it  all  shot  the  hoofs  and 
mane  of  the  diabolical  horse. 
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Rye  groaned.  He  wondered  where  the 
wretched  brute  was  stalled.  There  was  no 
sign  of  him  here — nothing  but  some  quiet 
ponies  covered  with  striped  cloths. 

He  took  another  turn.  His  pipe  went  out, 
and  as  he  sucked  its  cold  stem  he  had  a 
sudden  foretaste  of  the  future  reft  of 
Bobbie.  It  may  have  been  the  empty  pipe, 
but  somehow  life  was  empty  then.  The 
classics  appeared  squeezed  of  their  interest, 
and  in  comparison  with  Bobbie's  vitality 
Virgil  and  Homer  seemed  to  have  been  dead 
rather  longer  than  usual. 

Rye  lit  another  match,  and  its  flame, 
revealed  a  new  sight.  One  of  the  walls  was 
pierced  by  a  narrow  window,  through  which 
the  sun  poured  in  a  shaft  of  gold.  Now  this 
was  obscured  by  dark  masses.  He  felt  for 
his  glasses,  but  to  his  annoyance  they  were 
not  in  his  poOket,  and  he  remembered  that 
he  had  left  them  lying  outside  the  stables. 
He  stamped  his  foot  crossly,  and  it  may  even 
be  surmised  that  he  said  a  short  and  expres- 
sive word.  But  he  had  a  right  to  be  annoyed, 
for  without  his  glasses  he  felt  himself  to  be 
as  helpless  as  a  baby. 

Again  he  strained  his  eyes  towards  the 
window,  but  was  only  rewarded  by  a  blur. 
Yet  he  thought  he  could  distinguish  white 
patches  that  looked  like  faces,  and  something 
bright,  suspiciously  like  Bobbie's  hair.  He 
stood  for  a  minute  in  indecision,  and  then 
he  approached  the  window.  With  every  step 
the  dimmed  outlines  grew  sharper,  and 
presently  he  saw  that  his  conjecture  had 
been  correct.  Four  faces  were  staring  at 
him  through  the  cobwebby  glass,  and  one 
was  crowned  with  Bobbie's  fair  halo. 

Rye  turned  on  his  heel  savagely  ;  this  was 
playing  the  game  too  low.  The  Flower 
family  seemed  in  ten  minutes  to  have  skipped 
a  few  centuries  of  time,  and,  not  content 
with  their  first  rdie  of  primeval  savages,  had 
introduced  into  their  manner  the  customs  of 
the  Inquisition. 

The  thought  of  those  watching  eyes  gloat- 
ing over  his  discomfiture  goaded  Rye  to  fury. 
"  Cads  ! "  he  ejaculated,  in  his  rage.  He 
crossed  over  to  a  dark  corner  where  he  would 
be  out  of  their  range  of  vision,  and  started 
to  finish  his  pipe.  A  pony  stamped  rest- 
lessly about  his  box  and  came  out  of  his 
stall.  He  passed  close  to  Rye,  and  then 
scudded  back  as  a  low  knocking  commenced 
on  the  door. 

Rye's  teeth  bit  through  his  amber  mouth- 
piece. "  Hanged  if  I'll  contribute  to  their 
humour  any  more,"  he  muttered.  His  pipe 
was  a  thing  of  the  past,  and  he  had  only  a 


fervent  desire  to  leave  the  stables.  But  he 
would  not  go  through  the  door,  where  the 
hammering  was  growing  more  insistent  every 
minute.  He  crossed  to  the  other  end  of  the 
stable.  Here  a  heavily-bolted  door  barred 
his  way,  and  he  began  to  tackle  the  bolts  in 
the  hope  that  it  might  lead  to  an  outlet.  As 
he  fought  with  the  heavy  bars  the  sound  of 
the  knocking  increased  in  volume,  but  he  took 
no  heed.  Furiously  pressing  down  the  rusty 
iron,  he  managed  to  force  the  door  open. 
It  was  evident  from  the  effort  it  involved  that 
this  means  of  communication  was  .seldom 
used. 

He  found  himself  in  a  smallish  stable 
strewn  with  straw.  At  one  end  was  a  sort 
of  rough  stair,  leading  to  a  loft,  and  moving 
up  there,  among  the  hay,  he  saw  what 
appeared  to  be  the  uncouth  figure  of  a  stable- 
boy.  The  room  was  shady,  but  his  short- 
sighted eyes,  peering  about,  found  what  they 
were  seeking.  The  door  at  the  far  end 
really  looked  as  if  it  led  out  to  the  grounds, 
and  he  crossed  over  and  rattled  at  it,  but  only 
to  find  to  his  disgust  that  it  was  locked  on 
the  outside. 

"  Hi ! "  he  called  to  the  boy,  "  can  you 
open  this  door  ?  " 

The  boy  turned  his  head,  but  at  that 
moment  Rye's  attention  was  attracted  by  the 
scurry  of  feet  outside.  The  key  turned  in 
the  lock,  the  door  was  flung  oj)en,  and  he 
stepped  again  into  the  sun  to  find  himself 
confronted  with  the  Flower  farnily.  Yet  even 
as  he  passed  the  doorway  and  the  door 
slammed  he  had  a  curious  sensation.  It 
seemed  as  if  someone  had  just  touched 
him  with  the  tip  of  a  very  powerful  finger, 
and,  in  spite  of  the  heat,  a  cold  jet  suddenly 
spurted  down  his  spine  and  his  knee-joints 
suddenly  gave  way.  Lost  in  his  surprise  at 
this  unaccountable  spasm  of  fear,  he  heard  as 
in  a  dream,  through  the  thick  wood  of  the 
door,  the  sound  of  a  mufHed  roar. 

The  faces  round  him  were  pale  and  per- 
turbed, and  Rye's  brain  began  officiously  to 
work  on  its  own  account.  In  spite  of  himself, 
a  horrid  suspicion  persisted  in  knocking  at 
his  heart.  Had  he  stumbled  on  a  secret  of 
the  Flower  family?  That  scream  had  a 
maniac  tone  in  it.  He  shivered  at  the 
thought. 

As  he  glared  round  at  the  circle  of  faces 
the  elder  Flower  suddenly  thrust  out  a  hairy 
paw. 

"  Shake  ! "  he  said.  "  I  don't  go  back  on 
my  word,  but  when  I  make  a  mistake  I 
own  up  to  it.  I  was  mistaken  just  now. 
Shake  ! " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


70 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


Rye  shook,  but  frigidly.  The  next  minute, 
the  younger  Flower  and  Mole  started  a 
course  of  pump-handling. 

"  We  spoke  too  soon,  I  reckon.  You 
Britishers  are  plucky  enough,  come  to  that, 
but,  mebbe,  the  way's 


••'hi!'  hk  called  to  the  bov,  'can  you  oi'en  this  door?' 

Rye  with  an  aching  arm,  bruised  fingers,  and 
a  still  stronger  sense  of  mystification.  There 
was  something  strange  about  the  Flower  cor- 
diality, something  he  could  not  fathom.  As 
they  walked  back  to  the  house  they  all  talked 
boisterously,  with  an  effusive  friendliness  that 
was  in  marked  contrast  to  their  former  cold- 
ness. Yet  Rye  kept  intercepting  furtive 
glances  and  questioning  looks  that  were  shot 
at  his  face.  It  was  plain  that  he  had  tumbled 
on  a  hornet's  nest  of  mystery,  and  no 
pleasant  mystery  either,  as  the  inhuman  howl 
testified. 

^Vhen  they  reached  the  flower-garden, 
Bobbie,  who  had  walked  silently  ahead, 
suddenly    dismissed    her    male    belongings 


"  Walk  on,  please  !     I  want  to  speak  to  Mr. 
Rye  alone." 

The  men  grinned  and  obeyed.    Rye  waited 
in  surprise  at  this  fresh  development.     But 
Bobbie  stood  with  her  head  bent,  apparently 
occupied    with    scraping  a    hole    in 
the  gravel  with  the  tip  of  a  beaded 
slipper.      When    she    at    last   spoke 
her  remark  was  quite  irrelevant. 
"  Isn't  that  a  lovely  aster  ?  "     , 
Rye  stared  hard  at  the  flower,  and 
answered  with  growing  surprise,  "  Yes. 
Very    early   for    them,    though,"    he 
amended. 

"Come  along."  Bobbie  dragged 
him  on  impetuously.  She  took  his 
arm,  and  he  now  saw  that  her  cheeks 
were  pale  and  streaky  and  her  jaunti- 
ness  had  given  way  to  an  unfamiliar 
misery. 

"  VVhy,  what's  wrong,  Bobbie  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  I've  been  crying,"  was  the  direct 
answer. 

"  VVhy,  what  about  ?  " 
"  You." 

''Mel     But  why —why?" 
All   her   caprice   seemed   to    have 
been  driven  out  of  Bobbie. 

"  Oh,"  she  answered,  "  because  we 
riled  you  so,  and  I  do  like  you — better 
— better  than  I've  ever  liked  anyone 
before." 

She  stopped,  and  though  Rye  com- 
pleted her  sentence  it  must  lie 
admitted  that  it  was  Bobbie  who 
practically  proposed. 

Rye  walked  back  to  lunch  with 
Bobbie  nestling  on  his  arm,  rap- 
ture and  astonishment  striving  for 
mastery.  This  had  indeed  been 
a  morning  of  surprises.  As  they 
reached  the  dining-room  the  girl 
hung  back. 

"  I've  something  of  yours,"  she  said — "  your 
glasses." 

She  perched  them  on  her  nose  and 
squinted  alarmingly  at  him.  Then  she 
slipped  them  in  his  pocket  and  gave  him  a 
gentle  push. 

"  Now,  just  go  straight  in  and  ask  dad." 
Rye  hesitated.  In  spite  of  his  surprising 
conquest  of  the  beautiful  heiress,  whom  he 
had  that  morning  in  fancy  bestowed  as  an 
ornament  to  the  peerage  of  England,  he  felt 
doubtful  of  his  reception. 

"  I  think  I'll  wait  until  after  lunch.     He 
doesn't  care  much  about  me,  I'm  afraid." 
"No;    you   ask   him   now   before   lunch. 
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He'll  enjoy  it  all  ^the  more.  Dad  thinks  all 
the  world  of  you." 

Apparently  Bobbie  was  right,  for  the  elder 
Flower  beamed  upon  him,  after  he  had  sorted 
out  Rye's  tangled  tale,  and  at  once,  and  with 
no  reservations.  Rye  was  accepted  into  the 
bosom  of  the  family.  The  younger  Flower, 
and  Mole  also,  vied  with  each  other  in 
expressing  their  delight. 

But  it  was  all  too  sudden  and  too  effusive. 
Rye  spent  a  blissful  afternoon  with  Bobbie 
under  the  chestnut  tree  on  the  lawn,  but 
somehow,  underneath  all  his  rapture,  lay  the 
uneasy  feeling  that  he  was  being  bribed. 
Through  the  murmur  of  the  bees,  and  the 
hum  of  the  wind  through  the  trees,  before 
the  crimson  of  the  roses,  and  even  between 
Bobbie's  kisses,  came  the  faint  echo  of  that 
maniac  roar. 

At  four  o'clock  they  were  disturbed  by 
the  family,  a  visitor,  and  tea.  The  family 
gathered  round  a  solid  table,  set  in  the  shade 
of  the  chestnut,  and  prepared  to  attack  the 
mounds  of  raspberries  and  cream  with  the 
appetites  of  schoolboys.  But  their  hospitality 
disconcerted  their  visitor,  a  thin-lipped,  hard- 
faced  man,  who  was  the  owner  of  the  adjoin- 
ing seat. 

"Only  a  cup  of  tea,  nothing  else,"  he 
protested.  "  I've  very  little  time,  and  I  was 
hoping  that  you  would  take  me  round  your 
place.  I've  heard  so  much  of  your  grounds, 
and  the  collection." 

"  Why,  yes  1  Come  along,  all  of  you  ! " 
The  elder  Flower  jumped  up  gleefully.  To 
do  the  honours  of  his  gardens  appealed  to 
him  even  more  than  the  solid  delights  of  tea. 
The  others  dutifully  followed  in  a  string, 
waiting  meekly  while  Flower  dilated  over 
some  particular  beauty  of  horticulture,  and 
the  Hon.  Bill  Groves  pursed  his  thin  lips, 
admired,  and  envied. 

Presently  they  threaded  their  way  towards 
the  scene  of  the  morning's  adventure,  and 
Rye's  heart  beat  faster  as  the  familiar  long 
building  came  in  sight. 

"  So  you've  heard  of  this  already  ? "  re- 
marked Flower.  "  Come  to  the  window  and 
look  in.  It's  not  safe  to  go  inside ;  but  have 
a  squint.  Of  course,  the  place  isn't  properly 
built  yet,  and  this  is  only  a  makeshift.  Did 
you  ever  see  finer  brutes  ?  " 

For  the  second  time  that  day  four  heads 
were  pressed  to  the  window.  Flower  grinned 
at  Rye  and  closed  one  eye. 

"Kw  don't  want  to  see  them,"  he  said, 
jovially.  "Seen  'em  at  closer  quarters, 
haven't  you?" 

But,  with  his  glasses  now  perched  securely 


on  his  nose,  Rye  was  seeing  them  for  the  first 
time.  His  heart  gave  a  violent  leap.  Instead 
of  the  quiet  ponies  in  their  striped  cloths, 
here  were  several  fine  specimens  of  an  animal 
that  is  noted  for  its  ferocity  and  strength — 
whose  kick  and  bite  could  have  speedily 
reduced  him  to  the  state  of  an  inoffensive 
doormat  for  their  vicious  hoofs. 

"  Fine  zebras  I "  remarked  Flower.  "Unruly 
beasts  !  I've  a  gorilla  in  the  next  place,"  he 
continued.  "  Come  and  have  a  look  through 
the  window.  We'll  soon  have  him  properly 
fixed  up." 

Rye  staggered  up  behind  the  others.  He 
was  actually  rather  a  nervous  man,  and  these 
revelations  made  him  feel  physically  ill. 
With  startled  eyes  peering  through  the  dim 
glass,  he  saw  squatting  in  the  shadow  the 
enormous  figure  of  a  gigantrc  ape.  The  nut- 
like eye,  the  powerful  jaws,  and  the  width  of 
the  chest  all  appalled  him.  The  brute  slowly 
shook  his  shaggy  head  from  side  to  side,  and 
mouthed  gravely  to  itself  in  absurd  parody  of 
a  man,  but  when  he  saw  the  people  at  the 
window  he  made  a  bound  towards  them  and 
gripped  the  bars  with  his  huge  arms,  grinning 
with  rage. 

Flower  grinned  back  with  pride.  "Soon 
make  mincemeat  of  anyone,  wouldn't  he? 
Now  I  must  tell  you  a  little  yam.  This  chap 
here,  Rye  —  he's  to  be  my  son-in-law,  and 
proud  I  am  of  it,  too — well,  we  sort  of  ragged 
him  this  morning,  because  he  wam't  set  on 
trying  one  of  our  horses.  We  said  p'r'aps 
more'n  we  meant,  and  he  just  set  out  to  show 
us  that  a  Britisher  don't  know  the  white 
feather.  Now,  what  d'you  think  he  did? 
Why,  man,  it  was  grand !  Just  went  and 
smoked  his  pipe  among  those  zebras.  There's 
nerve !  But,  mind,  it  was  going  too  far.  We 
tried  to  make  him  budge.  But  this  puss  of 
mine  had  dared  him,  so  what  d'you  think  he 
did  next  ?  Why,  left  his  card  with  the  gorilla. 
Mind,  that  was  chunk -headed  folly,  but 
it  was  grand  all  the  same.  Near  shave 
he  had,  too.  Yappo  all  but  grabbed  him. 
But,  for  all  cool  nerve,  it  licks  creation.  For 
quite  ten  minutes  he  held  his  life  in  his 
hand,  and,  so  far  as  I  could  see,  his  pipe 
never  went  out.     How's  that  for  a  man  f  " 

They  all  turned  and  looked  in  reverential 
admiration  at  the  man,  who,  from  his  abject 
appearance  at  that  moment,  looked  incapable 
of  offering  fight  to  a  mouse. 

"  Now  come  and  see  the  antelopes,"  urged 
Flower. 

Rye,  muttering  an  excuse,  tume' 
on  his  heel  and  left  them.      He 
dream,  till  he  came  to  a  sh? 
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lawii,  where  a  plaster.  Pan  played  to  a  clipped 
yew.  Then  he  took  out  his  pipe,  and  smoked 
and  thought.  He  told  his  pipe  a  good  many 
things  as  he  watched  the  blue  rings  curl 
upwards.  He  explained  that  everyone  on 
the  earth  was  a  toy  that  Fate  played  with — 
that  free  will  was  nothing,  and  that  Fate  was 
everything.  That  Fate  stuck  them  all  up 
for  a  gigantic  game  of  ninepins,  and  that 
Fate  threw  the  ball.  He  had  had  some 
close  shaves  that  day,  but  he  wasn't  bowled. 
Let  things  istay  as  they  were  !  It  was  all 
Fate! 

But  his  pipe  only  said  one  thing,  and  that 
thing  was,  "  Be  a  man'^  The  shadows  were 
falling  when  Bobbie  came  round  the  corner 
and  found  him  there.  His  face  was  pale 
and  his  eyes  heavy,  for  the  history  of  his  first 
smoke  had  been  repeated,  and  his  pipe  had 
beaten  him. 

**  Bobbie,"  he  said,  abruptly,  "  you  know  I 
care  for  you  more  than  anything  in  the  world, 
so  perhaps  you'll  understand  a  little — just  a 
very  little— of  how  hard  it  is  to  say  what  I'm 
going  to.  It  is  this :  I  am  not  brave.  I  am 
a  coward.  I  never  knew  that  your  father 
had  a  collection  of  wild  animals.  I  walked 
in  there  by  accident,  and  I  couldn't  see  them 
without  my  glasses.  '  But  I've  been  frightened 
ever  since.     So — it's  all  over." 

"Indeed,  indeed,  it's  not!''     Bobbie's  hug 


was  a  very  fair  imitation  of  the  gorilla's  grip. 
"  Dear,  I  knew  all  the  time.  I  found  your 
glasses  outside,  and  I  tested  you  the  first 
thing.  You  blind  old  bat,  you  called  a 
geranium  an  aster !  But  when  I  saw  you  in 
that  dreadful  place  I  knew  I  loved  you  then, 
all  the  way  through." 

"  Love  a  coward  ?  " 

"You're  not  We  were  wrong.  You 
would  have  been  mad  to  mount  that  horse. 
And  you've  proved  you're  brave.  The 
others  would  never  have  dared  to  own  up 
they  were  funks.  I  guess  there  are  two  sorts 
of  bravery." 

"  Well,  Tm  glad  you  don't  give  me  up," 
said  Rye.     "  But  I'm  afraid  the  others  will." 

"  They  won't.  Only  I'll  tell  them  myself. 
And  you  are  never, to  mention  this  again. 
Promise ! " 

Rye  promised,  and  apparently  the  Flower 
family  accepted  Bobbie's  view,  for  their  son- 
in-law  always  remained  their  hero. 

Yet,  if  the  truth  were  known,  perhaps 
Bobbie's  version  of  the  story  was  incomplete. 
But,  whatever  she  said,  she  sealed  the  lips  of 
her  hearers,  and  the  great  "dare"  incident 
was  never  openly  mentioned.  The  fortunes 
of  the  game  left  Rye  standing,  even  if  it  was 
Bobbie's  hand  that  jogged  Fate's  elbow,  so 
that  the  dread  ball  slid  harmlessly  past  the 
ninepin. 
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No.    IX.— THE   THAMES    FROM    SOURCE   TO    MOUTH. 
The  Photographs  in  this  article  were  taken  by  Henry  W,  Taunt^  Oxford* 


I. — THAMES    HEAD— THE    FIRST    SPRING 
AT  TREWSBURY  MEAD. 


2.— THAMES  HEAD  PUMP. 


3.— FIRST  MIL.L  ON  THAMES. 


4. — RAGMAN  S  LANE,  ASHTON    KEYNES. 


5.— HATCHETTS  PLANK   MUDOK, 
CRICKLADE. 


\A/  HAT  more  delightful  trip 
^  ^  could  be  devised  during 
the  summer  months  than  a 
minute  exploration  of  Eng- 
land's greatest  river  ?  Beyond 
a  somewhat  hazy  notion  that  it 
rises  "somewhere  in  the  Cots- 
wolds,"  few  people  are  really 
aware  of  the  exact  locality 
where  the  first,  the  initial,  drop 
of  Thames  water  bubbles  out 
of  Mother  Earth.  But  this 
ignorance  is  to  a  certain  extent 
excusable,  as  even  the  greatest 
authorities  differ  on  this  point. 
A  great  many  contend  that  the 
Chum  is  the  real  Thames,  and 
that  the  picturesque  Seven 
Springs  near  Cheltenham, 
whence  this  river  receives  its 
genesis,  is  the  actual  source. 
Official  geographers,  on  the 
other  hand,  point  to  Thames 
Head  as  its  true  birthplace. 

Let  us  then  bow  to  the  man- 
date of  authority,  and  set  out 
to  find  the  official  cradle  of  the 
Thames.  Three  miles  from 
Cirencester  (correct  pronunci- 
ation Sissesster)  we  cross  a 
bridge  over  the  Thames  and 
Severn  Canal,  and  when  we 
inquire  the  name  of  the  locality 
we  are  told  it  is  Thames  Head, 
and  that  the  bridge  is  Thames  ^ 
Head  Bridge.  At  the  old  toll- 
gate  house  we  are  directed  to 
a  spot  half  a  mile  along  the 
banks  of  the  canal,  thence  over 
a  wall  into  the  grounds  of 
Trewsbury  Manor.  An  intelli- 
gent canad-man  is  toiling  close 


6w — KISEY  BRIDGE. 


7.— CASTLE  EATON  OLD  BRIDGE. 


8.— KEMPSFOKD 


9w  —  INr,LKSHAM    ROLND    HOLSR, 
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lO,— LKCHLADK,    FKOM   7  Hit 
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17.— NEW   BRIDGE. 


13.  — RADCOT  OLD   BKIDCE. 


18.— THE  WINURUSH    AT  NEW  BRIDGE. 


n 


13.— RADCOT  SIDE  STREAM. 


igb — RIDGES   BRIDGE. 


14. — RUSHY  WEIR. 


20.— BABLOCK    HYTHF   FERRV. 


15. — TADPOLE    BRIDGE. 


21.— PINKHILL    LOCK. 


at  hand,  and  he  undertakes 
to  point  out  the  spring  from 
which,  officially,  the  waters  of 
the  mighty  river  take  their 
rise.  At  the  base  of  a  lofty 
ash  tree  in  a  rather  dense 
glade  a  heap  of  white  flat 
stones  greets  the  eye.  Just 
in  front  of  these  stones  there 
is  a  tiny  water-bed  worn  in 
the  soft  green  turf.  Some 
enterprising  visitor  has  obvi- 
ously intended  to  carve  the 
word  "  Thames  "  in  the  bark 
of  the  ash  tree,  but  he  never 
got  any  farther  than  the  first 
two  letters.  Perhaps  he  was 
dispirited  at  the  thought  of 
attempting  to  rob  Seven 
Springs  of  its  ancient  honour. 
It  is  certain  that  the  place 
lacks  the  charm  and  the 
peculiar  interest  of  the 
cloistered  spot  in  the  Cots- 
wold  Hills.  It  certainly  lacks 
the  grace  and  significance  of 
the  Latin  inscription  :- — 

HIC  TUUS — O  TAMESINE  PATER 
— SEPTEMGEMINUS    FONS 

("Here,  O  Father  Thames, 
thou  hast  thy  sevenfold  birth") 
with  which  Seven  Springs  is 
adorned.  There  are  several 
such  springs  hereabouts,  and, 
with  a  single  exception,  they 
are  all  as  dry  as  a  bone  in 
midsummer. 

But  this  is  caused  by  the 
Thames  Head  Pump,  which 
pumps  daily  thousands  and 
thousands  of  gallons  of  water 
from  these  springs  into  the 
Thames    and    Severn  Canal. 


x6^^SHIFPORD. 


22.— EYNSHAM     BRIDGK. 


23.— GODSTOW  NUNNERY. 
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At  Rendlesham  the  rivulet, 
although  scarcely  six  feet 
wide,  boldly  essays  its  infant 
strength,  and  the  first  mill  on 
the  Thames  is  here  situate. 
The  river  begins  to  assume  a 
navigable  appearance  at  Crick- 
lade,  where  the  Churn  and  the 
Thames  unite,  while  at  Castle 
Eaton,  a  little  village  in  Wilt- 
shire, it  increases  consider- 
ably both  in  width  and  in 
volume.  Kempsford,  the  site 
of  an  old  weir,  is  chiefly  re- 
markable for  its  church,  which 
possesses  many  features  of 
architectural  interest.  Ingle- 
sham  Round  House  marks 
the  junction  of  the  Thames 
with  the  Thames  and  Severn 
Canal,  while  at  Lechlade,  a 
short  distance  farther  down, 
the  river  first  becomes  navig- 
able for  practical  purposes. 

Radcot  Old  Bridge,  an  in- 
teresting thirteenth  -  century 
erection,  has  been  the  scene 
of  more  than  one  battle,  and 
the  island  between  the  bridges 
was  strongly  fortified  during 
the  Civil  War.  At  Tadpole 
Bridge  the  river  becomes  very 
narrow,  with  many  aggravat- 
ingly  sharp  turns,  but  the 
country  through  which  it 
meanders  is  exceedingly 
pretty.  Shifford  is  a  very 
ancient  town,  and  was  the 
meeting-place  of  the  Witan 
in  the  reign  of  King  Alfred 
the  Great,  while  New  Bridge 
is  by  no  means  so  recent  an 
erection  as   its   name   would 


as*— OXi'ORD— RIVER  AND  BOATS  FROM 
FOLLY   BRIDGE. 


31.— NUNEHAM    BRIDGE  AND    COTTAGES. 


26.— OXFORD— MAGD.  COLU  AND  BRIDGE. 


32.— ABINGDON. 


27.— AN    EIGHT-OARED   RACE  AT  THE 
BARGES,   OXFORD. 


33. — CLIFTON   HAMI'DRN   BRIDGE  AND 
CHURCH. 


28.— IFFLEY  MILL. 


34.— SINODUN    HILL,    FROM    DAV's  LOCK. 


29.— SANDFORD  WEIR. 


35.— SHILLINGFORD   BRIDGE. 


24. — THE  TROUT   HOTEL,   GODSTOW. 


3(X— NUNEHAM  BRIDGE. 


36.— WALLINGFORD   BRIDGE  AND 


ST.   FSTERS  SPIRE. 
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37.— MONGKWKLL  CHUKCIi. 


38.— MOULSFORD  FF.RRY  AND  INN. 


39.— CLEEVE  OLD  MILL. 


40.— STREATLEY. 


41. — GOKING  CHURCH. 


imply.  It  was  built  by  Sir 
John  Golofre  of  Tyfield  in 
the  fourteenth  century.  A 
mile  farther  on  we  come  to 
Ridge's  Bridge,  the  site  of  a 
former  weir,  while  at  Bablock 
Hythe  Ferry  the  scenery  be- 
comes really  very  fine.  There 
is  an  excellent  stream  of  water 
hereabouts,  but  it  turns  and 
twists  to  an  amazing  extent 
before  we  arrive  at  Pink  hi  11 
Lock,  where  there  is  a  drop  of 
three  feet.  Eynsham  Bridge 
is  about  a  mile  and  a  half 
farther  on,  and  passing 
through  here,  with  the  ruins 
of  old  Godstow  Nunnery  on 
our  right,  we  come  at  length 
to  the  historic  town  of  Oxford. 
Hitherto  we  have  been  navi- 
gating the  "  river  of  quiet  "  ; 
now  we  embark  upon  the 
"  stream  of  pleasure." 

Our  first  object  of  interest 
after  leaving  the  old  Univer- 
sity town  IS  Iffley  Mill,  which 
dates  from  1279,  ^^^  ^s,  per- 
haps, the  prettiest  of  its  kind 
on  the  river.  We  then  come 
to  Sandford  Weir.  The  pools 
in  the  vicinity  are  very  danger- 
ous for  bathing  purposes,  and 
the  obelisk  we  see  on  the 
bank  is  in  memory  of  some 
unfortunates  who  have  been 
drowned  here.  We  now  pass 
Nuneham,  the  seat  of  the 
Harcourt  family,  and  come 
to  Abingdon,  a  picturesque 
country  town  situated  in  the 
midst  of  very  fiat  country. 
The     reaches     near    Clifton 


44.— THE  RIVER   FROM   SHOOTER 's    HILL, 
PANGBOURNE. 


45-— PANCnoURNK     WHARF     AND     WHIT- 
CHURCH  OLD   BRIDGE. 


46.— WHITCHURCH. 


47.— HARDWICK   HOUSE. 


48.— MAPLEDURHAM    LOCK   AND  WEIR. 


4a.— VIEW  FROM  STRBATLEY  HILL, 


43.— VIEW  FROM  HARTS  WOOD  HILL. 


CAVtKSHAM    KKI.-ULCKErS  AND 
CHURCH. 
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50. — SONNING — THAMES    PARADE. 


SI.-'SONNING  LOCK. 


53. — WARCRAVE    CHURCH. 


53.— AT  MARSH    LOCK. 


54.— HENLEY    BRIDGE,    ANGEL    HOTEL, 
AND  CHURCH. 


Hampden  are  closed  by 
luxuriant  trees  and  backed  by 
the  soft  outlines  of  distant 
hills.  Sinodun  Hill,  near 
Day's  Lock,  is  a  fine  Roman 
camp.  Three  miles  farther 
on  is  Shillingford  Bridge,  and 
from  here  we  proceed  to  VVal- 
lingford,  nearly  twenty  -  one 
miles  from  Oxford,  and  a  very 
convenient  place  to  break  a 
journey. 

At  Mongewell  may  be  seen 
an  interesting  old  church, 
dating  from  Norman  times. 
The  Beetle  and  Wedge  Inn 
and  ferry  at  Moulsford  now 
come  into  view.  Near  here 
the  Oxford  trial  eights  are 
annually  rowed.  Situated  on 
a  backwater  near  Cleeve  Lock 
is  a  picturesque  old  mill,  and 
from  here  we  may  obtain  a 
lovely  view  of  the  hills  and 
woods  above  Streatley.  A 
favourite  resort  of  campers  is 
the  neighbourhood  of  Goring 
Lock,  the  country  about  here 
being  well  wooded  and  very 
pretty,  while  Pangbourne  also 
is  very  familiar  to  frequenters 
of  the  Thames.  Between 
Whitchurch  Lock  and  Maple- 
durham  we  may  see  Hardwick 
House,  this  stately  mansion 
being  the  seat  of  the  Lybbe 
family. 

Caversham  Bridge,  which 
we  now  reach,  is  the  nearest 
point  for  Reading.  A  short 
distance  farther  on  is  Sonning, 
one  of  the  most  idyllic  spots 
on  the  river.      Wargrave,  with 


-MKDMENIIAM   ABBEY. 


58.— BISHAM   ABBEY. 


59.— MARLOW  CHURCH   AND   WEIR. 


60.— COOKHAM    BRIDGE    AND    HEDSOR. 


CLIVEDEN     FERRY,     COTTAGE,    AND 
WOODS. 


55.— HKNLKY    BRIDGE  AND   RED   LION 
HOTKU 


56.  — REGATTA     ISLAND. 


62.— CLIVEDEN— MY    LADY  S    FF.KKV   AND 
REACH. 
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boulter's  ^o^ 

LOCK  OD 


63-- 


CUIVEDEN— MY    LAHY's   FERRY 
FROM    BELOW 


64.— VIEW   FROM  CLIVEDEN    SIDE. 


65.— boulter's  lock  on  a  quiet  day. 


its  fine  old  church  and  famous 
George  and  Dragon  Inn,  is 
now  passed,  and  we  come  to 
Marsh  Lock,  below  which  the 
stream  runs  strongly.  Henley, 
famous  for  its  regattas,  is  a 
mile  farther  down,  and  then, 
after  navigating  Hambleden 
Lock,  Medmenham  Abbey 
comes  into  view.  This  build- 
ing is  chiefly  notorious*  for  its 
connection  with  the  Medmen- 
ham monks  of  Francis  Dash- 
wood  and  John  Wilkes,  and 
when  it  is  mentioned  that  their 
familiar  nickname  in  polite 
circles  was  the  Hell  Fire  Club, 
it  will  be  recognised  that  their 
general  behaviour  could 
scarcely  have  been  so  austere 


70.— boveney  Church. 


WINDSOR  castle. 


66. — MAIDENHEAD  BRIDGE. 


67.— TAPLOW    RAILWAY    BRIDGE. 


68.— BRAY    CHURCH. 


69.— MONKEY  ISLAND  AND  KISHINT.  LOUOK. 

as  their  order  seemed  to 
warrant. 

Bisham  Abbey  is  an  historic 
building  dating  from  the  reign 
of  King  Stephen,  and  is  now 
used  as  a  country  mansion. 
It  is  said  to  possess  a  very 
satisfactory  ghost  -  chamber, 
which  is  haunted  by  the  ap- 
parition of  one  of  the  Ladies 
Hoby,  who  beat  her  little  boy 
to  death  for  inking  his  copies, 
and  is  now  condemned  to 
continual  vain  attempts  to 
wash  her  own  hands  in  a 
ghostly  basin  which  goes 
before  her  as  she  walks.  Such, 
at  any  rate,  is  the  legend. 

At  Marlow  Shelley  had  his 
home,  and  his  "  Revolt  of 
Islam  "  was  written  in  his  boat 
as  it  floated  under  the  beech 


73.— WINDSOR,  FROM   THE  TOWING-PATH. 


74.— ETON,    FROM   ROMNEY   ISLAND. 


75.— THE   BELLS  OF  OUSBLBY. 
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CNAirrcRis* 


76. — MAGNA  CHAKTA  ISLAND. 


77.— ANKERWYKK— THB    PICNIC 


78w— STAINES— LONDON   STONE. 


79.— STAINES  BRIDGE. 


8(X— CHBRTSBV  BRIDGE. 


8u— WXnUUDGE. 


groves  of  Bisham.  The  river 
divides  into  several  channels 
at  Cook  ham  Bridge.  Cook- 
ham  Lock  is  generally  con- 
sidered to  be  the  most  beauti- 
fully situated  on  the  river. 
Hard  by  is  Cliveden,  the  seat 
of  Mr.  W.  Waldorf  Astor. 
Boulter's  Lock  is  traversed  on 
the  way  to  Maidenhead,  a 
pretty  riverside  town.  Taplow 
railway  bridge  has  the  largest 
brick  span  of  any  in  the  world. 
After  beholding  the  beautiful 
old  church  and  vicarage  at 
Bray,  it  is  not  difficult  to 
understand  the  determination 
expressed  by  the  worthy  in- 
cumbent in  the  famous  song 
to  live  and  die  vicar  of  Bray. 


8a. — SHEPPbRTON. 

Monkey  Island,  about  half  a 
mile  lower  down;  owes  its  name 
to  a  number  of  pictures  of 
monkeys  engaged  in  various 
human  occupations  with  which 
the  third  Duke  of  Marlborough 
adorned  a  fishing-lodge  which 
he  built  upon  the  island.  Pass- 
ing Boveney,  we  come  to 
Windsor  upon  the  right  bank 
and  Eton  upon  the  left.  Half 
a  mile  farther  on  is  Magna 
Charta  Island,  where  the 
famous  statute  was  signed  in 
12 1 5.  Ankerwyke  House  and 
the  Picnic  are  next  reached. 
Here  Henry  VIII.  was  wont  to 
hold  trysts  with  sweet  Anne 
Boleyn.  On  the  left  bank  of 
the  river,  half  a  mile  below 
Bell  Weir,  is  London  Stone, 
which    formerly   marked    the 


83.— SUNBURY. 


84.— GARRICK'S  VILLA  AT  HAMPTOK. 


86.— SWAN,   AT  THAMES   DITTON. 


87. — TEDDINGTON   LOCK. 


88.— EEL  PIE  ISLAND. 
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limit  of  the  jur- 
isdiction of  the 
Conservancy. 
Leaving  Staines 
behind  us,  we 
come  to  Chert- 
sey  Lock.  The 
river  here  winds 
very  much  be- 
tween flat  banks 
until  we  come 
to  Shepperton, 
a  little  town 
noted  for  its 
excellent  fish- 
ing. At  Sun- 
bury  we  enter  a 
strong  stream 
known  as  the 
Sunbury  Race. 
Among  the 
notabilta  of 
Hampton  is 
Garrick's  Villa, 
as  the  favourite 
abode  of  the 
famous  actor  is 
now  called. 

Ham  pton 
Court,  that  cele- 
brated rendez- 
vous of  departed 
celebrities,  is 
now  reached. 
On  the  opposite 
bank  we  may 
see  the  pretty 
little  village  of 
Thames  Ditton, 
with  its  well- 
known  hotel, 
the  Swan. 
Negotiating 
Teddington 
Lock,  we  come 
in  view  of  Eel 
Pie  Island,  a 
favourite  resort 
of  picnic  par- 
ties. Then 
Richmond  is 
touched     at. 


89.— STAR  AND  GARTER,  FROM  TERRACE, 
RICHMOND. 


95.— VIEW   FROM   HAMMERSMITH. 


9<^ — RICHMOND   BRIDGE. 


96.— PUTNEY  BRIDGE. 


91*— RICHMOND  LOCK  AND  WEIR, 


92. — KBW  OLD  BRIDGE. 


98.— TILBURY. 


94.-'HAMMEKSMITH   BRIDGE. 


XOOi — ^MOUTH  OF   THE    THAMIiS. 


Floating  under 
KewOld  Bridge 
we    arrive    at 
Mortlake,     the 
finish    of     the 
inter  -  'Varsity 
boat-race.  Now 
we  are  reaching 
the  Metropolis, 
where     the 
"stream  of  plea- 
sure "     merges 
itself   into    the 
"highway    of 
com  merce." 
Hammersmith 
and  Putney  are 
soon  passed, 
and  we  come  to 
Tower    Bridge. 
The  grey  turrets 
of   the  ancient 
Tower  take  our 
minds  back  to 
medieval  times, 
when    this 
famous  fortress 
was   something 
more     than     a 
State  museum. 
Tilbury  Fort  is 
now  passed,  and 
we  drift  slowly 
down     Graves- 
end      Reach. 
Even  here  the 
salt   breezes  of 
the  ocean  assail 
our  nostrils,  and 
in  a  very  short 
time    we     find 
ourselves  in  the 
estuary  of  Eng- 
land's mightiest 
river,  which  but 
a  short  time  ago 
we   saw  trickle 
out  of  the  stony 
ground  far  away 
to  the  west   in 
the  Gloucester- 
shire hills. 
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HE  first  time  I  spoke  to  her 
on  the  top  of  the  'bus  we 
were  not  what  you  might  call 
strangers,  seeing  that  we  had 
gone  up  to  town  by  the  same 
^  'bus,  off  and  on,  for  I  don't 
know  how  long.  That  morning  I  found  myself 
on  the  same  seat  as  she  was.  She  was  read- 
ing —  I  had  noticed  that  she  generally 
was — but  when  her  umbrella  fell  my  way  I 
picked  it  up,  and  that  broke  the  ice.  I 
mentioned  that  I  had  had  the  pleasure  of 
travelling  on  the  same  omnibus  with  her  on 
previous  occasions,  and  how  it  had  caught 
my  eye  that  she  generally  had  something  of 
a  reading  nature  in  her  hand.  And  when  she 
said  there  were  few  things  she  liked  better 
than  a  good  story,  that  smoothed  the  way ; 
and,  having  once  started,  she  kept  on — my 
word,  she  did  !  I  have  found  it  like  that 
more  than  once  before.  Until  you  speak  to 
a  young  lady  she  says  nothing,  but  when  you 
do  speak  to  her  it's  about  the  last  chance  of 
speaking  you  ever  do  have — she  does  all  the 
talking  for  ever  afterwards.  There's  no  mis- 
take that  some  young  ladies  do  have  the  gift 
of  conversation.     Miss  Blott  had. 

Her  name  was  Blott — Irene  Blott.  She 
asked  me  if  I  thought  the  name  was  a  pretty 
one  ;  but  before  I  had  a  chance  of  answering 
she  went  on  to  remark  that  she  was  in  a  tea- 
shop  off  Cheapside,  but  her  soul  wasn't  there, 
and  never  would  be.  She  said  that  when 
we  were  at  the  VValham  Green  end  of  the 
Fulham  Road  ;  and  as  she  kept  on  talking 
until  we  reached  Cheapside,  there  was  not 
much  about  her  I  did  not  know  by  the  time 
we    got     there.       At    least,    that    was    the 

Vol.  xxxiv. — 11. 


impression  that  was  left  upon  my  mind. 
Romance  was  what  she  cared  for.  Really 
and  truly  she  could  hardly  be  said  to  live 
for  anything  else.  And  if  you  couldn't  get 
romance  in  a  story,  where  could  you  ?  She 
subscribed  to  the  Star  of  Romance  Series 
of  Complete  Novels  by  leading  authors  at 
one  penny  each.  You  couldn't  call  that  dear, 
could  you  ?  I  should  have  said  I  couldn't  if 
I  had  had  a  chance ;  but  I  hadn't. 

She  was  what  I  call  a  pretty  girl,  Irene 
Blott  was.  And  when  she  turned  and  looked 
at  me  —  nice  eyes  she  had,  though  there 
was  something  about  one  of  them  which 
made  you  wonder  if  they  were  quite  a  match — 
and  said  that  she  never  should  have  thought 
my  name  was  Briggs,  because  I  reminded  her 
of  a  character  which  was  in  a  story  she  had 
read,  it  might  have  been  a  month  ago,  there 
was  something  about  the  manner  in  which 
she  said  it  wliich  made  a  sort  of  shiver  go  all 
over  me. 

The  character  in  question  was  a  nobleman 
of  the  highest  rank,  and  my  likeness  to  him 
was  simply  startling.  The  similarity  had 
struck  her  the  first  time  she  had  seen  me  on 
the  'bus,  and  ever  since,  if  she  might  use  the 
word,  it  had  haunted  her.  I  asked  her  what 
kind  of  looking  party  this  nobleman  was — I 
did  manage  to  get  in  that  much.  She  said 
that  all  she  could  tell  me  then  was  that  he 
was  of  striking  appearance,  and  once  seen 
never  to  be  forgotten ;  but  if  I  would  meet 
her  that  evening  she  would  go  into  the 
mystery  to  the  very  bottom,  for  a  mystery 
she  was  persuaded  there  must  be,  and  one 
which  ought  not  to  be  hidden  from  me. 

I  said  I  would  meet  her,  and  I  did — at  tfc*^. 
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corner  of  Newgate  Street — and  she  was  twenty 
minutes  late.  As  soon  as  we  were  on  the 
'bus — there  happened  to  be  one  waiting,  so 
we  hopped  up — she  asked  me  if  there  had 
ever  been  a  nobleman  in  my  family  whose 
name  began  with  a  **  D."  1  said  that  so  far  as 
I  was  aware  there  had  not  been.  She  wanted 
to  know  if  I  was  perfectly  certain.  I  told 
her  that  I  could  not  go  so  far  as  that, 
especially  as  I  had  an  uncle  whose  name  was 
Dawkins,  and  that  began  with  a  "D."  No; 
it  was  no  name  like  Dawkins.  Perhaps  it 
would  assist  me  if  she  were  to  ask  if  I  had 
a  pink  scar  on  the  small  of  my  back  shaped 
like  a  Maltese  cross.  I  felt  that  that  was 
rather  a  delicate  question  to  be  asked  by  a 
young  lady  on  the  top  of  an  omnibus  ;  and  I 
looked  round  to  see  if  anyone  had  heard  it. 
Then  I  hinted  that,  though  I  wasn't  so  well 
acquainted  with  the  small  of  my  own  back  as 
she  might  think,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge 
and  belief  I  had  not. 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  and  she  gave  a  kind  of 
sigh  ;  "  then  the  mystery  deepens.  Have 
you  any  pressing  engagement,  Mr.  Briggs  ?  " 
As  a  matter  of  fact  my  supper  would  be  ready 
for  me  when  I  got  home,  and  I  should  be 
ready  for  it.  But  before  I. had  a  chance  of 
saying  so  she  went  on :  "  Because  if  you 
haven't,  and  we  were  to  go  together  for  a 
little  walk  in  Hyde  Park,  where  we  should 
not  be  so  likely  to  be  overheard,  I  think  I 
could  make  it  plaint  to  you  that  there  is 
something  mysterious  about  you  of  which 
you  haven't  any  notion." 

I  did  not  see  how  that  could  be,  since  it 
stood  to  reason  that  I  knew  more  about  my- 
self than  she  did ;  still,  I  did  not  like  to  dis- 
oblige a  young  lady,  so  the  end  of  it  was  that 
we  got  down  at  Hyde  Park  Corner  and 
turned  into  the  park.  When  we  had  gone  a 
little  way  she  put  a  question  which  took  me 
by  surprise. 

"  Mr.  Bnggs,  have  you  ever  rowed  in  the 
University  Boat  Race  ?  " 

No,  I  said,  I  had  not ;  though  I  perhaps 
knew  as  much  about  boats  as  most  men ; 
especially  as  I  had  nearly  been  drowned  in 
one — which  I  was  once,  in  Battersea  Park. 

**  I  asked,"  she  explained,  "  because  I  have 
a  picture  of  last  year's  Oxford  crew,  and  you're 
the  very  image  of  one  of  them." 

"Which  one?" 

"  I  couldn't  exactly  tell  you — not  from 
memory;  but  the  likeness  is  there,  unmis- 
takably." 

"  Seems  to  me  that  I'm  like  more  people 
than  I  thought  I  was." 

"  Ah,  you  shouldn't  laugh  at  it.     No  one 


can  ever  tell.  It  may  be  the  hand  of  destiny." 
There  was  a  way  about  her  as  she  said  it  which 
was  beyond  me  altogether.  Then  she  asked 
another  question  which  took  me  more  by 
surprise  than  the  first  had  done ;  though,  at 
the  same  time,  it  put  me  more  on  my  own 
ground.  "  Mr.  Briggs,  have  you  ever  been 
in  love?" 

"  That  depends.  Miss  Blott,  on  what  you 
call  being  in  love." 

"  I  mean,  have  you  ever  been  engaged  to 
be  married  ?  Perhaps  you  are  a  married 
man  ?  " 

"  Do  I  look  it  ?  " 

"  There's  no  telling.  Not  long  ago  I  was 
walking  out  with  a  gentleman  who  turned 
out  to  have  buried  two  wives,  and  to  be 
married  to  a  third." 

"  I  have  not  yet  had  a  chance  of  burying 
one.     Sam  Briggs  is  a  bachelor.  Miss  Blott." 

"  Ah,"  she  said,  "so  was  he  !  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  I  remarked,  "  but 
who  might  you  be  referring  to  as  *  he  '  ?  " 

"  The  nobleman  I  was  telling  you  about. 
I  should  mention  that  I  was  mistaken  this 
morning  when  I  told  you  his  name  began 
with  a  *  D.'     It  really  began  with  a  *  B.' " 

"  Same  as  my  name  does." 

"  That  deepens  the  mystery.  What  makes 
it  more  mysterious  than  ever  is  the  fact  that 
the  young  lady  to  whom  he  became  attached 
was  in  a  tea-shop." 

"  Was  she  ?  " 

"  And  her  name  began  with  a  *  B.' " 

"  Did  it  ?  Was  she  what  you  might  call 
good-looking  ?  " 

"Oh,  Mr.  Briggs,  you  mustn't  ask  me 
such  a  question.  If  I  was  to  answer  it  you'd 
think  that  I  was  fishing.  Do  you  like  fair 
young  ladies?" 

Now  she  was  dark,  with  that  fuzzy-wuzzy, 
black,  horse-hair  kind  of  hair.  So  I  said : 
"  Certainly  not.  If  there's  one  thing  I 
can't  abide  it  is  a  girl  who  looks  as  if  there'd 
been  soda  in  the  water,  and  as  if  her  colour 
had  run  in  the  wash." 

"  Mr.  Briggs,  you  are  severe.  Perhaps 
you  don't  care  for  young  ladies,  whether  fair 
or  dark." 

"  Don't  I  ?  Do  I  look  as  if  I  was  that 
kind  ?  " 

"  To  be  quite  candid,  the  young  nobleman 
whom  I've  mentioned  was  extremely  fond  of 
the  fair  sex ;  and,  as  I've  already  told  you, 
your  likeness  to  him  is  striking." 

"  In  that  respect  it  is.  If  there's  any  man 
who's  fonder  of  the  fair  sex  than  I  am  I'd 
like  to  meet  him.  But  perhaps  you  don't 
care  for  men.  Miss  Blott  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Briggs  ! " 

"  Now  what  kind  of  men  do  you  care  for, 
as  a  rule  ?  " 

"Oh,  Mr.  Briggs,  you  mustn't  ask  me, 
really  !     It  isn't  fair." 

"  Do  you  like  'em— what  you  might  call — 
a  bit — dashing  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Briggs,  how  can  I  answer  such 
a  question,  after  such  a  short  acquaintance  ? 
Doesn't  it  seem  strange  that  we  should  only 
have  spoken  to  each 
other    for   the    first 
time  this  morning? 
Do  you  know,  I  feel 
as  if  we  were  quite 
old  friends." 

"You  don't  look 
it." 

"  I  suppose  not 
All  my  friends  tell  me 
how  young  I  really 
look.  It's  rather  a 
drawback  some- 
timeSi  How  old 
would  you  think  I 
was?" 

"  Seventeen ;  not 
a  day  more." 

"  What  a  good 
judge  of  age  you  are ! 
It's  wonderful.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  I'm 
eighteen ;  what  you 
might  call  nineteen. 
If  it's  not  seeming 
too  curious,  Mr. 
Briggs,  might  I  ask 
how  old  you 
are?" 

"  I'm  what  you  / 

might  call  nine- 
teen; though, 
mind  you,  in  many 
ways  I'm  more." 

"  He  was  your 
age." 

"  Meaning    the    mysterious    nobleman  ?  " 

"  Isn't  it  extraordinary  that  you  should  be 
so  alike  in  every  respect  ?  " 

"  It's  more  than  strange  ;  it's — it's  jolly 
queer." 

Then  I  got  away  as  fast  as  ever  I  could.  I  was 
feeling  peckish.  For  all  I  could  tell  she  was 
getting  the  same.  In  fact,  she  did  throw  out 
a  kind  of  a  hint  that  there  was  rather  a  good 
restaurant  over  the  road  where  a  gentleman 
she  knew  once  took  a  lady  friend  of  hers  to 
supper.  The  hint  was  enough  for  me.  From 
the  top  of  the  Brompton  Road  to  Walham 


V- 


OH,  MR.    BRIGGS,  HOW  CAN  I    ANSWER    SUCH    A    QUESTION,  AFTER 
SUCH   A   SHORT   ACQUAINTANCE?" 


Green  the  'bus  fare  is  twopence,  and  two- 
pence was  every  farthing  I  had  on  me.  So 
we  parted,  as  you  might  say,  in  a  bit  of  a 
hurry.  Still,  I  am  not  denying  that  she 
had  made  what  you  might  describe  as  an 
impression  on  my  mind. 

The  arrangement  was  that  I  should  look 
her  up  the  next  morning  about  lunch-time  in 
her  tea-shop ;  and  there  I  was,  right  to  the 
tick.  I  saw  her 
directly  I  put  my 
nose  inside  the  door, 
in  spite  of  the  crowd. 
She  was  carrying  a 
large  tray  with  about 
enough  things  on  it 
for  a  small  beanfeast 
Just  as  I  got  in,  she 
hit  a  young  lady, 
who  was  lunching 
off  a  cup  of  tea  and 
a  sardine,  on  the 
head  with  one  of  the 
corners  in  a  way  that 
young  lady  did  not 
seem  to  like,  though 
I  saw  Miss  Blott  look 
round  and  beg  her 
pardon,  in  a  manner 
which  made  her  drive 
another  comer  into 
an  old  gentleman 
who  was  putting  on 
his  hat  I  found  an 
empty  seat  at  one 
of  the  tables  she  was 
serving.  As  I  sat 
down  I  took  off  my 
hat,  and  I  said, 
"Good  morning, 
Miss  Blott" 

But  not  only  did 
she  not  answer,  but, 
so  to  speak,  she 
didn't  even  notice 
me.  She  gave  me, 
if  you  might  call  it  so,  one  short  side  look, 
as  if  I  was  a  stone  image,  and  off  she 
went.  Two  other  parties  were  sitting  at 
my  table  ;  one  of  them  digged  the  other  in 
the  side  with  his  elbow,  and  the  other,  he 
dug  him  back.  Then  they  both  of  them 
smiled.  I  was  just  on  the  point  of  asking 
what  it  was  they  happened  to  see  to  smile  at 
when  up  came  Miss  Blott  again ;  as  she 
came  she  drove  the  corner  of  an  empty  tray 
into  the  back  of  my  neck.  It  might  have 
been  an  accident,  but  I  have  my  doubts. 
"  May    I     ask     if     you're     serving     this 
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*  AS  SHB  CAME   SHK    DROVE    THE    CORNER   OP   AN    EMPTY 
TRAY   INTO   THE   BACK   OF   MY   NECK." 


table  ?  "  I  inquired.  "  Good  morning,  Miss 
Blott." 

Again  she  gave  me  what  you  could  not 
help  but  call  the  cold  shoulder — with  her 
head  in  the  air.  All  she  said  was,  "That 
seat  you're  on  is  reserved  for  one  of  my 
regular  customers." 

Those  two  parties  laughed  right  out.  I 
didn't  like  it. 

"When  one  of  your  regular  customers 
comes  he  can  have  this  seat ;  till  then  he 
can't.  In  the  meantime,  perhaps  you'll  be 
so  good  as  to  bring  me  a  steak- pudding  and 
a  cup  of  cocoa  ;  I'm  in  a  hurry." 

Just  then  somebody  at  one  of  her  other 
tables  called  her,  or  she  pretended  that  they 
did ;  and  off  she  went  without  paying  the 
slightest  attention  to  me.  What  was  the 
meaning  of  her  behaviour  was  more  than  I 
could  imagine.  Those  two  parties  were  posi- 
tively offensive.     They  both  of  them  got  up. 

"  We're  going  now,"  one  of  them  said.  "  If 
you  like  well  get  you  something  at  the 
counter  as  we  go,  in  case  you're  hungry." 

I  could  hear  them  sniggering  together  as 


down  the  shop.     If 

^en  outside   I  would 

ed  to  them  in  a  dif- 

u     But  I  didn't  want 

to  be  the  cause  of 

unpleasantness 

with  two  strangers 

in  a  lea-shop.  Some 

persons  might  not 

have   a   reputation 

to  keep  up ;  I  have. 

Hardly  had  they 

gone  than  back  she 

came.   I  felt  huffy  ; 

and  I  showed  it. 

"Perhaps  you'll 
let  me  know  if  you 
took  my  order  for 
that  steak-pudding; 
to  say  nothing  of 
the  cocoa." 

That  is  what    I 
said.  What  she  said 
was  altogether  dif- 
ferent.    Surprise  is 
word  to  describe  the 
with  which    I   heard 
leaned  over  the  little 
ible,  and  she  spoke  in 
reached  my  ear  alone ; 
wnicn,  on  tne  wnoie,  was  perhaps  as  well. 

"  Why  do  you  pursue  me  ?  Is  it  manly  ? 
I  have  discovered  everything.  Need  you  ask 
for  more?  Do  not  let  us  be  seen  talking 
together.  Go  while  you  are  still  safe.  Delay 
may  mean  your  ruin ;  to  say  nothing  of 
mine."  She  laid  a  folded  slip  of  paper  before 
me  on  the  table.  "  Read  that  when  you  are 
outside.  It  will  explain  all.  But,  in  the 
name  of  all  that's  merciful,  don't  glance  at  it 
till  you're  outside — it  may  be  my  undoing. 
Go,  I  implore  you — before  mischief  is  done 
which  may  never  be  repaired — go  at  once  !  " 
I  went.  I  had  not  the  dimmest  notion 
what  the  trouble  was  ;  but  I  went.  Without 
that  steak-pudding,  let  alone  the  cocoa.  Her 
words  and  manner  gave  me  such  a  start  that 
all  I  thought  about  was  getting  clear.  When 
I  got  outside  I  opened  that  piece  of  paper. 
This  is  what  was  on  it : — 

"  I  have  discovered  that  the  nobleman 
whose  name  begins  with  a  *  B '  was  a  monster 
of  wickedness.  Your  likeness  to  him  is 
simply  frightful.  I  dare  not  tamper  with  my 
conscience.  It  is  true  that  my  innocence  is 
all  I  have,  but  leave  me  that.  I  warn  you 
I  am  not  without  friends.  Cease  to  pursue 
me.  I  desire  that  our  brief,  but  eventful, 
acquaintance  should  be  at  an  end — I.  B." 
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Taking  it  on  the  whole,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  Miss  Blott's  behaviour  was  peculiar. 
And  so  far  from  that  paper  explaining  every- 
thing, to  my  mind  it  explained  rather  less 
thai)  nothing  at  all.  Considering  that  I  had 
come  a  good  deal  out  of  my  way  for  my  lunch 
at  her  express  request,  and  that  I  was  pressed 
for  time,  it  was  precious  poor  consolation 
to  have  to  go  without  it  merely  because — so 
far  as  I  could  gather — somebody  else's  name 
began  with  a  "  B,"  whether  he  was  a  noble- 
man or  whether  he  wasn't.  And  as  for  his 
being  what  she  called  "  a  monster  of  wicked- 
ness," what  that  had  to  do  with  me  was 
beyond  me  altogether.  No  one  who  knows 
me  can  say  Fm  "  a  monster  of  wickedness," 
or  anything  near  it,  I  do  not  care  who  it  is. 
My  jovial  moments  I  may  have,  being  as  fond 
of  a  bit  of  fun  as  anyone ;  but  farther  than 
that  Sam  Briggs  does  not  go — no  !  It  was 
cruel  hard  that  I  should  have  to  go  without 
my  lunch  because  someone  else  did. 

All  the  rest  of  that  day,  as  you  might  put  it, 
I  was  off  my  usual ;  I  am  sure  no  one  can 
say  it  was  surprising.  That  evening  I  tried  to 
catch  her  on  a  Walham  Green,  so  that  I  could 
have  it  out  with  her  as  she  was  going  home. 
I  hung  about  for  nearly  an  hour,  but  never 
caught  so  much  as  a  glimpse,  though  I  chased 
two  or  three  wrong  young  ladies  up  the  'bus 
steps,  and  nearly  had  trouble  with  one  who 
had  with  her  what  might  have  been  her 
husband.  When  I  did  get  home  they  saw  that 
something  was  wrong  with  me ;  but  I  am  not 
one  to  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve,  and 
when  my  mother  talked  about  half  an  ounce 
of  castor  oil  1  as  nearly  as  possible  lost  my 
temper. 

All  that  night  Miss  Blott's  conduct  towards 
me  rankled  to  that  extent  that  it  almost  kept 
me  from  my  natural  sleep.  It  seemed  to  me 
so  uncalled  for.  The  first  thing  the  next 
morning  I  resolved  that  I  would  go  again  to 
that  tea-shop,  no  matter  what  happened, 
being  determined  to  find  out  just  how  I  stood 
with  her.  I  don't  care  to  have  a  young  lady 
treating  me  as  if  I  was  so  much  dirt,  for 
nothing  at  all.  In  such  cases,  when  it  is  to 
be  got,  an  explanation  I  will  have.  So  I 
meant  to  show  her.     And  I  did. 

About  lunch-time  round  I  went.  It  being 
Saturday  it  wasn't  so  crowded.  I  saw  her 
directly  I  was  inside ;  and,  what  is  more,  she 
saw  me.  She  was  standing,  twiddling  the 
cloth  she  used  to  wipe  the  tables  with 
between  her  fingers,  looking  towards  the 
door,  so  that,  as  I  entered,  our  eyes  met. 
But  beyond  their  meeting,  which  I  could 
not  help,  I  took  no  notice  of  her  whatever. 


As  for  going  to  one  of  her  tables,  after  her 
treatment  of  me  the  day  before — not  me ;  I 
had  more  self-respect.  I  chose  a  table  as  far 
from  her  as  I  could  get — in  the  extreme 
comer,  in  fact.  And  there  I  planted  myself. 
A  very  nice  young  lady  waited  on  me — very 
nice — all  smiles,  as  it  were —as  ready  to  pass 
the  time  of  day  as  if  we  had  known  each 
other  for  years.  Very  quick  she  was  in 
•bringing  what  I  ordered — quite  different  to 
what  I  had  had  to  put  up  with  yesterday. 

All  the  time,  though  I  might  not  have  shown 
it,  I  kept  looking  at  Miss  Blott  out  of  the 
corners  of  my  eyes — to  that  extent  I  hardly 
knew  what  I  was  eating.  Suddenly  I  glanced 
up,  and  there  was  she,  looking  at  me  with 
what  I  should  describe  as  a  stony  gaze. 
When  she  saw  that  I  saw  her  she  clasped  her 
hands  in  front  of  her,  then  passed  them 
across  her  face,  and  turned  away.  Was  it  tears 
she  was  brushing  from  her  eyes  ?  Was  she 
crying  because  of  me?  The  thought  made 
me  go  hot,  then  cold.  Yet  it  was  extraordinary 
how  impossible  I  seemed  to  feel  it  to  get  up 
and  speak  to  her  a  friendly  word.  Smoked 
sausages  I  was  having.  I  was  just  getting  to 
the  end  of  my  second  when  the  young  lady 
who  was  attending  to  me  came  up  and  said, 
in  a  mysterious  whisper,  like : — 

"Are  you  Mr.  Briggs?"     When  I  said  I 
was  she  planked  down  a  piece  of  folded, 
paper.     "Then  that's  for  you." 

And  off  she  went  to  give  an  elderly  party 
at  the  next  table  a  sardine  and  butter.  I 
glanced  up,  and  there  was  Miss  Blott  peeping 
at  me  over  a  tray  full  of  plates.  So  I  took 
up  the  piece  of  paper,  feeling  a  trifle  nervous, 
because  really  in  dealing  with  her  it  seemed 
that  you  never  knew  what  might  happen,  and 
on  it  was  this  :-;- 

"  What  I  have  suffered  because  of  you  this 
past  night  no  pen  can  tell.  What  can  be  the 
reason?  I  will  trust  you  still.  I  cannot 
help  myself.  It  seems  that  I  am  haunted. 
Be  at  the  Cockspur  Street  corner  of  Trafal- 
gar Square  to-morrow  afternoon  at  2.45,  and, 
to  prove  that  my  confidence  has  not  been 
reposed  in  you  in  vain,  wear  a  bunch  of 
primroses  and  a  blue  necktie.  All  may  still 
be  well.  Be  merciful  as  you  are  strong ; 
2.45  sharp. 

"  P.S. — Can  you  have  placed  on  me  a 
spell?" 

Referring  to  her  last  question,  it  was  more 
than  I  could  say.  I  seemed  to  have  placed 
something  on  her.  Some  queer  communica- 
tions from  young  ladies  have  come  my 
way,  but  to  my  mind  she  beat  anything. 
Why  she  wanted  to  make  an  appointment  in 
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Trafalgar  Square  when  we  both  of  us  lived 
out  towards  VValham  Green  was  funny.  And 
how  I  was  going  to  show  that  her  confidence 
had  not  been  reposed  in  me  in  vain  by  wear- 
ing a  bunch  of  primroses  and  a  blue  necktie 
was  beyond  me  altogether. 

However,  a  young  fellow  does  not  see 
as  much  of  the  world  as  I  have  without  find- 
ing out  that  women  are  very  different  to  men, 
and  that  sometimes  the  most  agreeable  young 
ladies  behave  as  if  they  were  not  quite  right 
in  their  heads.  So  I  just  waited  to  give  her 
a  nod  as  slie  was  making  out  a  customer's 
bill,  and  on  the  Sunday  afternoon  2.45  found 
me  in  Trafalgar  Square.  In  fact,  2.15  found 
me ;  which  was  a  pity,  because  just  as  I  got 
there  it  began  to  drizzle.  An  umbrella  I  had 
not  brought,  but  I  had  got  on  a  light  grey 
suit  and  patent  leather  shoes,  so  that  rain 
was  not  altogether  what  I  wanted.  It  did 
not  come  down  what  you  might  call  hard, 
but  by  the  time  I  had  waited  on  a  doorstep 
a  good  half-hour  I  began  to  think  that  there 
might  be  pleasanter  ways  of  spending  a 
Sunday  afternoon.  A  quarter  to  three  came, 
but  no  Miss  Blott ;  ten  minutes  to  three,  five 
minutes  to  three,  three  o'clock,  but  still  not 
so  much  as  a  glimpse  of  her.     At  a  quarter- 


past  three  I  was 
feeling  that  I  had 
had  about  enough 
of  it ;  when,  just 
as  it  was  coming 
down  harder  than 
ever,  who  should 
appear  in  sight  but 
Miss  Blott — under 
an  umbrella  which 
was  hardly  large 
enough  to  cover 
the  whole  of  her 
hat. 

"Halloa!"    I 
called   out,   be- 
cause she  was  sail- 
ing   past   without 
looking      towards 
the    doorstep    on 
which    I    was. 
e  moment ! " 
ice  she  came  across 
nent  with  what  you 
mile  on  her  face. 
r.  Briggs,"  she  said, 
vci  born  under  a  fatal 


I  was  bom  under," 
1  replied,  "  but  I  do  know  that  Tve  been 
standing  in  the  rain  for  a  jolly  good  hour, 
and  that  now  it  looks  as  if  there  was  going 
to  be  a  flood." 

**  And  Tve  got  on  my  new  delaine,"  she 
said,  "and  goodness  only  knows  what  it's 
like  round  the  bottom  ;  and  my  hat's  spoilt. 
A  nice  thing  your  bringing  me  all  this  way 
on  a  day  like  this  !  " 

That  did  strike  me  as  being  an  uncalled- 
for  thing  to  say. 

"  I  thought,"  I  remarked,  "  that  it  was  the 
other  way  round — that  it  was  you  who  brought 
me.  Who  asked  me  to  wear  a  bunch  of 
primroses  and  a  blue  necktie  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  right  you  have  to 
speak  to  me  like  that,  Mr.  Briggs.  I  can 
soon  tell  you  what  I  came  lor." 

"  I  was  thinking  that  you  might  have  come 
to  see  me." 

VV^e  were  not  having  at  all  the  sort  of  con- 
versation I  had  hoped  to  have ;  so  my  idea 
was  to  try  to  give  it  a  turn.  But  it  was  not 
to  be  done.  Anything  more  stiff  than  her 
manner  you  could  not  imagine.  Of  course, 
I  followed  suit.  As  I  have  said,  I  am  not  one 
to  wear  my  heart  on  my  sleeve.  I  could  be 
as  cold  as  anyone. 

"Then  that's  where  you're  wrong,"  she 
said.     "  I  have  not  come  to  see  you ;   far 
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from  it.  I  have  simply  come  to  tell  you  that 
all  is  over  between  us." 

"All  what?"  I  asked. 

"  Everything,"  she  said 

I  am  not  denying  that  it  was  of  the  nature 
of  a  blow  to  be  spoken  to  like  that,  especially 
after  giving  up  my  Sunday  afternoon  to  stand 
in  the  rain ;  but  you  have  to  learn  to  bear 
things. 

"  All  right,"  I  told  her.  I  dare  say  my  tone 
was  a  bit  bitter ;  you  cannot  keep  all  your 
feehngs  hidden.     "  Tm  willing." 

"A  young  lady  has  to  be  careful,  Mr. 
Briggs;  in  my  position  she  has  to  look 
ahead.  I  may  tell  you  I  have  other  friends 
in  my  eye." 

"Gentlemen?" 

"  Certainly.  Do  you  imagine  for  one 
moment  that  Fd  have  anyone  for  a  friend 
of  mine  who  wasn*t  a  gentleman  ?  " 

"  What  ^  meant  was,  weren't  any  of  them 
ladies?" 

"Of  course,  I  have  lady  acquaintances — 
heaps ;  too  many,  perhaps ;  but  hardly,  as 
you  might  say,  friends — at  least,  not  in  the 
same  sense." 

"  I  suppose  not." 

"You  see,  a  young  lady  in  my  position  has 
opportunities ;  and  she  owes  it  to  herself  to 
maike  the  most  of  them." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  don't  quite  follow." 

She  smiled,  and  she  put  her  hat  straight. 
I  could  not  help  feeling  that  she  was  nice- 
looking.  It  seemed  hard  to  be  on  such  terms 
with  her.  If  she  had  only  talked  as  she  had 
done  that  first  night  in  Hyde  Park  !  It  only 
shows  you  how  a  girl  does  change. 

"If  you  held  a  position  in  a  tea-shop, 
Mr.  Briggs,  and  were  a  young  lady  who  has 
been  considered  to  be  not  without  attractions, 
you  would  understand  what  I  mean.  Why,  if 
I  chose,  I  might  walk  out  with  a  fresh  gentle- 
man every  evening  of  my  life." 

"Might  you?" 

"  I  might,  if  I  were  that  sort— which  I'm 
not.  There  are  few  who  have  more  chances 
than  I  have  to  pick  and  choose — though  I 
say  it." 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder." 

"  You  must  admit  that  a  young  lady  owes 
it  to  herself  to  take  advantage  of  her  chances 
while  she  has  them  ;  now  do  you  follow  me  ?  " 

"  I'm  beginning  to." 

I  was  !  But  when  she  went  on  she  took 
me  right  aback. 

"To  show  what  I  mean,"  she  said,  very 
seriously — she  made  me  feel  serious  too 
— "I  may  mention  that  another  gentleman  is 
waiting  for  me  on  the  other  side  of  the  Square, 


in  front  of  St.  Martin's  Church,  with  whom  I 
have  an  appointment  at  a  quarter  to  four." 

"  Oh  ! "  I  said ;  practically,  at  the  moment, 
that  was  all  I  could  say. 

"And  I  expect  that  shortly  there'll  be 
another  gentleman  at  the  corner  of  Suffolk 
Street,  whom  I'm  to  meet  at  a  quarter  to  five." 

That  time  I  could  say  nothing;  I  could 
only  look  at  her.  It  seemed  to  me  that  she 
had  a  partiality  for  the  neighbourhood  of 
Trafalgar  Square. 

"And  perhaps  later  on," she  added,  "there 
may  be  another  in  Spring  Gardens." 

That  was  a  shade  too  much,  as  I  let  her  see. 

"  Pardon  me,  Miss  Blott,  but  if  I'd  known 
that  you'd  had  all  these  other  appointments  I 
should  have  stayed  at  home." 

"  Now,  it's  no  use  your  adopting  that  tone, 
Mr.  Briggs,  because  what  is  a  young  lady 
to  do  ?  " 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know." 

"  But  I  do ;  she  has  to  do  what  she  can. 
Situated  as  I  am,  having  to  make  several  new 
friends  every  week,  I  am  bound,  as  I  put  it, 
to  test  them,  or  very  soon  I  shouldn't  know 
where  I  was.  And  Sunday  being  the  only 
day  I  have  to  myself,  I  use  it  to  sift  the  false 
from  the  true — meaning  no  offence.  But  I 
cannot  afford  to  waste  my  time — nowadays 
no  young  lady  can ;  and  what  I  have  to  ask 
myself,  when  a  gentleman  makes  himself 
known  to  me,  is,  are  his  intentions  serious, 
and  can  he  afford  to  keep  a  wife  and  a 
servant ;  because  a  servant  I  will  have,  even 
though  it's  only  a  young  girl.  Now,  Mr. 
Briggs,  I  will  be  quite  candid  with  you, 
knowing  nothing  of  you,  and  will  say  this. 
Supposing  we  were  to  become  attached  to 
each  other — and  I  own  that  there's  something 
about  you  which  might  soon  make  you 
dangerous  to  my  peace  of  mind,  because,  as 
it  is,  you've  kept  me  awake  two  nights ;  and 
if  you  don't  dislike  me — because,  of  course, 
if  you  do,  there's  an  end  of  the  matter " 

"  I  never  said  that  I  disliked  you." 

"Then  what  I  say  is,  supposing  that  we 
were  to  fall  in  love,  so  that  I  couldn't  be 
happy  without  you  and  you  couldn't  be 
happy  without  me,  and  the  whole  world  was 
full  of  each  other;  because  I'm  of  a  very 
loving  nature,  Mr.  Briggs,  and  where  a  gentle- 
man is  fascinating  might  all  too  quickly 
become  attached.  In  that  case — and,  of 
course,  only  in  that  case — are  you  in  a 
position  to  provide  a  wife  with  all  that 
a  loving  husband  should  provide  her  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not — not  at  the  moment.  But, 
of  course,  I  hope  to  be." 

"When?" 
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"  That's  the  question,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  question ;  because  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  that,  if  I  were  to  fall  in  love  with 
you — and  I  feel  you're  dangerous — I  should 
like  to  marry  at  once.     I  should  feel  safer." 

I  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  her.  She 
had  a  way  about  her  which  made  me  feel 
confused.  1  had  no  idea  she  would  talk  to 
me  like  that  when  I  left  home,  not  having 
the  faintest  glimmering  of  an  idea  that  she 
was  that  kind  of  girl.  How  often  it  is  like 
that !  Upon  my  word,  when  you  are  dealing 
with  a  young  lady  you  never  know  where 
you  are. 

"It's  like  this  with  me.  Miss  Blott,"  I 
managed  to  get  out  at  last,  when  I  felt  that 
her  eyes  were  piercing  me  like  gimlets  :  nice 
eyes  they  were,  though  not  quite  a  match. 
"  At  present  I'm  getting  thirty  shillings  a 
week,  and  I'm  not  marrying  on  that." 

"  Hardly  keep  a  servant  on  that,  could 
you  ?     And  at  least  a  young  girl  I  will  have." 

"  I'm   not   saying    you're    wrong,   though 
servants  are  not  all  blessings 
— at  least,  so  I've  been  given 
to  understand." 

"  Anything  put  by  for  the 
furniture  ?  " 

"Not  one  penny." 

"Ah!  "she  sighed.  I  could 
not  have  looked  at  her  just 
then  not  for  any  amount ;  to 
that  extent  did  her  sigh  go 
through  me. 

"You  ought  to  save,  Mr. 
Briggs." 

"  I've  always  said  to  my- 
self. Miss  Blott,  that  under 
three  pounds  a  week  I'd  never 
marry ;  my  own  tastes  being 
what  some  might  describe  as 
a  bit  lofty." 

"And  is  there  any  imme- 
diate prospect  of  your  getting 
that  amount  ?  " 

"So  far  as  I'm  able  to 
judge — no." 

"  Is  there  any  certainty  that 
you'll  ever  get  it  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say  that,  either. 
The  firm  I'm  with  is  not  one 
that  jumps  you  up  by  leaps 
and  bounds." 

"  Then  am  I  not  right  in 
saying  what  I  have  said  ?  Cir- 
cumstanced as  we  are,  is  it 
not  better  that  we  should  part 
— before  our  feelings  get  be- 
yond us?     And  now,  as  the    ^^n^^ ^^^^"^ 


time  is  going  on,  I  think  that  I  had  better 
keep  the  appointment  with  my  friend  who 
is  waiting  for  me  in  front  of  St  Martin's 
Church.  So  good-bye,  Mr.  Briggs;  I  hope 
we  part  as  friends  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  Miss  Blott,  so  far  as  I'm  con- 
cerned ;  good  friends.  This  is  an  experience 
I  sha'n't  soon  forget." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Briggs,  I've  had  many  such  I  " 
As  I  watched  her  picking  her  way  through 
the  pools  across  the  Square,  under  that  small 
umbrella  of  hers — it  was  still  coming  down 
cats  and  dogs— I  did  not  doubt  that  she  had. 
Very  attractive  she  looked  from  behind  as 
she  went  through  the  rain,  holding  her  skirt 
up.     As  I  saw  her  going  I  seemed  to  have 
lost  something.     I  hoped  that  the  party  in 
front  of  the  church  would  be  worthy  of  her. 
Though    I   could  not  help  thinking   that  if 
she  was  going  to  talk  to  him  as   she    had 
talked   to  me,  I  should  like  to 'see  his  face 
and  hear  what  he  said  to  her.     And  it  would 
not  have  been  bad  sport  to  have  been  pre- 
sent  at   the   inter\'iew    with 
her  other  friend  at  the  comer 
of    Suflfolk    Street ;     to    say 
nothing    of    the    party    who 
might  be  in  Spring  Gardens. 
The    more    I    thought    it 
over — and   I   did   a  deal  of 
thinking    before    I   went    to 
sleep  that  night — the  plainer 
it  became  to  me  that  there's 
something    about    a   girl 
which  is  altogether  different 
to  a  man.     I  am  not  saying 
that  she  was  not  right  —  I 
own  that  it  is  only  common 
sense    that    a    girl     should 
look   after    herself  —  but   it 
does  seem  strange  that  with 
a     romantic     nature    like 
hers  —  and  anyone  more 
romantic    I    never   met — 
she  should  be  so  practical. 
I  dare  say  she  will  make  a 
good  wife   to   whoever  gets 
her ;  and,  from  what  I  could 
see  of  the  way  she  handles 
things,  I  should  say  that  it 
will  be  no  fault  of  hers  if  some- 
one does  not  get  her  sooil 

Though,  considering  that 
she  did  not  take  the  least 
notice  of  them,  why  she  made 
a  point  of  my  wearing  a  bunch 
of  primroses  and  a  blue  neck- 
tie—and they  both  cost  money 
— is  beyond  me  altogether. 


SHE  LOOKBD  FROM 
THROUGH  THK  RAIN. 
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SOME  CELEBRITIES  WHO  ARE  EQUALLY  CLEVER  WITH  BOTH    HANDS. 

By  Gordon  Raymond. 


DO  not  consider  a  man  is 
a  thoroughly -trained  soldier 
unless  he  can  mount  equally 
well  on  either  side  of  his 
horse,  use  sword,  pistol,  and 
lance  equally  well  with  both 
hands,  and  shoot  off  the  left  shoulder  as 
rapidly  and  accurately  as  from  the  right" 

Such  is  the  opinion  of  that  beau-ideal  of 
the  fighting  -  man,  Major  -  General  R.  S.  S. 
Baden- Powell,  himself  one  of  the  few  who  are 
able  to  use  either  hand  with  equal  facility. 
On  one  occasion,  at  least,  his  ambidexterity 
proved  of  immense  value.  He  was  bitten 
severely  in  the  right  arm  by  a  dog,  yet, 
though  suffering  great  pain  and  compelled  to 
carry  the  arm  in  a  sling,  he  was  able  to  follow 


and  mechanical  schools.  The  students  are 
taught  to  saw,  plane,  and  hammer  as  well 
with  the  left  hand  as  with  the  right,  and  the 
economical  and  industrial  importance  of 
ambidexterity  is  firmly  impressed  upon  the 
minds  of  the  young  men  and  women. 

Many  reasons  have  been  advanced  for  the 
prevalence  of  right-handedness.  It  is  by 
some  said  to  be  the  result  of  nursing  and 
infantile  treatment;  to  be  due  to  eariy  practice 
in  writing  and  drawing,  to  be  the  outcome  of 
warfare,  education,  and  heredity,  the  result 
of  mechanical  law,  the  effect  of  visceral 
distribution,  and  other  remote  causes.  Sir 
James  Sawyer  declares  that  the  preferential 
use  of  the  right  hand  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
in  primitive  days,  when  those  took  who  had 


MAJOKKSBNERAL   BADEN-POWELL's  SIGNAIURK,   WKITTEN   WITH    BOTH    RIGHT  AND   LBKT   HANDS. 


twenty  days'  manoeuvres  on  horseback,  and 
during  that  time  never  asked  to  be  excused  a 
single  duty.  He  sent  in  his  reports  as  usual, 
all  beautifully  written  with  the  left  hand,  and 
neatly  illustrated  by  explanatory  maps  and 
sketches. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  those  wonderful 
little  warriors,  the  Japanese,  can  use  their 
weapons  with  equal  skill  in  either  hand,  for 
they  are  trained  to  be  ambidextrous  from 
childhood.  At  school  they  are  taught  to 
write  and  draw  with  both  hands,  and  it  is  to 
this  early  training  that  many  attribute  the 
superiority  of  the  Japanese  in  certain  forms 
of  art.  In  drawing  and  painting  no  support- 
ing device  whatever  is  used,  the  entire  arm 
being  employed. 

The  German  educational  authorities,  too, 
are  at  present  giving  considerable  attention  to 
left-hand  work,  especially  in  their  technical 

VoL  xxxiv.— 12. 


the  power  and  those  retained  who  could, 
man  used  the  right  hand  for  purposes  of 
offence,  so  as  to  keep  the  heart — the  vital 
spot — as  far  away  as  possible  from  the  assault 
of  an  adversary.  Recent  experiments  and 
observations,  however,  prove  that  single- 
handedness  is  merely  the  result  of  faulty  or 
restricted  education. 

It  is  a  curious  instance  of  human  contrari- 
ness that  should  one  eye,  one  ear,  or  one 
leg  of  a  child  show  signs  of  diminished 
vigour,  the  parents  would  instantly  seek  the 
cause  of,  and,  if  possible,  the  remedy  for, 
that  lamentable  condition ;  yet,  for  some 
inexplicable  reason  or  prejudice,  the  left  hand 
of  the  average  child  is  ruthlessly  and 
deliberately  boycotted,  until  in  ma*^  ""  ■"'"■'  k. 
it  is  an  undeveloped,  useless, 
unnecessary  appendage. 

Careful  observations  have 
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of  every  hundred  persons  born  into  this  world 
eighty  are  congenitally  ambidextrous — that  is 
to  say,  they  will  instinctively  reach  for  an 
object  with  either  hand — and  only  require 
proper  instruction  and  training  to  develop 
both  hands  and  arms  to  an  equal  degree  of 
strength  and 
skill.  Of  the  re- 
maining twenty, 
seventeen  will 
be  right-handed, 
while  the  other 
three  will  show 
a  natural  bias 
towards  the  left 
hand.  The  culti- 
vation, therefore,  - 
of  ambidexterity 
offers  no  insuper- 
able difficulties, 
and  the  econo- 
mical, physiolo- 
gical, and  psycho- 
logical  advan- 
tages are  enor- 
mous. 

Much  of  the 
mechanical  work 
that  is  done  with 
the    right    hand 

could  be  done  as  well  with  the  left  if  that 
member  were  sufficiently  trained,  and  the 
division  of  labour  thus  made  possible  would 
result  not  only  in  more  efficient  work,  but  in 
an  increased  quantity  of  it.  Indeed,  the 
efficient  nation  of  the  future  will  have  to  be 
ambidextrous. 

To  enumerate  the  professions,  industries, 
occupations,  and  even  recreations  in  which 
the  equally  facile  and  skilful  use  of  both 
hands  would  be  an  advantage  is  unnecessary. 


A  GIRLS    FIRST  ATTEMPT   AT   DRAWING  TWO    DIFFERENT  DESIGNS, 
ONE  WITH  EACH   HAND,   AT  THE  SAME  TIME. 


F.R.C.S.,  the  celebrated  oculist,  is  very  proud 
of  the  fact  that  he  can  use  one  hand  with 
just  as  much  facility  as  the  other  in  opera- 
tions. **  The  first  time  I  operated,"  he  says, 
"  for  the  removal  of  a  cataract  I  used  the 
right  hand  for  the  right  eye  and  the  left  hand 

for  the  left  eye. 
I  was  equally 
successful  with 
both,  and  since 
that  time  I  have 
invariably  con- 
tinued to  use  the 
left  hand  for  the 
left  eye  and  the 
right  hand  for 
the  right  eye." 

Surgeon- 
General  A.  F. 
Bradshaw,  C.B., 
honorary  physi- 
cian to  the  King, 
is  also  an  ambi- 
dexter. "  When 
a  boy,"  he  writes, 
"  I  trained  my 
left  hand  to  be 
as  familiar  as  its 
fellow  with  foil, 
single-stick, 
knife,  scissors,  etc.,  and  I  also  learned  to  write 
with  both  hands."  The  distinguished  microsco- 
pist,  Dr.  Dallinger,  is  even  more  enthusiastic. 
"  In  my  scientific  work,"  he  says,  "  I  have 
accustomed  myself  to  the  use  of  both  hands 
almost  with  equal  facility.  In  very  delicate 
work,  such  as  section-cutting  and  diatom- 
mounting  or  very  delicate  dissecting,  I  soon 
acquired  the  ability  to  use  either  hand,  thereby 
saving  time  and  securing' better  results." 
But  valuable   as   is   the   faculty  of  using 


SIMULTANEOUS  TWO-HANDED   WRITING   BV   A  GIRI.   OF    SIXTEEN. 


as  many  of  them  must  be  immediately 
obvious  to  anyone  who  has  given  the  subject 
a  moment's  consideration.  Much  more 
interesting  is  it  to  note  the  opinions  and 
exp)eriences  of  distinguished  people  in  widely 
differing  phases  of  life  who  are  themselves 
ambidextrous. 

Many  famous  physicians  and  surgeons 
have  found  this  double-handed  condition  of 
the    utmost    utility.       Mr.    Simeon     Snell, 


either  hand  as  occasion  demands,  the  ability 
to  employ  them  simultaneously  on  two 
different  occupations  is,  it  must  be  conceded, 
of  still  greater  service.  Simultaneous  writing 
and  drawing  is  now  being  taught  in  a  number 
of  schools  in  this  country,  and  in  many  cases 
the  results  are  really  marvellous,  as  can  be 
seen  by  a  reference  to  the  accompanying 
illustrations  and  the  explanatory  descriptions 
beneath  them. 
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Many  famous  painters  have  possessed 
wonderful  skill  in  this  direction,  and  Mr. 
Solomon  Hart,  R.A.,  has  left  on  record  an 
interesting  instance  of  Sir  Edwin  Landseer's 
power  of  simultaneous  work.  The  incident 
was  the  outcome  of  a  debate  in  a  fashionable 
drawing-room  at  which  were  present  many 
famous  artists,  which  a  bored  young  lady  tried 
to  closure  by  emphatically  declaring  that  no 
one  could  draw  two  pictures   at   the   same 


p)eople,  juggle  two  or  three  objects  with  his 
right  hand,  and  all  the  time  follow  on  the 
piano,  with  his  left  hand,  a  third  person  who 
is  trying  to  puzzle  him  by  rushing  from  one 
tune  to  another. 

From  the  purely  educational  point  of  view, 
however,  perhaps  the  most  important  result 
of  the  cultivation  of  bi- manual  skill  is  its 
healthful  and  strengthening  action  directly 
upon  the   brain   itself     It  is  a  well-known 
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WKITINO  AND    DRAWING   AT  THE  SAME   TIME,    BV   A   LITTLE  GIRL  AFTER   A    FEW   WEEKS     PRACTICE. 


time.  This  Sir  Edwin  Landseer  politely 
denied,  and  to  prove  it  he  there  and  then 
drew  a  stag's  head  with  his  right  hand  and 
the  head  of  a  dog  with  his  left.  The  versa- 
tile Leonardo  da  Vinci  also  possessed  this 
faculty,  and  it  was  said  of  him  that  "  he 
could  draw  with  that  ineffable  left  hand  a 
line  firmer,  finer,  truer  than  has  been  drawn 
by  the  hand  of  any  other  man." 

The  wonderful  results  of  persistent  ambi 
dextral  culture  have  never,  perhaps,  been 
more  clearly  and  completely  demonstrated 
than  in  the  case  of  the  great  juggler,  Cinque- 
valli.  His  muscular  and  mental  co-ordina- 
tion is  phenomenal.  He  balances  a  hat  on 
a  stick  that  rests  upon  his  upturned  face,  he 
twirls  a  hat  on  another  stick  that  he  holds 
in  his  right  hand,  whilst  with  the  left  he 
juggles  with  two  other  hats,  which  he  keeps 
in  continual  motion  by  throwing  them  up  in 
the  air  alternately. 

He  can  play  an  accompaniment  with  the 
left  hand  to  nis  own  whistling  of  various 
tunes  dictated  to  him  by  a  person  standing 
on  his  left.  At  the  same  time  he  is  writing 
a  letter  with  his  right  hand  dictated  by 
another  person  standing  on  his  right.  He 
can  also  follow  a  conversation  between  two 


physiological  fact  that  the  brain  centres  which 
control  and  direct  the  right  side  of  the  body 
are  located  in  the  left  lobe  of  the  brain,  and 
Vice  versa.  The  preferential  cultivation  of  the 
right  hand,  therefore,  implies  that  the  left 
lobe  of  the  brain  must,  through  the  more 
frequent  employment,  be  developed  to  a 
greater  degree  than  the  right,  and  thus  not 
only  is  there  unequal  manual,  but  also  unequal 
mental  development.  The  better  and  firmer 
the  union  of  each  hand  with  its  proper  cerebral 
hemisphere,  and  the  more  the  two  hands 
are  worked  together,  the  better  will  be  the 
balance  of  the  brain  and  mind  ;  the  better 
also  will  be  the  thought,  the  reason,  and  the 
imagination. 

The  recognition  of  this  physiological  fact 
has  enabled  many  physicians  to  strengthen 
weak  intellects  and  correct  mental  defi- 
ciencies in  children,  merely  by  inculcating 
the  practice  of  using  both  hands  to  an  equal 
extent. 

Dr.  Sequin,  for  instance,  who  has  for 
some  time  practised  an  ambidextral  system 
of  dealing  with  the  feeble-minded  and  idiot 
children  under  his  care,  says  that  immoral 
habits  and  tendencies,  in  all  their  diversified 
manifestations,  amongst  the  idiots  and  im- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


92 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


beciles  diminish  according  as  the  powers  of 
prehension  and  intelligent  handling  develop 
themselves.  The  hand,  in  fact,  is  generally 
an  accurate  guide  to  the  mind,  especially  in 
the  case  of  the  young,  where  its  natural 
shape,  size,  and  power  have  not  been 
affected  by  industrial  or  other  causes,  and 
the  lack  of  proper  control  over  the  hands 
is  generally  an  accompaniment  of  weak 
intellect,  while  in  extreme  cases  of  idiocy  the 
hands  absolutely  hang  down  from  the  wrists, 
and  there  is  practically  no  mental  control 
over  them  whatever. 

The  faculty  of  simultaneous  composition 
on  two  entirely  different  subjects  is  some- 
what rare  as  yet,  but,  judging  from  some  of 
the  specimens  of  such  work  done  by  clever 


late  Sir  Augustus  Harris  was  able  to  dictate 
to  three  separate  typists  at  the  same  time 
now  looks,  after  all,  quite  a  modest  feat  in 
comparison  with  the  efforts  of  these  youthful 
schoolchildren. 

Both  from  a  military  and  from  a  com- 
mercial point  of  view  England  as  a  nation 
has  everything  to  gain  from  the  spread  of  this 
bimanual  cult.  There  are,  it  is  to  be  feared, 
few  British  soldiers  who  would  qualify  under 
Major-General  Baden-Powell's  tests,  yet  the 
military  value  of  ambidexterity  was  recognised 
by  the  ancients.  The  old  Greek  warriors 
knew  its  worth,  for  the  more  distinguished 
soldiers  who  formed  the  first  line  of  the 
battalions  were  men  able  to  fight  equally  well 
with  the  left  hand  or  the  right.     The  ancient 
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English  school-children,  will  be  more  common 
in  the  near  future.  Considering  the  imma- 
ture years  of  the  children,  the  class  of  the 
work,  as  can  be  judged  by  the  accompanying 
illustrations,  is  really  almost  incredible.  'I'he 
act  of  children  of  from  nine  to  sixteen  years 
oTa^eUi^ing  able  simultaneously  to  compose 
and  write  two  different  letters  at  the  same 
time  is  something  to  staitle  and  surprise 
those  who  are  not  au  courant  with  modern 
educational  methods  and  progress.    That  the 


Scythians,  too— fierce  fighters,  but,  neverthe- 
less, a  highly-cultured  people— were  enjoined 
to  exercise  both  hands  and  arms  alike,  while, 
as  already  stated,  the  Japanese  are,  and  have 
been  from  time  immemorial,  a  people  trained 
to  the  highest  degree  of  ambidextral  skill.  It 
is  worthy  of  note,  in  conclusion,  that  all  these 
peoples  excelled  not  merely  in  combat  and  in 
all  manly  sports,  but  that  each  in  its  time  has 
proved  equally  great  in  mental  culture  and 
the  fine  arts. 


\Tke  Illustrations  in  this  article  are  from  Mr,  John  Jackson^ s  book  on  *^  Ambidexterity^*  by  kind 
permission  of  the  Publishers^  Messrs,  Kegan  Paul^   Trench^   Tiubner  <5r»  Co,y  Limited,^ 
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The  Sacrifice  of  Isaac. 


By  Joseph  Keating. 


HERE  never  was  a  boy  like 
our  Isaac,"  said  his  father, 
shaking  his  head  —  bewil- 
dered, marvelling,  and  wholly 
worshipping  the  thought  of 
the  boy ;  "  he's  got  a  head 
on  him ! " 

Then,  in  an  instant,  all  his  wonder  at 
Isaac's  wisdom  was  lost  in  terror  for  the  boy's 
life,  and  only  the  father's  love  for  his  child 
remained. 

"What's  that?" 

The  boy's  voice  came  sharply  out  of  the 
darkness  and  silence. 

Ike  looked  back,  startled,  through  the 
posts  towards  his  son. 

A  great  flash  of  blue  flame  swept  across 
the  face  of  the  coal — from  the  lower  to  the 
upper  side  it  came — and  flew  by  in  front  of 
the  boy's  eyes.  It  flashed  by  and  left,  as  it 
were,  its  dazzling  reflection  behind,  filling  the 
place  with  a  tinge  of  blue  fire,  and  making 
the  posts  look  like  sulphurous  ghosts. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  echoed  the  man,  and  he 
rushed  back  to  his  boy.  "That's  what  it 
is  !  "  he  roared. 

Like  thunder  following  the  track  of 
lightning  came  the  crash  of  the  bursting 
flame.  Somewhere  in  the  upper  workings — 
not  far  ofl",  for  the  roar  shook  the  roof  down 
and  almost  split  the  boy's  ears — the  coal-gas 
had  caught  a  lamp,  had  made  a  great  balloon 
of  fire  which  expanded  to  its  limits,  then 
burst. 

"  Explosion  ! "  came  in  a  whisper  of  awe 
from  the  man  and  boy  together,  as  each 
raised  his  lamp  and  stared  into  the  other's 
face. 

The  father  caught  up  the  son  in  his  arms 
to  rush  away.  Cries  of  terror — some  faint, 
some  loud — came  through  the  darkness 
Men  and  boys  all  over  the  workings  were 
flying  in  their  fright — a  few  into  safety,  but 
most  of  them,  without  knowing  it,  rushing 
into  the  black  mouth  of  death  itself. 

"We  must  run,  too,"  cried  Ike. 

But  at  the  same  time  a  crowd  of  men  and 
boys  came  rushing  up  through  the  opening 
in  the  lower  side  of  the  "  place,"  from  where 
the  roar  of  the  explosion  had  come.  Old 
men,  young  men,  and  boys  passed,  squeezing 
through  among  the  posts,  shouting  and 
crying. 

Their  lamps  were  swinging  wildly,  and  the 


many  lights  illumined  the  dark  "  stall  "  like  a 
palace  at  night.  Pathers  were  carrying  their 
little  sons;  bigger  sons  were  carrying  old 
fathers.  AH  passed  through  the  spaces 
between  the  posts  in  a  shapeless  heap,  like  a 
herd  driven  by  the  lash  of  a  fiery  whip,  and 
over  them  all,  men  and  boys,  flashed  the  tinge 
of  blue  flame  that  filled  the  place. 

"  The  fire — the  fire  is  behind  ! "  they  cried. 

The  first  and  natliral  impulse  of  Ike  was  to 
leap  in  amongst  them  and  rush  out  in  the 
same  direction.  With  the  boy  in  his  arms  he 
sprang  towards  the  crowd  of  men. 

But  Ike  was  by  nature  a  calm  man.  The 
first  shock  had  disturbed  him  only  for  a 
moment.  Instead  of  pressing  onward  he 
drew  back. 

"  No,"  said  he  ;  "  they  are  wrong.  The 
flash  did  not  come  from  behind.  They  are 
rushing  towards  the  fire." 

He  caught  at  the  arm  of  the  hindmost 
man  of  the  crowd. 

"  Back  ! "  said  he ;  and  he  turned  his  face 
out  to  the  dark  roadway  of  his  "stall." 
"  Easier  to  get  out  this  way." 

But  in  the  panic  of  the  moment  the  man 
shook  him  off. 

"  I^t  me  go  ! "  he  roared,  and  he  squeezed 
himself  in  behind  his  fellows.  Terror  had 
filled  his  brain.  Ike  could  do  nothing  with 
him.  There  was  his  own  boy  to  consider. 
Ike  backed  out  between  the  posts  and  ran  up 
the  "  stall "  road,  away  from  the  blue-tinted 
flame  behind. 

The  road  along  which  he  was  running  with 
Isaac,  his  son,  in  his  arms,  to  find  a  way  of 
escape,  was  narrow  and  lined  with  timber. 
The  lamp  in  his  hand  gleamed  upon  the 
rails  of  a  tram-road  under  foot,  and  upon  the 
timbers  across  the  low  roof  and  down  the 
side- walls.  Clouds  of  black  dust  rose  around 
the  light  as  he  ran.  Ike  knew  every  twist 
and  turn  of  the  workings.  They  came  to  a 
bend  of  the  road  into  an  open  space.  To 
the  left  ran  another  road,  narrower,  but  with 
timber  and  tram-rails  just  the  same.  Ike 
turned  a  little  way  up  this  road,  then 
stopped  and  put  his  boy  down  on  his  feet, 
and  held  his  lamp  to  the  lad's  eyes. 

"  Now,  Isaac,"  said  he,  "  you  are  safe  here. 
No  fire  or  smoke  can  reach  this  road." 

The  boy's  faith  in  his  father  was  seen  in 
his  eyes  as  he  looked  up.  He  believed  his 
father  could  do  all  things. 
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'THEY   ARE   RUSHING   TOWARDS  THE   KIKE. 


Ike  was  a  squat,  awkward  man,  with  hollow 
cheeks  and  dull  grey  eyes  ;  but  he  had  more 
strength  and  sense  behind  those  dull  eyes 
than  you  would  think.  It  was  only  because 
he  had  worked  all  his  life  in  the  darkness  of 
this  Welsh  pit  that  he  looked  so  awkward. 

"All  the  others,"  said  he  to  the  boy,  "are 
rushing  to  their  death.  But  I  can  do  some- 
thing to  put  a  stop  to  it.  There  is  one  way, 
and  I  suppose  I  must  do  it." 


Ike  said  this  quite  cheerfully.  He  was  so 
sure  of  himself.  He  was  a  genuine  product 
of  the  Welsh  mines,  and  really  had  very  little 
regard  for  death  so  far  as  he  himself  was  con- 
cerned. But  he  had  the  vision  of  the  others 
rushing  into  the  danger  when  they  thought 
they  were  avoiding  it. 

"  If  the  fire  don't  get  'em,"  he  explained, 
"the  after-damp  will,  and  they  will  all  be 
suffocated  for  running  out  the  wrong  way. 
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Now,  Isaac,  you  are  a  clever  boy.  Have  you 
got  the  courage  to  stay  here  by  yourself  till 
I  come  back  ?  " 

Isaac,  his  son,  thought  it  a  fine  thing  to 
imitate  the  calm  manner  of  this  father  of  his, 
who  thought  him  such  a  wonderful  boy.  He 
merely  blinked  in  the  light. 

**  Make  haste  back,"  said  he,  trimming  his 
own  lamp. 

"  You  stay  in  this  road  ;  don't  move  out 
of  it." 

"  Make  haste  back,"  repeated  the  boy, 
-sitting  quite  at  his  ease  in  the  side,  with  his 
light  between  his  feet. 

The  man  turned  away  down  the  road  and 
ran  up  another  road.  His  light  showed  him 
the  way — showed  him  the  cracked  timbers 
and  the  fallen  stones  which  the  force  of  the 
explosion  had  shaken  from  the  roof.  He 
clambered  over.  He  had  not  far  to  go.  His 
knowledge  of  the  workings  was  complete. 
He  merely  intended  opening  one  particular 
door.  But  by  the  opening  of  that  door  the 
air  would  "  lead "  the  fire  and  its  poisonous 
fumes  into  a  hole  where  it  could  harm  no  one. 
In  his  mind  as  he  ran  was  the  painful  idea  of 
hundreds  of  panic-struck  miners  rushing 
along  the  wrong  road  into  the  flames  or  the 
equally  deadly  fumes. 

"  I  must  turn  the  wrong  road  into  the  right 
one,"  was  the  simple  idea  behind  Ike's  dull 
grey  eyes. 

He  crawled  through  a  narrow  airway. 
This  was  a  short  -cut.  He  leaped  out  into 
the 


the  separation  doors  divided  the  air  current. 
He  was  in  a  centre  where  three  roads  turned 
off,  and  at  the  mouth  of  each  road  was  an 
air-door.  The  extreme  point  of  his  lamp- 
rays  reached  the  outer  door — on  his  left. 
But  he  turned  to  the  right  inwards.  His 
light  flashed  upon  the  door  on  his  right.  It 
was  a  big,  wide  door — an  arrangement  of 
strong  planks  with  mason-built  side-walls. 

But  it  was  the  inner  door  of  all  that  Ike 
wanted  to  open. 

He  hurried  forward.  Here  again  was 
another  road  on  his  left  without  any  door. 
He  threw  an  anxious  look  up  this  road.  He 
had  worked  out  the  problem  and  knew  that 
it  was  in  the  workings  up  there  that  the 
explosion  had  first  burst  out.  Down  that 
road  the  fire  and  its  deadly  after-damp  would 
come,  and  overtake  all  the  men  and  boys 
rushing  out  on  the  main  level,  unless  he  did 
what  he  had  set  out  to  dg — open  the  inner 
door  and  divert  the  course  of  the  air,  and 
lead  the  flames  and  gas  poisons  inward. 
That  simple  action  would  keep  the  danger 
behind  the  men  and  give  them  time  to  reach 
the  shaft- bottom  safely. 

He  caught  just  a  glimmer  of  red  up  this 
danger-road. 

"  I  must  be  quick,"  said  he,  and  he  sprang 
forward  to  get  at  the  great  door  inside. 

Then  his  heart  leaped  into  his  mouth  with 
terror.  He  saw  that  he  could  not  reach  the 
inner  door  I  The  shock  of  the  explosion  had 
drawn  down  the  roof;  the  roadway  was  utterly 
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him  the  big  loose  stones,  piled  one  upon  the 
other  up  to  the  broken  timber  across  the 
roof. 

"Is  it  God's  will  to  destroy  us  all?"  he 
whispered,  terrified. 

He  heard  faintly  the  cries  of  the  men 
and  boys  beyond  the  outer  door  on  the 
main  level ;  while  from  the  mouth  of  the 
open  door  he  had  just  passed  there  came 
a  whirlwind  of  dust,  and  the  dust  was 
fiery.  It  glowed  with  myriads  of  glittering 
specks — the  fatal  dust  that  comes  after  an 
explosion.  Poison  and  suffocation  were  in 
its  fumes.  The  dust-cloud  screamed  as  it 
whirled  over  him.  He  flung  himself  face 
downwards  upon  the  ground.  But  he  kept 
his  lamp  firm  and  upright.  He  and  the 
light  would  live  for  a  few  minutes  even 
through  this. 

In  a  moment  he  had  lifted  himself  and 
was  staggering  backwards.  But  now  he  was 
groaning.  It  was  not  the  agony  of  the  body. 
It  was  the  agony  of  the  soul.  He  was 
struggling  towards  the  door  which  a  minute 
before  he  had  passed.  He  was  holding  his 
light  to  this  door,  staring  at  it.  He  knew 
well  what  must  happen.  There  was  no 
chance  at  all  of  the  fire  passing  inwards  now. 
The  fall  of  roof  would  stop  that.  The 
failure  with  the  inner  door  was  bad  indeed. 
The  heat  and  fumes  now  gathering  around 
him  would  gradually  accumulate  in  that  little 
centre  and  expand.  Then  an  outlet  must  be 
found.  The  weakest  spot  was  the  other 
door  on  the  main  level,  beyond  which  were 
the  outrushing  men  and  boys.  The  pure 
air  coming  straight  from  the  shaft  would 
draw  the  force  in  that  direction. 

When  the  expansion  had  reached  bursting 
point,  down  would  go  that  outer  door.  Then 
Heaven  pity  all  old  men,  young  men,  and 
boys.  Death  would  easily  catch  up  with  the 
runners.  The  poisoned  air  would  overtake 
them,  creep  into  their  lungs,  and,  while  they 
thought  they  were  reaching  home,  they 
would  be  falling  unconscious  in  the  dust. 

There  was  only  one  way  now  to  save 
them.  But  that  one  way  was  terrible.  Open 
this  door  on  which  his  light  shone !  That 
would  give  the  heat  and  poison  its  outlet. 
But  it  would  send  death  up  the  road  where  he 
had  left  his  own  son — the  boy  who  had  said 
"  Make  haste  back,  father " — and  Ike  was 
beating  his  breast  at  the  thought  of  it 

"  My  son — my  own  son  !  "  he  groaned. 

His  light  gleamed  upon  the  insensible 
wood.  The  heat  and  gases  were  choking 
him.  His  eyes  were  burning.  His  breath 
came  in  gasps.     But  he  was  not  thinking  of 


his  own  danger.  Outside  he  still  heard 
faintly  the  cries  of  the  others.  By  opening 
that  door  he  would  save  a  hundred  lives,  and 
destroy  one  that  was  worth  all  the  hundred 
He  was  doomed  to  choose  between  these 
two  doors! 

"  Must  I  save  these  strangers  and  kill  my 
own  boy?"  he  asked,  and  he  looked  in 
horror  at  the  door. 

Again  he  heard  the  faint  cries  of  those 
beyond  the  outer  door.  He  raised  his  hand 
tremblingly  to  open  the  safety-valve.  But  a 
vision  of  his  boy  appeared  before  his  eyes — 
the  son  whom  he  had  left  sitting  in  that 
narrow  road.  He  saw  him  as  plainly  as  if  he 
were  still  holding  the  light  to  the  boy's  face  ; 
and  the  thin  cheeks  and  bright,  calm  eyes 
were  all  there  before  the  man's  gaze.  His 
shuddering  hand  dropped  from  the  door. 

"  I  can't  do  it— I  can't  do  it ! "  he  cried,  in 
agony. 

Then  the  cries  from  beyond  brought  into 
the  vision  a  sound  as  of  a  voice  commanding 
him  to  the  sacrifice.  The  love  of  God,  the 
love  of  his  fellow-man,  the  love  of  a  father — 
all  were  at  stake.  The  humble  man  was  like 
Abraham  when  God  made  trial  of  his  faith 
by  calling  upon  him  to  sacrifice  his  child. 
"  Take  now  thy  son,  thine  only  son  Isaac, 
whom  thou  lovest,  and  offer  him  there  for  a 
burnt  offering  !  "     It  was  the  supreme  trial. 

"  The  Lord  spared  Abraham's  son  1 "  he 
cried.     "  Will  he  spare  mine  ?  " 

With  a  groan  he  raised  his  hand  to  the 
door  and  dashed  it  open. 

The  hiss  and  scream  of  the  escaping 
elements  whirling  past  his  ears  were  like  the 
laughter  of  demons.  Death  was  rushing  up 
to  his  boy.  Outside  the  other  door  he  heard 
the  frenzied  crowd,  shouting  and  crying. 
They  did  not  know  what  sacrifice  was  taking 
place  within — the  sacrifice  that  would  save 
them.  But,  finding  the  air  still  pure  and 
the  way  still  clear,  they  rushed  outwards  to 
their  homes  with  joyous  shouts. 

"  They  are  safe,"  muttered  Isaac's  father. 
**  They  do  not  know  that  my  boy — my  own 
son Oh,  Heaven,  pity  me  !  " 

The  only  real  chance  of  safety  for  himself 
now  was  to  follow  the  others.  That  was  the 
way  of  escape.  But  that  way  was  not  for 
him.  He  was  blindly  groping  inwards,  up 
the  road  towards  his  son.  He  could  feel  the 
deadly  irritant  in  the  poisoned  air.  It  burned 
his  eyes  and  swelled  his  lungs.  But  the  hope 
of  saving  the  boy  gave  him  greater  than 
human  power,  and  he  blundered  and 
stumbled  upward  over  the  heaps  of  broken 
timber  and  fallen  stones.     Throughout  that 
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supreme  moment  he  had  been  like  a  man 
listening  to  the  pure  spirit  that  is  always 
urging  us  to  do  noble  things — deeds  that  to 
the  selfish  world  would  seem  to  be  utterly 
beyond  the  rational.  But  it  would  be  equally 
great  folly  to  suppose  that  human  nature  is 
never  capable  of  rising  above  the  dead  level 
of  earth.  The  littlest  of  us  have  to  face  the 
biggest  problems.  The  world  is  peopled  with 
great  souls  as  well  as  little  bodies.     Poor  Ike 


overpowered  him  and  stretched  him  senseless 
across  the  roadway. 

But  the  game  was  not  badly  played  for  all 
that.  Because,  as  Ike  fell,  unconscious,  a 
solitary  clear  light  appeared  behind  him  in 
the  darkness.  That  light  came  swiftly  to 
him ;  the  one  who  carried  it  was  a  strong, 
big  man,  who  bent  down  over  Ike  with  a 
shout  of  satisfaction. 

**  Just  in  time  !  "  he  burst  out.     "  Just  in 


"'just  in  timk!'  he  burst  out.     'just  in  timkI*" 


was  one  of  the  great  souls.  The  history  of 
the  obscure  people  to  whom  this  boy  and 
man  belonged  is  brilliant  with  fine  things. 
No  one  knows  how  they  are  done,  for  the 
folk  are  simple  and  quite  unconscious  of  the 
word  "  noble  "  ;  and,  I  suppose,  this  episode 
of  the  Ffrwd  pit  is  merely  one  more  among 
the  others  unrecorded  anywhere  except  in 
heaven. 

"  My  son — my  own  son  !  "  was  his  cry,  as 
he  staggered  inwards.  Once  or  twice  he 
tried  to  call  the  boy's  name,  wondering  if  he 
could  hear.  But  the  poison  had  crept  into 
his  lungs.  His  voice  was  feeble  and  his 
strength  gone.  His  limbs  weakened ;  he 
stumbled  and  fell,  groaning,  in  the  dust. 

"  I  can  never  reach  him,"  he  said. 

Not  even  the  frenzied  hope  in  his  soul 
could  help  him  farther.     The  poisoned  air 
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time  !  Found  him,  just  in  time — the  boy  was 
right — young  Isaac  was  quite  right." 

The  big  man  put  his  strong  arm  under 
him  and  picked  him  up. 

"  Come  on  —  come  on  !  "  he  shouted. 
"You  are  safe  enough  now.  But  well  have 
to  run  for  it." 

And  literally  carrying  Ike  as  if  he  were  a 
child,  the  big  man  rushed  back,  leaped  into 
the  level  road,  pulled  open  the  big  door, 
dashed  through,  and  closed  the  door  behind 
him  with  a  crash  ;  then  rushed  outward. 

The  fresh  wind  at  once  brought  conscious- 
ness back.  Ike  opened  his  eyes.  He  saw 
who  was  carrying  him.  He  recognised  him 
as  the  man  whom  he  himself  had  caught  by 
the  arm  when  the  terror  stricken  crowd  were 
pressing  through  the  narrow  "  place "  just 
after  the  explosion.     Ike  looked  up  at  him^ 
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crying  out  in  agony  :  "  Why  have  you  saved  him  stop  there.  But  he  would  not  go.  I 
me  ?  My  boy  is  dead  !  Why  have  you  had  to  promise  to  go  back  and  look  for  you. 
saved  me  ? "  He  told  me  what  road  you  were  in.     I  ran 

The  man  answered  tenderly,  still  pressing      back  to  look  for  you.     I  found  you  just  in 
towards  the  lights.  time." 

"  It's  all  right,  Ike  ;  it's  all  right.     Isaac  "  But  Isaac — my  son — where  is  he  ?  " 

is  safe  enough.     You  caught  my  arm.     But  "  With  my  butties,  who  carried  him  out 

I  was  too  frightened  then  to  listen.  But  I  through  the  *  return'  —  long  before  you 
soon  saw  who  was  right.  I  turned  back  and  opened  the  air-bridge  door.  He  is  safe 
made  two  or  three  come  back  with  me.     We     enough  by  this  time." 

turned  back  up  your  road  into  the  *  return,'  They  were  nearing  the  bottom  of  the  shaft 

and  saw  your*  boy  a  minute  after  you  left  itself.  There  the  great  crowd  of  men  and 
him.  He  told  us  where  you  had  gone.  We  boys  whom  Ike  had  saved  were  pressing 
knew  it  might  turn  out  too  dangerous  to  let      round  the  cage,  chattering,  l2^ughing,  waving 

their  arms,  and 
shouting  joyously 
over  their  escape ; 
and  the  cages  were 
going  swiftly  up 
the  shaft,  taking 
the  men  up  to  the 
sunlight.  Ike  had 
struggled  to  his 
feet.  They  had 
reached  the  edge 
of  the  crowd.  The 
lights  dazzled  his 
eyes  and  he  could 
not  see. 

"Isaac!  Isaac!" 
he  cried. 

A  calm,  boyish 
voice  hailed  him. 
"Halloa, 
butty ! " 

And  Isaac's 
father  found  a  pair 
of  small  arms 
affectionately 
round  his  neck. 
He  had  just  a 
glimpse  of  his 
boy's  little,  thin 
face  and  bright 
eyes.  Then  he 
burst  into  tears. 
A  man  was  carry- 
ing the  youngster 
shoulder  high. 
The  crowd  at  the 
shaft  bottom  sent 
up  a  great  shout 
of  welcome.  A 
moment  more  and 
father  and  son  were 
in  the  up-going 
cage,  rising  swiftly 
into  the  beautiful 

**  THB  CROWD  AT  THE  SHAFT  BOTTOM  SBNT  UP  A  GRBAT  SHOUT."  light  of  day. 
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Author  of  *'*^  Minute  Marvels  of  Nature  ^^  ^^  Peeps  into  Nature's  Ways,''  etc. 

by  the  Author. 


Illustrated  from  Photographs 


^ROBABLY  everyone  has, 
I  during  his  country  rambles, 
observed  from  time  to  time 
a  tree  such  as  that  depicted 
in  illustration  Fig.  i.  The 
photograph  shows  a  wrecked 
ash  tree — a  tree,  evidently,  that  was  once 
healthy  and  flourishing,  otherwise  it  could 
not  have  attained  such  proportions.  What, 
then,  brought  it  to  its  present  stately 


On  looking  into  the  heart  of  the  tree  trunk, 
where  it  is  seen  to  be  broken  open,  we 
observe  that  it  is  riddled  with  holes,  many 
of  them  wide  enough  to  admit  one's  finger, 
and  by  pulling  away  some  of  this  riddled 
wood  (which  crumbles  as  we  touch  it)  we 
find  that  these  holes  are  the  openings  to 
tunnels  or  burrows  ;  in  fact,  we  soon  discover 
that  the  once  solid  trunk  has  become  a  dry, 
powdery  mass,  honeycombed  with  these  tube- 


-A    VICTIM    OK    THE   (.OA  I     M(irH. 


From  a  superficial  glance  we  might  imagine 
that  lightning  had  been  the  first  factor  in  its 
destruction,  and  that  afterwards  wet,  frosts, 
gales,  and  other  external  elements  had  played 
their  part.  If,  however,  we  approach  the  tree 
more  closely  we  shall  discover  conspicuous 
traces  of  the  work  of  a  much  more  insidious 
foe  than  any  of  these. 


like  passages  in  every  direction  (Fig.  2). 
Also,  we  cannot  fail  to  note  that  the  tree 
possesses  a  powerful  and  rank  odour  ;  and, 
if  we  have  freely  handled  the  crumbling  wood, 
our  hands,  and  it  may  be  our  clothes,  will  have 
acquired  this  same  smell  ;  and  so  powerful 
and  persistent  is  it  that  its  presence  may  be 
detected  for  several  days  afterwards. 
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-i.—K   CLUSbR   VIEW  OF    A    PORTION   OF    THK  SAMK  TKKK, 
SHOWING    HOW   THE   WOOD   IS   RIDDI.KU  WITH    HOLES. 


What  light  can  these  observations  throw 
upon  the  destructive  enemy  of  this  once 
robust  and  healthy  ash  tree? 

Let  us  go  back  a  stage,  to  a  time  only 
seven  years  before,  when  this  ash  tree  was  a 
fine  and  beautiful  example  of  its  kind,  spread- 
ing wide  its  branches  clothed  with  their 
innumerable  compound  leaves,  and  decorat- 
ing with  shifting  light  and  shadow  the  neigh- 
bouring roadside  and  tiny  streamlet.  In 
truth,  all  was  going  well  with  our  tree  until  a 
particular  night  in  July,  a  night  when  there 
came  swiftly  flying  along  this  leafy  lane  a 
moth — one  of  the  largest  of  British  moths, 
having  grey  wings  traversed  with  a  network 
of  dark  brownish  lines. 

As  the  moth  neared  the  ash  tree  she  (for 
it  was  a  female  insect)  fluttered  towards  the 
earth,  and  a  moment  later  she  had  alighted 
upon  the  ground  near  the  foot  of  the  tree. 
Then  she  moved  rapidly  towards  its  trunk, 
and  eventually  came  to  rest  upon  the  bark 
just  above  the  soil.  At  all  events,  she  appa- 
rently rested,  but  in  truth  she  was  never 
more  busy  in  her  life.  By  means  of  a  sharp- 
pointed  ovipositor  situated  at  the  end  of  the 
abdomen  she  was  carefully  searching  the 
deepest  niches  and  crevices  of  the  bark 
(Fig.  3).  Then  she  moved  to  another  part 
of  the  bark  and  carried  on  very  similar  move- 


ments there.  For  an  hour  or  more  she  was 
occupied  with  this  work,  and  then  she  took 
to  her  wings  again,  to  visit,  it  may  be, 
another  tree,  which  she  would  treat  in  a 
like  manner. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  the  tree's 
destruction,  for  the  cracks  of  the  bark  into 
which  the  moth  had  penetrated  witli  her 
ovipositor  were  now  crowded  with  little 
rounded,  greyish -coloured  bodies  with  brown 
markings.  Each  of  these  tiny  objects  was 
but  very  little  larger  than  a  pin's  head,  and 
curiously  grooved  about  its  surface.  Some 
of  them,  as  seen  magnified  by  the  writer's 
pocket-lens,  are  shown  in  Fig.  4. 

I  need  hardly  add  that  these  curious  little 
objects  were  the  eggs  of  the  moth,  which, 
with  true  parental  instinct,  the  mother  moth 
had  carefully  placed  in  the  situation  best 
adapted  to  the  needs  of  her  offspring  when 
hatched. 

The  tree  went  on  growing  and  building  up 
new  material  for  future  use.  In  the  follow- 
ing spring  its  innumerable  buds  responded  to 
the  influence  of  the  warm  sun,  and  from 
them  came  many  new  branches  bearing  in 
their  turn  leaves  and  leaflets.  By  the  following 
autumn  the  ash  had  produced  large  quantities 
of  its  curious  winged  fruits  (familiarly  called 
"  keys  "),  that,  on  windy  days,  merrily  whirled 
surprising  distances  into  the  neighbouring 
fields  as  they  fell  from  the  branches.  Super- 
ficially, everything  with  our  tree  was  prospering. 


3. — THE     FEMALE    GOAT     MOTH    (NATURAL    SIZB),    SEARCHING 

THE   DEEPEST  CREVICES   OF  THE    BAKK   IN  ORDER  TO   DEPOSIT 

H^R    EGGS. 
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About  this  time,  how- 
ever, an  entomologist 
came  along  the  lane, 
and  as  he  neared  the 
ash  he  halted  and 
sniffed,  and  then  he 
muttered  "Goats  !" 
Forthwith  he  began  to 
inspect  the  various  trees 
in  the  vicinity,  and  as 
he  approached  one  of 
them  he  knew  at  once 
that  he  had  found  the 
object  of  his  search,  for 
he  heard  the  buzzing  of 
a  small  host  of  blue- 
bottle flies  as  they  left  a 
particular  tree  and  took 
to  their  wings.  The 
flies,  like  the  entomo- 
logist, had  been  attracted  towards  the  ash 
by  the  strong  smell.  Wasps,  hornets,  and 
some  ol  our  most  handsome  butterflies 
are  likewise  attracted  by  this  smell,  although 
to  man  it  is  repugnant.  Indeed,  the  odour 
is  said  to  resemble  that  from  the  male  goat 
(hence  the  name  "  goat  moth  ") ;  by  others 
it  has  been  compared  with  that  of  strong 
acetic  acid,  the  latter,  perhaps,  being 
the  more  appropriate  comparison.  The 
entomologist  carefully 
removed  a  por- 
tion of  the  bark  about 
a  foot  above  the  place 
where  the  moth  had 
deposited  her  eggs 
during  the  previous 
summer.  The  bark 
came  freely  away,  and 
the  outside  of  the 
young  wood  was  seen 
to  be  perforated  with 
many  holes,  from  most 
of  which  the  juices  of 
the  tree  were  oozing 
out.  No  one  knew 
better  than  the  ento- 
mologist that  the  fate 
of  that  tree  was  sealed. 
He,  however,  had  no 
thought  for  the  tree 
itself;  instead,  he  anti- 
cipated getting  some 
choice  specimens  of 
goat  moths  for  his 
cabinet,  and  so  he 
carefully  made  some 
entries  in  his  note-book 
to  remind  him  when 


THB   KGGS   SEEN   THKOUGH   A    MAGMFIKR. 


5. — LAKVA    OF    THE    GOAT    MOTH    (nATUKAL   SIZE)— "  WHEN 

IMTKHFKREDTWITH  THEV  HAD  A  WAV  OP  TURNING  ANCKILY 

ROUND  AS  IF  TO  BITS." 


to  visit  the  tree  again ; 
and  then  the  quarry  was 
left  to  thrive. 

It  was  not  until  the 
spring  of  the  next  year 
that  he  returned  to  the 
tree,  about  the  end  of 
May.  Again  he  re- 
moved some  of  the  bark 
and  loose  wood,  which 
had  now  become  soft. 
The  perforations  were 
now  large  and  con- 
spicuous, and  as  he 
broke  away  the  wood  it 
became  more  and  more 
obvious  that  these  open- 
ings led  to  irregular 
ascending  galleries, 
many  of  which  extended 
upwards  to  four  or  five  feet  within  the  interior 
of  the  trunk.  It  did  not  take  the  entomologist 
long  to  expose  the  cause  of  these  ramifications. 
In  some  of  the  harder  parts  of  the  wood 
were  large,  uninviting- looking  larvae,  many  of 
them  between  three  and  four  inches  in 
length  and  as  thick  as  a  man's  finger,  flesh- 
coloured  at  the  sides  and  deep  red  above. 
Also,  they  had  wedge  -  shaped  heads,  well 
adapted  for  penetrating  the  solid  wood  on 
which  they  were  feed- 
ing ;  and  when  inter- 
fered with  they  had  a 
way  of  turning  angrily 
round  with  open  jaws 
as  if  to  bite  (Fig.  5). 
As  a  matter  of  fact, 
however,  they  are  quite 
harmless,  apart  from 
their  power  to  secrete 
the  licjuid  which  pro- 
duces the  rank  odour 
previously  referred  to, 
and  which,  I  may  re- 
mark, requires  more 
than  soap  and  water 
for  its  removal  from 
hands  and  clothes. 

Here,  then,  was  the 
harvest  of  those  tiny 
eggs  placed  upon  the 
tree  by  the  mother 
moth  about  a  year 
and  ten  months  be- 
fore. After  a  little 
while  from  each 
egg  came  a  baby 
caterpillar,  which 
penetrated    the    bar^ 
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6. — A    LAKVA    IN    ITS   COCOON    OK    WOOD-DUST,    IN 
KEADINKSS  TO   BECOMK   A   CHKYSAUIS. 

and  fed  for  a  time  between  it  and  the  young 
wood.  In  the  following  spring,  however,  each 
of  these  larvae  commenced  its  work  of  running 
long  galleries  into  the  solid  wood  of  the  tree, 
and,  as  more  than  a  hundred  of  these  larvae 
had  been  engaged  upon  the  work  for  nearly 
two  years,  it  is  not  surprising  that  some  of  the 
topmost  branches  of  the  tree  had  begun  to 
lose  vigour,  an  effect  more  easily  realized  when 
we  grasp  the  fact  that  each  of  these  larvae 
increases  in  the  course  of  its  development  to 
seventy-two  thousand  times  its  weight  when 
hatched.  If  an  average  child  were  to  in- 
crease its  weight  at 
manhood,  it  would 
about  two  hundred 

Some  of  the 
larvae  had  by 
no  means 
reached  their 
full  size,  and 
these  would 
feed  and  burrow 
into  the  tree  for 
yet  another 
year.  However, 
many  of  them 
had  thrived  so 
well  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the 
tree's  substance 
during  the  two 
or  there- 


abouts, of  their  caterpillar  life  that  they  were 
almost  ready  for  the  next  stage  in  their 
development.  One,  indeed,  had  already 
formed  its  cocoon  of  "  sawdust "  and  broken 
bits  of  wood  lightly  spun  together,  and  had 
snugly  ensconced  itself  within  (Fig.  6). 

The  caterpillar  would  rest  for  a  day  or  so 
as  shown  in  the  illustration,  and  then  it 
would  moult  its  skin.  When  the  skin  had 
slipped  off,  the  caterpillar  would  be  seen  to 
have  changed  to  a  large  pupa  or  chrysalis  of 
a  reddish- brown  colour. 

A  month  later  our  friend  the  entomologist 
would  have  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out  for  his 
specimens,  for  the  pupa  then  would  push  its 
way  through  its  cocoon  into  the  burrow  and 
later  towards  the  surface  of  the  decaying  and 
broken  bark,  near  which  the  cocoon  is 
generally  placed.  The  pupa  is  perfectly 
adapted  for  these  movements,  being  wedge- 
shaped  in  front  and  provided  with  rows  of 
short  spines  arranged  around  each  segment 
of  its  body  to  prevent  it  slipping  backwards. 

On  reaching  the  surface  of  the  tree  the 
pupa  would  protrude  some  two-thirds  of  its 
length,  and  then  its  skin  would  break,  and  so 
the  winged  moth  become  free.  The  empty 
pupa- case  is  left  projecting  from  the  hole, 
numbers  of  which,  in  the  proper  season,  may 
sometimes  be  seen  about  the  surface  of  a 
badly-infested  tree.  Occasionally,  but  less 
often,  one  of  these  larvae  pupates  in  the 
ground,  forming  its  cocoon  of  particles  of 
soil ;  an  example  of  this  kind  is  shown  in 
Fig.  7,  where  the  chrysalis -shell  is  seen 
protruding  from   the  cocoon  just  as  it  was 


7. — SOMETIMES    THE     COCOON     IS    COMPOSED    OF     PAKTICLHS    OK     SOIL  —  THE    CHRYSALIS     IS    SttN 
PKOTRUDING   FROM   THE  COCOON   JUST   AFTER   THE   EMERGKNQB  OF   THE  MOTH. 
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8.— A    FEMALE   GOAT     MOTH,    SHOWINti     THK     SHARP     INSTKUMENT     U.sKU     FOK     PKNhTKATlNG 
THK    BARK    WHEN    EGG-DBl'OslTING. 


left  after  the  emergence  of  the  moth,  which 
is  shown  complete  in  Fig.  8. 

Should  the  entomologist  arrive  upon  the 
scene  any  time  within  an  hour  of  the  moth's 
emergence  from  the  pupa,  he  will  be  sure  of 
his  quarry,  for  it  will  then  be  resting  upon 
the  bark  unfolding  and  drying  its  wings  ready 
for  flight.  By  its  capture  he  will  render  an 
untold  service  to  the  owners  of  neighbouring 
trees,  for,  as  I  have  here  shown,  one  moth 
may  ruin  a  valuable  tree,  and  then,  should  all 
the  offspring  of  that  moth  reach  maturity,  we 
may  well  ask  how  many  trees  will  they  in 
their  turn  destroy  ? 

Fortunately  Nature  has  appointed 
a  few  vigilant  detectives  to  keep  in 
check  this  destructive  insect,  the 
most  useful  of  these  being  an 
ichneumon  fly  that  deposits  its  eggs 
in  the  bodies  of  these  larvae,  the 
ultimate  result  of  this  action  being 
that  the  chrysalides  of  the  goat  moth 
produce  ichneumon  flies  instead  of 
their  own  species,  these  flies  having 
developed  parasitically  at  the  expense 
of  their  caterpillar  host.  Then  there 
is  the  green  woodpecker,  which  cuts 
holes  in  the  tree  by  means  of  its 
powerful  beak  to  extract  these  fleshy 
larvae.  And  as  the  market  value  of 
a  good  specimen  of  the  goat  moth 
is  eightpence  or  ninepence,  the 
entomologist  may  be  counted  as 
another  persistent  enemy. 

Even  with  these  diligent  foes  all 
in  harness,  during  some  seasons  this 
destructive     insect     becomes    very 


abundant,  and  then 
standing  timber  has 
to  sufler,  the  most 
healthy  trees  being 
the  ones  attacked. 
Ash,  poplar,  willow, 
walnut,  beech,  lime, 
birch,  sycamore, 
and  many  other 
trees  in  their  turn 
become  victims; 
but  it  is  when  oak 
trees  are  attacked 
that  the  most  serious 
loss  results. 

The  moth  is  fairly 
abundant  through- 
out Europe  and 
Western  Asia,  and 
it  is  also  found  in 
North  Africa.  In 
the  British  Isles 
this  insect  is  so  destructive  that  the  Board  of 
Agriculture  have  issued  a  leaflet  descriptive 
of  it  and  describing  preventive  and  remedial 
measures ;  this  is  supplied  gratis  to  applicants. 
However,  the  only  method  of  dealing  with 
badly-infested  trees  seems  to  be  that  of  felling 
and  splitting  them  to  destroy  the  caterpillars 
lurking  within,  although  this  means  sacrificing 
the  tree.  Even  should  the  enemy  be  ejected, 
the  rain  eventually  penetrates  the  burrows  of 
the  larvae  and  rots  the  wood,  and  then  wind 
and  gales  do  the  rest,  until  the  once  great 
tree  becomes  a  thir^j;  of  the  past  (Fig.  9). 


9.— THE   COMPLETBD   W08K    OF   THE   GOAT   MOTH, 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
T  was  but  too  plain.  The 
unfortunate  bailiff  must  have 
opened  the  door  before  the 
spell  had  faded,  while  yet  the 
Ugly  Wuglies  were  something 
'more  than  mere  coats  and 
hats  and  sticks.  They  had  rushed  out  upon 
him,  and  had  done — this.  He  lay  there 
insensible.  The  girls  had  rushed  to  the 
sufferer ;  already  his  head  was  in  Mabel's  lap. 
Jimmy  and  Gerald  both  knew  what  was 
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id  Jimmy, 
snapped 

spered. 

"  Who's  afraid  ?  "  Gerald  mquired. 

But  he  looked  to  right  and  left  very  care- 
fully, and  chose  the  way  that  did  not  lead 
near  the  bushes.  He  scooped  water  up  in 
his  straw  hat  and  returned  to  Flora's  Temple, 
carrying  it  carefully  in  both  hands.  When 
he  saw  how  quickly  it  ran  through  the  straw 
he  pulled  his  handkerchief  from  his  breast 
pocket  with  his  teeth  and  dropped  it  into  the 
hat.  It  was  with  this  that  the  girls  wiped 
the  blood  from  the  bailiff's  brow. 

"He's  not  dead,  is  he?"  asked  Jimmy, 
anxiously. 

"  No,"  Kathleen  reassured  him ;  "  his 
heart's  beating.  Mabel  and  I  felt  it  in 
his  wrist,  where  doctors  do." 

Suddenly  a  shadow  fell  on  the  marble 
beside  them  and  a  voice  spoke. 

The  children  looked  up — into  the  face  of 
the  eldest  of  the  Ugly  Wuglies,  the  respect- 
able one. 

Jimmy  and  Kathleen  screamed  I  am 
sorry,  but  they  did. 

£.  Nesbii'Blaod. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    ENCHANTED    CASTLE. 


105 


"Hush!"  said  Gerald,  savagely;  he  was 
still  wearing  the  ring.  "  Hold  your  tongues, 
ril  get  him  away." 

"  Very  sad  affair,  this,"  said  the  respectable 
Ugly  Wugly.  He  spoke  with  a  curious 
accent ;  there  was  something  odd  about  his 
r's,  and  his  m's  and  n's  were  those  of  a  person 
labouring  under  an  almost  intolerable  cold  in 
the  head.  But  it  was  not  the  dreadful  "  00  " 
and  "  ah  "  voice  of  the  night  before.  Kathleen 
and*  Jimmy  stooped  over  the  bailiff.  Even 
that  prostrate  form,  being  human,  seemed 
some  little-  protection.  But  Gerald,  strong 
in  the  fearlessness  that  the  ring  gave  to  its 
wearer,  looked  full  into  the  face  of  the  Ugly 
Wugly,  and  started.  For,  though  the  face 
was  almost  the  same  as  the  face  he  had  him- 
self paiiited  on  the  school  drawing-paper,  it 
was  not  the  same ;  for  it  was  ho  longer 
paper — it  was  a  real  face,  and  the  hands, 
lean  and  almost  transparent  as  they  were, 
were  real  hands.  As  it  moved  a  little  to  get 
a  better  view  of  the  bailiff  it  was  plain  that 
it  had  legs,  arms— live  legs  and  arms — and 
a  self-supporting  backbone.  It  was  alive 
indeed — with  a  vengeance. 

"  How  did  it  happen  ?  "  Gerald  asked,  with 
an  effort  at  calmness — a  successful  effort. 

"  Most  regrettable,"  said  the  Ugly  Wugly. 
"  The  others  must  have  missed  the  way  last 
night  in  the  passage.  They  never  found  the 
hotel." 

"  Y^xAyouV'  asked  Gerald,  blankly. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  Ugly  Wugly.  "  Most 
respectable,  exactly  as  you  said.  Then,  when 
I  came  away — I  didn*t  come  the  front  way 
because  I  wanted  to  revisit  this  sylvan  scene 
by  daylight  and  the  hotel  people  didn't  seem 
to  know  how  to  direct  me  to  it — I  found  the 
others  all  at  this  door,  very  angry.  They  d 
been  here  all  night,  trying  to  get  out.  Then 
the  door  opened — this  gentleman  must  have 
opened  it — and  before  I  could  protect  him 
that  underbred  man  in  the  high  hat — you 
remember " 

Gerald  remembered. 

"  Hit  him  on  the  head,  and  he  fell  where 
you  see  him.  The  others  dispersed,  and  I 
myself  was  just  going  for  assistance  when 
I  saw  you." 

Here  Jimmy  was  discovered  to  be  in  tears, 
and  Kathleen  white  as  any  drawing-paper. 

"  What's  the  matter,  my  little  man  ?  "  said 
the  respectable  Ugly  VVugly,  kindly.  Jimmy 
passed  instantly  from  tears  to  yells. 

"  Here,  take  the  ring,"  said  Gerald,  in  a 
furious  whisper,  and  thrust  it  on  to  Jimmy's 
hot,  damp,  resisting  finger.  Jimmy's  voice 
stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  a  howl.     And 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 14. 


Gerald,  in  a  cold  flash,  realized  what  it  was 
that  Mabel  had  gone  through  the  night 
before.  But  it  was  daylight,  and  Gerald 
wa^  not  a  coward. 

"  We  must  find  the  others,"  he  said. 

"  I  imagine,"  said  the  elderly  Ugly  Wugly, 
"that  they  have  gone  to  bathe.  Their 
clothes  are  in  the  wood."    He  pointed  stiffly. 

"  You  two  go  and  see,"  said  Gerald.  "  I'll 
go  on  dabbing  this  chap's  head." 

In  the  wood  Jimmy,  now  fearless  as  any 
lion,  discovered  four  heaps  of  clothing,  with 
broomsticks,  hockey-sticks,  and  masks  com- 
plete— all  that  had  gone  to  make  up  the 
gentlemen  Ugly  Wuglies  of  the  night  before. 
On  a  stone  seat,  well  in  the  sun,  sat  the  two 
lady  Ugly  Wuglies,  and  Kathleen  approached 
them  gingerly.  Valour  is  easier  in  the  sun- 
shine than  at  night,  as  we  all  know.  When 
she  and  Jimmy  came  close  to  the  bench  they 
saw  that  the  Ugly  Wuglies  were  only  Ugly 
Wuglies  such  as  they  had  often  made.  There 
was  no  life  in  them.  Jimmy  shook  them  to 
pieces,  and  a  sigh  of  relief  burst  from 
Kathleen. 

"  The  spell's  broken,  you  see,"  she  said ; 
"and  that  old  gentleman,  he's  real.  He 
only  happens  to  be  like  the  Ugly  Wugly  we 
made." 

"  He's  got  the  coat-that-hung-in-the-hall 
on,  anyway,"  said  Jimmy. 

"  No ;  it's  only  like  it.  Let's  get  back  to 
the  unconscious  stranger." 

They  did — and  Gerald  begged  the  elderly 
Ugly  Wugly  to  retire  among  the  bushes  with 
Jimmy,  "  because,"  said  he,  "  I  think  the 
poor  bailiffs  coming  round,  and  it  might 
upset  him  to  see  strangers— and  Jimmy'll 
keep  you  company.  He's  the  best  one  of  us 
to  go  with  you,"  he  added,  hastily. 

And  this,  since  Jimmy  had  the  ring,  was 
certainly  true. 

So  the  two  disappeared  behind  the  rhodo- 
dendrons. 

The  bailiff  opened  his  eyes.  Quite  soon 
he  sat  up  and  looked  round  him.  There 
was  an  anxious  silence. 

"  I'm  all  right  now,"  he  said,  and 
his  eye  fell  on  the  blood-stained  hand- 
kerchief. "  I  say,  I  did  give  my  head  a 
bang.  And  you've  been  giving  me  first  aid. 
Thank  you  most  awfully.     But  it  is  rum." 

"  What's  rum  ?  "  politeness  obliged  Gerald 
to  ask. 

"Well,  I  suppose  it  isn't  really  rum— I 
expect  I  saw  you  just  before  I  fainted,  or 
whatever  it  was  ;  but  I've  dreamed  the  most 
extraordinary  dream  while  I've  been  insen- 
sible, and  you  were  in  it."  ^ 
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"JIMMY  SHOOK  THEM  TO  PIBCKS. 

"  Nothing  but  us  ?  "  asked  Mabel,  breath- 
lessly. 

"  Oh,  lots  of  things — impossible  things  ; 
\}\iX.you  were  real  enough." 

Everyone  breathed  deeply  in  relief.  It 
was  indeed,  as  they  agreed  later,  a  lucky 
let-off. 

"  Are  you  sure  youVe  all  right  ?  "  they  all 
asked,  as  he  got  on  his  feet. 

"Perfectly,  thank  you.'*  He  glanced 
behind  Flora's  statue  as  he  spoke.  "  Do 
you  know,  I  dreamed  there  was  a  door  there ; 
but  of  course  there  isn't.  I  don't  know  how 
to  thank  you,"  he  added,  looking  at  them 
with  what  the  girls  called  his  beautiful  kind 
eyes  ;  "  it's  lucky  for  me  you  came  along. 
You  come  here  whenever  you  like,  you 
know,"  he  added.  "  I  give  you  the  freedom 
of  the  place." 

"  You're  the  new  bailiff,  aren't  you  ?  "  said 
Mabel. 

"  Yes.  How  did  you  know  ?  "  he  asked, 
quickly ;  but  they  did  not  tell  him  how  they 
knew.  Instead,  they  found  out  which  way 
he  was  going,  and  went  the  other  way  after 


kes    and    hopes    on 
t    they   would   meet 

*,"     said    Gerald  — 

never  thought  before 

rid   of    that    Ugly 

one  thought,  but 
ains  were  tired  with 
Bind  distress,  and  the 
5  they  thought  were, 
)el  said,  not  worth 
thinking,  let 
alone  saying. 

"I  suppose 
Jimmy's  all 
right?"  said  Kath- 
leen, anxiously. 

"Oh,  hes  all 
right ;  he's  got  the 
ring,"  said  Gerald. 
"I  hope  he 
won't  go  wishing 
anything  silly," 
said  Mabel,  but 
Gerald  urged  her 
ut   up  and   let   him 

think  I   think   best 

I  down,"  he  said,  and 

^*and  sometimes  you 

K^axi  iiiink  best  aloud.   The 

Ugly  Wugly's    realy  don't 

make  any   mistake   about 

that.     And   he  got  made   real    inside    that 

passage.      If  we  could  get  him  back   there 

he  might   get  changed  again,  and  then  we 

could  take  the  coats  and  things  back." 

"Isn't  there  any  other  way?"  Kathleen 
asked  ;  and  Mabel,  more  candid,  said, 
bluntly,  "  I'm  not  going  into  that  passage, 
so  there ! " 

"  Anyway,"  said  Gerald,  "  we'll  try  to  get 
him  back  and  shut  the  door.  And  he's  not 
horrid  now ;  really  he  isn't.  He's  real,  you 
see.     Come  on." 

He  took  a  hand  of  each,  and  they  walked 
resolutely  towards  the  bank  of  rhododendrons 
behind  which  Jimmy  and  the  Ugly  VVugly 
had  been  told  to  wait. 

As  they  neared  the  bushes  the  shining 
leaves  rustled,  shivered,  and  parted,  and 
before  the  girls  had  time  to  begin  to  hang 
back  Jimmy  came  blinking  out  into  the  sun- 
light. The  boughs  closed  behind  him,  and 
they  did  not  stir  or  rustle  for  the  appearance 
of  anyone  else.     Jimmy  was  alone. 

"Where  is  it?"  asked  the  girls  in  one 
breath. 
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"  Walking  up  and  down  in  a  fir-walk,"  said 
Jimmy,  '*  doing  sums  in  a  book.  He  says 
he's  most  frightfully  rich,  and  he's  got  to  get 
up  to  town  to  the  Stocks  or  something — 
where  they  change  papers  into  gold  if  you're 
clever,  he  says.  I  should  like  to  go  to  the 
Stockschange,  wouldn't  you?" 

"  I  don't  seem  to  care  very  much  about 
changes,"  said  Gerald.  "I've  had  enough. 
Show  us  where  he  is — we  must  get  rid  of  him." 

"  He's  got  a  motor-car,"  Jimmy  went  on, 
parting  the  warm,  varnished-looking  rhodo- 
dendron leaves,  "  and  a  garden  with  a  tennis- 
court  and  a  lake,  and  a  carriage  and  pair,  and 
he  goes  to  Egypt  for  his  holiday  sometimes, 
just  like  other  people  go  to  Margate." 

"The  best  thing,"  said  Gerald,  following 
through  the  bushes,  "  will  be  to  tell  him  the 
shortest  way  out  is  through  that  hotel  that  he 
thinks  he  found  last  night.  Then  we  get 
him  into  the.  passage,  give  him  a  push,  fly 
back,  and  shut  the  door." 

"He'll  starve  to  death  in  there,"  said 
Kathleen,   "if  he's  really  real." 

"  I  expect  it  doesn't  last  long — the  ring 
magics  don't.  Anyway,  it's  the  only  thing  I 
can  think  of." 

"He's  frightfully  rich,"  Jimmy  went  on, 
unheeding,  amid  the  crackling  of  the  bushes 
"  He's  building  a  public  library  for  the  people 
where  he  lives,  and  having  his  portrait  painted 
to  put  in  it.     He  thinks  they'll  like  that. ' 

The  belt  of  rhododendrons  was  passed, 
and  the  children  had  reached  a  smooth 
grass  walk  bordered  by  tall  fir  trees  of 
strange,  different  kinds  "  He's  just  round 
that  corner,"  said  Jimmy.  "  He's  simply 
rolling  in  money.  He  doesn't  know  what 
to  do  with  it.  He's  been  building  a  horse- 
trough  and  drinking-fountain  with  a  bust  of 
himself  on  top.  Why  doesn't  he  build  a 
private  swimming-bath  close  to  his  bed,  so 
that  he  can  just  roll  off  into  it  of  a  morning  ? 
I  wish  /  was  rich — I'd  soon  show  him " 

"That's  a  sensible  wish,"  said  Gerald.  " I 
wonder  we  didn't  think  of  doing  that  Oh, 
crikey!"  he  added,  and  with  reason.  For 
there,  in  the  green  shadows  of  the  pine-walk, 
in  the  woodland  silence,  broken  only  by 
rustling  leaves  and  the  agitated  breathing  of 
the  three  unhappy  others,  Jimmy  got  his 
wish.  By  quick  but  perfectly  plain-to-be- 
seen  degrees  Jimmy  became  rich.  And  the 
horrible  thing  was  that,  though  they  could 
see  it  happening,  they  did  not  know  what 
was  happening,  and  could  not  have  stopped 
it  if  they  had.  All  they  could  see  was 
Jimmy — their  own  Jimmy,  whom  they  had 
larked  with  and  quarrelled  with  and  made  it 


up  with  ever  since  they  could  remember — 
continuously  and  horribly  growing  old. 
The  whole  thing  was  over  in  a  few 
seconds.  Yet  in  those  few  seconds  they  saw 
him  grow  to  a  youth,  a  young  man,  a  middle- 
aged  man;  and  then,  with  a  sort  of  shiver- 
ing shock,  unspeakably  horrible  and  definite, 
he  seemed  to  settle  down  into  an  elderly 
gentleman,  handsomely  but  rather  dowdily 
dressed,  who  was  looking  down  at  them 
through  spectacles  and  asking  them  the 
nearest  way  to  the  railway  station.  If  they 
had  not  seen  the  change  take  place — in  all 
its  awful  details  —  they  would  never  have 
guessed  that  this  stout,  prosperous,  elderly 
gentleman,  with  the  high  hat,  the  frock-coa^ 
and  the  large  red  seal  dangling  from  the 
curve  of  a  portly  waistcoat,  was  their  own 
Jimmy.  But,  as  it  was,  they  knew  the 
dreadful  truth. 

"Oh,  Jimmy,  dorCtI^\  cried  Mabel,  desper- 
ately. 

Gerald  said,  "This  is  perfectly  beastly," 
and  Kathleen  broke  into  wild  weeping. 

"Don't  cry,  little  girl,"  said  That-which- 
had-been-Jimmy.  Let  us  call  him  "That" — 
short  for  "  That-which-had-been-Jimmy." 

*'  What  are  we  to  do  ? "  whispered  Mabel, 
awestruck ;  and  aloud  she  said :  "  Oh,  Mr. 
James,  or  whatever  you  call  yourself,  do  give 
me  the  ring."  For  on  That's  finger  the  fatal 
ring  showed  plain. 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  That,  firmly.  "  You 
appear  to  be  a  very  grasping  child." 

"  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  Gerald 
asked,  in  the  flat  tones  of  complete  hope- 
lessness. 

"  Your  interest  is  very  complimentary,"  said 
That.  "  Will  you  tell  me,  or  won't  you,  the 
way  to  the  nearest  railway  station  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Gerald  ;  "  we  won't." 

"Then,"  said  That,  still  politely,  though 
quite  plainly  furious,  "  perhaps  you'll  tell  mc 
the  way  to  the  nearest  lunatic  asylum  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no ! "  cried  Kathleen. 
"  You're  not  so  bad  as  that." 

"  Perhaps  not.  But  you  are,"  That  retorted : 
"  if  you're  not  lunatics  you're  idiots.  How 
ever,  I  see  a  gentleman  ahead  who  is  perhaps 
sane.     In  fact,  I  seem  to  recognise  him." 

A  gentleman  indeed  was  now  to  be  seen 
approaching.    It  was  the  elderly  Ugly  Wugly. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  remember  Jerry,"  Kathleen 
cried,  "and  Cathy — your  own  Cathy,  Puss 
Cat  ?     Dear,  dear  Jimmy,  don*t  be  so  silly." 

"Little  girl,"  said  That,  looking  at  her 
crossly  through  his  spectacles,  "I  am  sorry 
you  have  not  been  better  brought  up."  And 
he   walked  stiffly  towards  the  Ugly  Wugly. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


io8 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


Two  hats  were  raised,  a  few  words  were 
exchanged,  and  two  elderly  figures  walked 
side  by  side  down  the  green  pine  -  walk, 
followed  by  three  miserable  children,  horrified, 
bewildered,  alarmed,  and,  what  is  really  worse 
than  anything,  quite  at  their  wits' 
end. 

"  He  wished  to  be 
course,  he  is,"  said  G 
have      money     for 
tickets   and    every- 
thing." 

"And  when  the 
spell  breaks  —  it's 
sure  to  break,  isn't 
it  ?— he'll  find  him- 
self somewhere 
awful — perhaps  in 
a  really  good  hotel, 
and  not  know  how 
he  got  there." 

"I  wonder  how 
long  the  Ugly  Wug- 
lies  lasted  ? "  said 
Mabel. 

"Yes,"  Gerald 
answered,  "that 
reminds  me.  You 
two  must  collect  the 
coats  and  things. 
Hide  them,  any- 
where you  like,  and 
I'll  carry  them 
home  to-morrow.  If 
there  is  any  to- 
morrow," he  added, 
darkly. 

"Oh,  don't,"  said 
Kathleen,     once 

more  breathing  heavily,  on  the  verge  of  tears  ; 
**you  wouldn't  think  everything  could  be  so 
awful,  and  the  sun  shining  like  it  does." 

"  Look  here,"  said  Gerald,  "  of  course  I 
must  stick  to  Jimmy.  You  two  must  go 
home  to  mademoiselle  and  tell  her  Jimmy 
and  I  have  gone  off  in  the  train  with  a 
gentleman — say  he  looked  like  an  uncle. 
He  does — some  kinds  of  uncle.  There'll  be 
a  beastly  row  afterwards,  but  it's  got  to  be 
done." 

He  started  to  run,  for  the  girls  had  lagged, 
and  the  Ugly  Wugly  and  That  (late  Jimmy) 
had  quickened  their  pace. 

The  girls  were  left  looking  after  them. 

"We've  got  to  find  these  clothes,"  said 
Mabel — "simply  got  to.  I  used  to  want  to 
be  a  heroine.  It's  different  when  it  really 
comes  to  being,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes — very,"    said    Kathleen.       "  Where 


shall  we  hide  the  clothes  when   weVe  got 
them  ?     No — not  that  passage." 

"  Never,"  said  Mabel,  firmly  ;  "  we'll  hide 
them  inside  the  great  stone  dinosaurus  out 
in  the  grounds.     He's  hollow." 

"  He  comes  alive 
—  in  his  stone," 
said  Kathleen. 

"  Not  in  the  sun- 
shine, he  doesn't," 
Mabel  told  her,  con- 
fidently, "and  not 
without  the  ring." 

"There  won't 
be  any  apples  and 
books  to-day,"  said 
Kathleen. 

"No;  but  well 
do  the  babiest  thing 
we  can  do  the 
minute  we  get  home. 
We'll  have  a  doll's 
tea  -  party.  That'll 
make  us  feel  as  if 
there  wasn't  really 
any  magia*' 

"  It'll  have  to  be 

a  very  strong  -  tea 

party,    then,"    said 

Kathleen,      doubt- 

.   fully. 

And  now  we  see 
Gerald,  a  small  but 
quite      determined 
figure,  paddling 
along    in    the  soft 
white  dust   of   the 
sunny  road,  in  the 
wake  of  two  elderly  gentlemen.  His  hand,  in  his 
trousers  pocket,  buries  itself  with  a  feeling  of 
satisfaction  in  the  heavy  mixed  coinage  that 
is  his  share  of  the  profits  of  his  conjuring  at 
the   fair.      His   noiseless   tennis-shoes    bear 
him  to  the  station,  where,    unobserved,    he 
listens  at  the  ticket  office  to  the  voice  of  That 
which  was  James.     "  One  first,  London,"  it 
says  ;  and  Gerald,  waiting  till  That  and  the 
Ugly  Wugly  have  strolled  on  to  the  platform, 
politely  conversing  of  politics  and  the  Kaffir 
Market,  takes  a  third  return  to  London.    The 
train  comes  in,  squeaking  and  puffing.     The 
watched  take  their  seats  in  a  carriage  blue- 
lined.     The  watcher   springs   into  a  yellow 
wooden  compartment.     A  whistle  sounds — a 
flag  is  waved.    The  train  pulls  itself  together, 
strains,  jerks,  and  starts. 

"  I  don't  understand,"  says  Gerald, 
alone    in    his    third  -  class    carriage,   "  how 
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railway  trains  and  magic  can  go  on  at  the 
same  time." 

And  yet  they  do. 

Mabel  and  Kathleen,  nervously  peering 
among  the  rhododendron  bushes  and  the 
brackexn  and  the  fancy  fir  trees,  find  six 
several  heaps  of  coats,  hats,  skirts,  gloves, 
golf- clubs,  hockey-sticks,  broom  -  handles. 
They  carry  them,  panting  and  damp,  for  the 
midday  sun  is  pitiless,  up  the  hill  to  where 
the  stone  dinosaurus  looms  immense  among 
a  forest  of  larches.  The  dinosaurus  has  a 
hole  in  his  stomach.  Mabel  shows  Kathleen 
how  to  "  make  a  back,"  and  climbs  up  on  it 
into  the  cold,  stony  inside  of  the  monster. 
Kathleen  hands  up  the  clothes  and  the 
sticks. 

"  There^s  lots  of  room,"  says  Mabel  \  "  its 


'  KATHLEBK   HANDS   UP  THE  CLOTHES  AND   THE  STICKS. 


tail  goes  down  into  the  ground.     It's  like  a 
secret  passage." 

"  Suppose  something  comes  out  of  it  and 
jumps  out  at  you?"  says  Kathleen,  and 
Mabel  hurriedly  descends. 

Gerald  was  lurking — there  really  is  no 
other  word  for  it  —  on  the  staircase  of 
Aldermanbury  Buildings,  Old  Broad  Street. 
On  the  floor  below  him  was  a  door  bear- 
ing the  legend,  "Mr.  U.  W.  Ugli,  Stock 
and  Share  Broker.  And  at  the  Stock 
Exchange,"  and  on  the  floor  above  was 
another  door,  on  which  was  the  name  of 
Gerald  s  little  brother,  now  grown  suddenly 
rich  in  so  magic  and  tragic  a  way.  There 
were    no    explaining  words  under    Jimmy's 


name.  Gerald  could  not  guess  what  walk  in 
life  it  was  to  which  That  (which  had  been 
Jimmy)  owed  its  affluence.  He  had  seen, 
when  the  door  opened  to  admit  his  brother, 
a  tangle  of  clerks  and  mahogany  desks. 
Evidently  That  had  a  large  business. 

What  was  Gerald  to  do?  What  could 
he  do? 

It  is  almost  impossible,  especially  for  one 
so  young  as  Gerald,  to  enter  a  large  London 
office  and  explain  that  the  elderly  and 
respected  head  of  it  is  not  what  he  seems, 
but  is  really  your  little  brother  who  has  been 
suddenly  advanced  to  age  and  wealth  by  a 
tricky  wishing-ring.  If  you  think  it's  a 
possible  thing,  try  it,  that's  all.  Nor  could 
he  knock  at  the  door  of-  Mr.  U.  W.  Ugh, 
Stock  and  Share  Broker  (and  at  the  Stock 
Exchange),  and  inform  his  clerks  that  their 

chief  was  really 
nothing  but  old 
clothes  that  had 
accidentally 
come  alive,  and 
by  some  magic 
which  he  couldn't 
attempt  to  ex- 
plain become 
real  during  a 
night  spent  at  a 
really  good  hotel 
which  had  no 
existence. 

The    situation 
bristled,  as    you 
see,  with  diflficul- 
ties ;  and  it  was 
so    long     past 
Gerald's    proper 
dinner-time   that 
his   increasing 
hu  nger     was 
rapidly  growing  to  seem  the  most  important 
difficulty  of  all.     It  is  quite  possible  to  starve 
to  death  on  the  staircase  of  a  London  build- 
ing if  the  people  you  are  watching  for  only 
stay  long  enough  in  their  oflftces.     The  truth 
of    this  came    home   to   Gerald   more   and 
more  painfully. 

A  boy  with  hair  like  a  new  front-door  mat 
came  whistling  up  the  stairs.  He  had  a  dark 
blue  bag  in  his  hands. 

"  I'll  give  you  a  tanner  if  you'll  get  me  a 
tanner's  worth  of  buns,"  said  Gerald,  with 
that  prompt  decision  common  to  all  great 
commanders. 

"  Show  us  yer  tanners,"  the  boy  rejoined, 
with  at  least  equal  promptness.  Gerald 
showed  them. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


no 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


"  All  right ;  hand  over." 

"  Payment  on  delivery,"  said  Gerald,  using 
words  from  the  drapers  which  he  had  never 
thought  to  use. 

The  boy  grinned  admiringly. 

"  Knows  'is  wy  abaht,"  he  said ;  "  ain't  no 
flies  on  'im." 

"  Not  many,"  Gerald  owned,  with  modest 
pride.  "  Cut  along,  there's  a  good  chap. 
I've  got  to  wait  here.  I'll  take  care  of  your 
bag  if  you  like." 

"  Nor  yet  there  ain't  no  flies  on  me 
neither,"  remarked  the  boy,  shouldering  it. 
"I've  been  up  to  the  confidence  trick  for 
years — ever  since  I  was  your  age." 

With  this  parting  shot  he  went,  returning 
in  due  course  bun-laden.  Gerald  gave  the 
sixpence  and  took  the  buns.  When  the  boy, 
a  minute  later,  emerged  from  the  door  of 
Mr.  U.  W.  Ugli,  Stock  and  Share  Broker 
(and  at  the  Stock  Exchange),  Gerald  stopped 
him. 

"  What  sort  of  chap's  that  ? "  he  asked, 
pointing  the  question  with  a  jerk  of  an  ex- 
plaining thumb. 

"  Awful  big  pot,"  said  the  boy  ;  "  up  to 
his  eyes  in  oof.     Motor  and  all  that." 

"  Know  anything  about  thf*  nnp 
on  the  next  landing  ?  " 

"He's    bigger   than   wha 
one   is.      Very  old    firm — i 
cellar  in  the  Bank  of  Engh 
put  his  chink  in.     All  in  bir 
against  the  wall  at  the  corn< 
ler's.     Jiminy !    I    wouldn't 
'alf  an  hour  in  there,  and 
the  doors  open  and   the 
police  away  at  a  beano. 
Not     much,     neither. 
You'll  bust  if  you  eat  all 
them  buns." 

"  Have  one  ?  "  Gerald 
responded,  and  held  out 
the  bag. 

"They  say  in  our 
office,"  said  the  boy,  pay- 
ing for  the  bun  honour- 
ably with  unasked  in- 
formation, "  as  these  two 
is  all  for  cutting  each 
other's  throats — oh,  only 
in  the  way  of  business. 
Been  at  it  for  years." 

Gerald  wildly  won- 
dered what  magic  and 
how  much  had  been 
needed  to  give  history 
and  a  past  to  these  two 
things  of  yesterday,    the     *''"'"  s^.^GERrLLT'"''' 


rich  Jimmy  and  the  Ugly  Wugly.  If  he 
could  get  them  away,  would  all  memory  of 
them  fade — in  this  boy's  mind,  for  instance, 
in  the  minds  of  all  the  people  who  did  busi- 
ness with  them  in  the  City?  Would  the 
mahogany-and-clerk-furnished  offices  fade 
away  ?  Were  the  clerks  real  ?  Was  the 
mahogany  ?  Was  he  himself  real  ?  Was 
the  boy? 

"  Can  you  keep  a  secret  ?  "  he  asked  the 
other  boy.     "  Are  you  on  for  a  lark  ?  " 

"  I  ought  to  be  getting  back  to  the  office," 
said  the  boy. 

"  Get,  then,"  said  Gerald. 
"  Don't  you  get  stuflfy,"  said  the  boy.     "  I 
was  just  a-going  to  say  it  didn't  matter.     I 
know  how  to  make  my  nose  bleed  if  I'm  a 
bit  late." 

Gerald  congratulated  him  on  this  accom- 
plishment, at  once  so  useful  and  so  graceful, 
and  then  said  : — 

"  Look  here.  I'll  give  you  five  bob. 
Honest." 

"What  for?"  was  the  boy's  natural 
question. 

"  If  you'll  help  me." 
"  Fire  ahead,  then." 

'•'I'm  a  private  in- 
quiry," said  Gerald. 

"'Tec?  You  don't 
look  it." 

"What's  the  good  of 
being  one  if  you  look 
it?"  Gerald  asked,  im- 
patiently, beginning  on 
another  bun.  "  That  old 
chap  on  the  floor  above 
—  he's  wanted^ 

"Police?"    asked   the 
boy,  with  fine  carelessness. 
"  No — sorrowing   rela- 
tions." 

"  Return  to,"  said  the 
boy  ;  "  all  forgotten  and 
forgiven.     I  see." 

"And  I've  got  to  get 
him  to  them,  somehow. 
Now,  if  you  could  go  in 
and  give  him  a  message 
from  someone  who 
wanted   to  meet  him  on 

business " 

"  Hold  on,"  said  the 
«r  a  trick  worth  two  of  that, 
i  see  old  Ugli.  He'd  give 
/e  the  old  boy  out  of  the 
or  two.     They  were  saying 

„^  ...  v.^.  ^ only  this  morning." 

Gerald  finished  the  last  bun. 
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.  "  You're  right,"  he  said.  "  FU  chance  it. 
Here's  your  five  bob." 

He  brushed  the  bun  crumbs  from  his  front, 
cleared  his  throat,  and  knocked  at  the  door 
of  Mr.  U.  W.  Ugli.  It  opened  and  he 
entered. 

.  The  door-mat  boy  lingered,  secure  in  his 
power  to  account  for  his  long  absence  by 
means  of  his  well-trained  nose,  and  his  wait- 
ing was  rewarded.  He  went  down  a  few  steps, 
round  the  bend  of  the  stairs,  and  heard  the 
voice  of  Mr.  U.  W.  Ugli,  so  well  known  on 
that  staircase  (and  on  the  Stock  Exchange), 
say  in  soft,  cautious  accents  : — 

"  Then  Fll  ask  him  to  let  me  look  at  the 
ring — and  FU  drop  it.  You  pick  it  up.  But, 
remember,  it's  a  pure  accident,  and  you  don't 
know  me.  I  can't  have  my  name  mixed  up 
in  a  thing  like  this.  You're  sure  he's  really 
unhinged  ?  " 

"  Quite,"  said  Gerald  ;  "  he's  quite  mad 
about  that  ring.  He'll  follow  it  anywhere. 
I  know  he  will.  And  think  of  his  sorrowing 
relations." 

"I  do— I  do,"  said  Mr.  Ugli,  kindly ;  "that's 
all  I  do  think  of,  of  course." 

He  went  up  the  stairs  to  the  other  office, 
and  Gerald  heard  the  voice  of  That  telling 
his  clerks  that  he  was  going  out  to  lunch. 
Then  the  horrible  Ugly  Wugly,  and  Jimmy, 
hardly  less  horrible  in  the  eyes  of  Gerald, 
passed  down  the  stairs  where,  in  the  dusk  of 
the  lower  landing,  two  boys  were  making 
themselves  as  undistinguished  as  possible, 
and  so  out  into  the  street,  talking  of  stocks 
and  shares  and  bears  and  bulls.  The  two 
boys  followed. 

"I  say,"  the  doormat-headed  boy  whispered, 
admiringly,  "  whatever  are  you  up  to  ?  " 

"Youll  see,"  said  Gerald,  recklessly. 
"Come  on." 

"  I  say,  you  aren't  going  into  this  swell 
place  ;  you  cafi^i,"  The  boy  paused,  appalled 
at  the  majesty  of  Pimm's. 

"  Yes,  I  am  ;  they  can't  turn  us  out  as  long 
as  we  behave.  You  come  along  too^  I'll 
stand  lunch." 

I  don't  know  why  Gerald  clung  so  to 
this  boy.  He  wasn't  a  very  nice  boy.  Per- 
haps it  was  because  he  was  the  only  person 
Gerald  knew  in  London  to  speak  to,  except 
That-which-had-been-Jimmy  and  the  Ugly 
Wugly  ;  and  he  did  not  want  to  talk  to  either 
of  them. 

What  happened  next  happened  so  quickly 
that,  as  Gerald  said  later,  it  was  "  just  like 
magic."  The  restaurant  was  crowded — busy 
men  were  hastily  bolting  the  food  hurriedly 
brought    by   busy   waiters.     There  was    the 


clink  of  forks  and  plates,  with  the  gurgle  of 
beer  from  bottles,  the  hum  of  talk,  and  the 
smell  of  many  good  things  to  eat. 

"  Two  chops,  please,"  Gerald  had  just 
said,  playing  with  a  plainly -shown  handful 
of  money,  so  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  his 
honourable  intentions.  Then,  at  the  next 
table,  he  heard  the  words :  "  Ah,  yes  ;  curious 
old  family  heirloom,"  the  ring  was  drawn  off 
the  finger  of  That,  and  Mr.  U.  W.  Ugli, 
murmuring  something  about  a  unique  curio, 
reached  his  impossible  hand  out  for  it.  And 
then  the  ring  slipped  from  the  hand  of  Mr. 
U.  W.  Ugli  and  skidded  along  the  floor. 
Gerald  pounced  on  it  like  a  greyhound  on  a 
hare.  He  thrust  the  dull  circlet  on  his 
finger  and  cried  out  aloud  in  that  crowded 
place : — 

"I  wish  Jimmy  and  I  were  inside  that 
door  behind  the  statue  of  Flora." 

It  was  the  only  safe  place  he  could 
think  of. 

The  lights  and  sounds  and  scents  of  the 
restaurant  died  away  as  a  wax-drop  dies  in 
fire — a  rain-drop  in  water.  I  don't  know, 
and  Gerald  never  knew,  what  happened  in 
that  restaurant.  In  place  of  the  light  there 
was  darkness  ;  in  place  of  the  sounds  there 
was  silence;  and  in  place  of  the  scent  of 
beef,  pork,  mutton,  fish,  veal,  cabbage, 
onions,  carrots,  beer,  and  tobacco,  there  was 
the  musty,  damp  scent  of  a  place  under- 
ground that  has  been  long  shut  up. 

Gerald  felt  sick  and  giddy,  and  there  was 
something  at  the  back  of  his  mind  that  he 
knew  would  make  him  feel  sicker  and  giddier 
as  soon  as  he  should  have  the  sense  to 
remember  what  it  was.  Meantime  it  was 
important  to  think  of  proper  words  to  soothe 
the  City  man  that  had  once  been  Jimmy — to 
keep  him  quiet  till  Time,  like  a  spring  un- 
coiling, should  bring  the  reversal  of  the  spell 
— make  all  things  as  they  were  and  as  they 
ought  to  be.  But  he  fought  in  vain  for 
words.  There  were  none.  Nor  were  they 
needed.  For  through  the  deep  darkness 
came  a  voice— and  it  was  not  the  voice  of 
that  City  man  who  had  been  Jimmy,  but 
the  voice  of  that  very  Jimmy  who  was 
Gerald's  little  brother,  and  who  had  wished 
that  unlucky  wish  for  riches  that  could  only 
be  answered  by  changing  all  that  was  Jimmy, 
young  and  poor,  to  all  that  Jimmy,  rich 
and  old,  would  have  been.  Another  voice 
said  :  "Jerry  !  Jerry  !  Are  you  awake  ?  I've 
had  such  a  rum  dream." 

And  then  there  was  a  moment  when 
nothing  was  said  or  done. 

Gerald   felt  through   the    thick  darkness. 
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him.  But  he  said, 
stoutly : — 

"Til  wish  us 
out,  of  course," 
though  all  the 
time  he  knew  that 
the  ring  would 
not  undo  its  given 
wishes. 

It  didn't. 

Gerald  wished. 
He  handed  the 
ring  carefully  to 
Jimmy  through 
the  thick  dark- 
ness, and  Jimmy 
wished. 

And  there  they 
still  were,  in  that 
black  passage  be- 
hind Flora,  that 
had  led  —  in  the 
case  of  one  Ugly 
VVugly,  at  least — 
to  "  a  good  hotel." 
And  the  stone 
door  was  shut, 
even  which  way  to 

me   matches  ! "   said 


and  the  thick  silence,  and  the  thick  scent  of 
old  earth  shut  up,  and  he  got  hold  of  Jimmy's 
hand. 

"  It's  all  right,  Jimmy,  old  chap,"  he  said  ; 
"  it's  not  a  dream  now.  It's  that  beastly  ring 
again.  I  had  to  wish  us  here  to  get  you  back 
at  all  out  of  your  dream." 

'*  Wish  us  where  ? "  Jimmy  held  on  to 
the  hand  in  a  way  that,  in  the  daylight  of 
life,  he  would  have  been  the  first  to  call 
babyish. 

"Inside  the  passage  —  behind  the  Flora 
statue,"  said  Gerald,  adding,  "It's  all  right, 
really." 

"Oh,  I  dare  say  it's  all  right,"  Jimmy 
answered  through  the  dark,  with  an  irritation 
not  strong  enough  to  make  him  loosen  his 
hold  of  his  brother's  hand.  ^^  But  how  are 
we  going  to  get  out  7  " 

Then  Gerald  knew  what  it  was  that  was 
waiting  to  make  him  feel  more  sick  and  more 
giddy  than  the  lightning  flight  from  Cheapside 
to  Yalding  Towers  hiid  been  able  to  make 


"  Why  didn't  you  leave  me  in  the  dream?" 
Jimmy  almost  whimpered.  "  It  was  light 
there,  and  I  was  just  going  to  have  salmon 
and  cucumber." 

"  I,"  rejoined  Gerald,  in  gloom,  "  was  just 
going  to  have  a  chop  and  fried  potatoes." 

The  silence  and  the  darkness  and  the 
earthy  scent  were  all  they  had  now. 

"  I  always  wondered  what  it  would  be 
like,"  said  Jimmy,  in  low,  even  tones,  "to 
be  buried  alive.  And  now  I  know  !  Oh  !  " 
his  voice  suddenly  rose  to  a  shriek,  "  it  isn't 
true ;  it  isn't !  It's  a  dream — that's  Mrhat 
it  is  !  "  ^ 

There*  was  a  pause  while  you  could  have 
counted  ten.     Then 

"Yes,"  said  Gerald,  bravely,  through  the 
scent  and  the  silence  and  the  darkness, 
"  it's  just  a  dream,  Jimmy,  old  chap.  We'll 
just  hold  on,  and  call  out  now  and  then  just 
for  the  lark  of  the  thing.  But  it's  really  only 
a  dream,  of  course." 

"Of  course,"  said  Jimmy,  in  the  silence 
and  the  darkness  and  the  scent  of  old  earth. 


{To  be  continued.) 
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By  W.  Oliver  Wilson. 


VERYONE  has  observed  how 
objects  under  water  seem  dis- 
torted, especially  when  looked 
at  obliquely ;  but  how  many 
have  thought  much,  if  at  all, 
about  how  objects  outside 
appear  when  viewed  by  an  eye  under  water  ? 
Unfortunately  we  cannot  see  this  by  dipping 
our  heads  under  water,  as  then  it  is  found 
that  vision  is  extremely  indistinct.     With  very 


^      M^*^ 


leakage  of  light.  The  mustard  tin  is  exactly 
the  width  of  a  quarter-plate,  and  holds  it  in 
position  at  a  suitable  distance  from  the  pin- 
hole— about  an  inch  and  a  quarter. 

Inserting  the  plate  in  a  dark  room,  the  tin, 
or  camera,  as  we  may  call  it,  is  immersed  in 
the  trough,  care  being  taken  that  no  air- 
bubbles  adhere  to  the  plate.  We  are  now 
ready  to  commence  operations.  From  two 
to  three  minutes'  exposure  with  a  "Special 
Rapid  "  plate  is  sufficient. 

'rhe  first  photograph  represents  the  appear- 
ance Queen's  College,  Belfast,  would  pre- 
sent to  a  fish  placed  in  a  bucket  of  water 
about  ten  yards  in  front  of  the  main  entrance. 
The  front  of  this  building  is  in  reality  not 
curved,  but  to  a  fish  looking  through  the 
surface  of  water  it  seems  concave,  and  looks 
very  much  shorter  than  it  actually  is. 

Straight  banks  on  a  stream  seem  curved  in 
a  similar  manner,  and  hence  a  fish  must 
think  it  is  in  a  basin  of  the  river.  This 
imaginary  basin  always  seems  widest  at  the 
place  where  the  fish  is,  and  thus,  as  the 
latter  swims  down  the  river,  the  banks  must 
appear  to  open  out  in  front  and  close  in 
behind. 

The  second  photograph  was  taken  from 
about  the  same  place,  but  the  camera  looked 


X.— -TO    A    FISH     LOOKING     THROUGH     THB     SURFACE    OF     THE 

WATaR    THE    FRONT    OF    A    BUILDING    APPEARS   CONCAVE    AND 

MUCH    SHORTER  THAN   IT   REALLY   IS. 

simple  apparatus,  however,  some  interesting 
photographs  can  be  obtained  indicating  how 
fish  and  other  aquatic  animals  would  view 
the  outside  world. 

The  photographs  here  reproduced  were 
taken  with  a  camera  consisting  of  an  ordinary 
Colman's  mustard  tin  filled  with  water  and 
placed  in  a  cubical  glass  trough,  also  filled 
with  water.  As  a  pin-hole  gives  better  results 
than  a  lens  and  obviates  the  difficulty  of 
focusing,  such  an  aperture  was  made  about 
the  centre  of  one  side  of  the  tin.  This  can 
be  conveniently  kept  closed  by  a  pin  before 
and  after  exposure.  The  inner  surface  having 
been  varnished  dead  black  to  prevent  reflec- 
tion from  the  sides,  the  tin  required  no 
further  alteration.  A  rubber  band  stretched 
round  the  margin  of  the  lid  served  to  prevent 

VoL  xxxiv.— 15. 


a.— THE    SAME  VIEW   AS    SEEN    BY  A   FISH    LOOKING  THROUGH 
THE  CLASS  SIDE  OF  A  TANIC 
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out  through  the  side 
of  the  trough.  This 
is  analogous  to  a  fish 
looking  out  of  an 
aquarium  In  this 
case  the  building 
seems  curved  round, 
so  as  to  be  convex 
towards  the  point  of 
view  both  from  side 
to  side  and  up  and 
down.  In  addition 
to  this  it  gives  the 
idea  of  being  much 
more  distant  than  in 
the  first  case,  the  fore- 
ground being  enor- 
mously magnified  in 
proportion  to  the  rest 
and  the  length  con- 
siderably diminished. 
Judging  from   the 

shape  of  the  building,  it  is  plain  that  people 
walking  along  an  aquarium  must  seem  to  the 
creatures  within  to  walk  in  a  similar  curve. 
The  two  figures  seen  in  the  photograph  were 


HOW   A    FISH     SEES  A   MAN 
OF  THE 


ing  quite  close  also, 
but  here  again  the 
camera  was  directed 
upwards.  Compare 
the  size  of  the  head 
with  the  hands  and 
legs. 

The  fourth  photo- 
graph was  taken  in  a 
similar  way,  and 
shows  better  how 
much  can  be  included 
in  the  field  of  view  at 
once — />.,  everything 
visible  from  the  sur- 
face of  the  water.  A 
typical  photograph 
taken  in  this  way 
should  show  the  sky 
in  the  centre  with  the 
landscape  arranged 
in  a  circle  around  it ; 
outside  that  again  a  circle  of  objects  under 
the  water  should  be  seen  by  reflection  in  the 
surface,  but  this  is  not  at  all  easy  to  secure. 
The  pillars  of  the  building  shown  in  this 
photograph  are  cut  off  at  the  level  of  the 
water,  and  everything  below  this  would  have 
been  dark  had  the  camera  not  been  in  a 
transparent  trough.  Some  light  coming 
through  the  side  of  the  trough  was  reflected 
from  the  surface  all  round,  and,  the  figures 
being  near,  a  diffuse  shadow  is  cast  by  their 
legs.     This   is    better   «bown    in    the   case 


STANDING  CLOSE  TO  THK    EDGE 
WATER. 


4. — A  TYPICAL  PMOTOCIRAI'H  TAKEN  UNDER  WATER,  SHOWING 
THE  SKY  IN  THE  CKNTRF,  THE  LANDSCAPE  ARRANGED  IN  A 
CIRCLE  ALL  ROUND  IT,  AND  OUTSIDE  THAT  AGAIN  A  CIRCLE 
OK  OBJECTS  UNDKK  THK  WA  1  Kk  SEEN  BY  A  REFLECTION  IN 
THE    SUKKACE. 


standing  quite  close  to  the  apparatus,  the 
near  one  being  less  than  a  foot  from  touchin-j 
the  trough  and  about  the  same  distance  to  the 
side.  'I'he  one  farther  away  is  in  leality 
slightly  taller,  but  the  height  of  the  near  one 
is  more  exaggerated,  especially  his  legs. 
The  figure  in  the  third  picture  was  stand- 


5.— A    THEKMOMETER-TUIIE      PLACED     OBLIQUELY    IN    WATER, 

SHOWING   HOW   SUCH   OBJECTS  APPEAR  TO   A  FISH  TO 

BE  BROKEN  IN  TWO. 
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of  the  one  to  the  left  because  the  light  was 
more  directly  behind  him. 

The  fifth  photograph  looks  at  first  sight 
uninteresting,  but  it  illustrates  one  of  the 
most  peculiar  effects  produced  by  refraction. 
It  represents  a  thermometer-tube  placed 
bbliquely,  partly  in  water.  The  camera  was 
directed  horizontally  and  placed  so  that  the 
pin-hole  was  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  below 
the  surface  and  four  inches  from  the  thermo- 
meter. The  lowest  portion  in  the  photograph 
is  the  immersed  part  seen  directly  through 


verted,  as  is  seen  by  the  position  of  the  bulb. 
The  dark  background  against  which  the  re- 
flection lies  is  the  surface  of  the  water  seen 
from  below,  and  the  white  background  is  the 
side  of  the  trough,  which  also  seems  broken 
in  two.  PVom  this  we  may  draw  the  infer- 
ence that  the  banks  of  rivers  and  lakes 
appear  similarly  cleft  along  the  water-line. 
What  about  the  angler,  too,  who  wades  into 
the  river  ?  He  must  have  his  legs  apparently 
severed  from  his  body,  as  well  as  being  dis- 
torted  as  in  the  third  photograph.     He  will 


6.— A   PERSON   LOOKING  INTO  AM   AQUARIUM,   AS  HE  APPEARS  TO  A   FISH. 


the  water.  The  upper  portion  (also  seen 
against  a  white  background)  is  in  air,  and 
appears  considerably  elevated,  owing  to  the 
bending  of  the  rays  of  light  as  they  enter  the 
water.  The  thermometer,  therefore,  seems 
broken  into  two  pieces.  It  will  be  observed 
that  the  lower  end  of  the  upper  portion, 
being,  in  reality,  adjacent  to  the  upper  end 
of  the  lower  p)ortion,  lies  vertically  above  it. 
But  where  does  the  middle  piece  come  in? 
This  is  the  reflection  of  the  lower  portion, 
the  surface  of  the  water  acting  as  a  mirror. 
It  is  exactly  similar  to  the  lower  portion  in- 


have  an  advantage  in  one  respect,  for  his 
fly  projecting  slightly  through  the  water  will 
appear  to  the  fish  completely  disconnected 
from  the  line — at  least,  the  part  below  the 
surface  will. 

The  last  photograph  reproduced  does  not 
represent  a  model,  but  a  human  being.  The 
face  was  about  two  inches  from  the  glass  side 
of  the  vessel,  and  the  camera  was  directed 
horizontally  at  about  the  level  of  his  nose. 
This  is  exactly  as  the  person  in  question 
presents  himself  to  a  fish  when  he  looks  into 
an  aquarium. 
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[  We  shall  be  glad  to  receive  Contributions  to  this  section^  and  to  pay  for  such  as  are  accepted.  ] 
Copyright,  1907,  by  George  Newnes,  Limited. 

THE    PILLARS    OF    INTEGRITY. 

THE  following  picture  was  taken  in  the  mosque 
of  Amni.  in  Old  Cairo,  about  three  miles  from 
the  town  of  Cairo.  The  mosque  is  held  in  great 
veneration,  as  it  is  the  oldest  mosque  in  Cairo,  and  it 
is  an  exact  reproduction  of  the  Mecca  mosque.  The 
pair  of  columns  in  the  picture  are  known  as  the 
"Needle's  Eye,"  and  there  is  a  tradition  that  only 
men  of  the  highest  integrity  can  squeeze  through. 
The  space  was  filled  up  by  Ismail's  orders,  as  he  saw 
at  a  glance  that  his  portly  form  could  not  stand  the 


CLEVER    PAPER    WORK. 

THE  basket  of  flowers  shown  in  the  photograph 
does  not  represent  a  basket  of  real  flowers,  as 
may  be  at  first  supposed,  but  every  flower  therein  is 
made  of  paper.  Not  only  are  the  flowers  made  of 
paper,  but  the  basket  itself  is  woven  of  the  same 
material  by  twisting  the  paper  into  long  strips  plaited 
together — a  process  which  takes  a  great  deal  of  time 
and  patience.  The  details  are  so  perfect  that  even 
the  small  brown  leaf,  which  is  seen  at  the  back 
of  a  daffodil,  imitates  the  ravages  of  time.  The 
basket  and  its  contents  were  made  by  two  lady  friends 
of  mine  in  their  spare  lime,  and  show  how  odd 
moments  can  be  profitably  employed. — Mr.  S.  Grey, 
60,  Am  well  Street,  E.G. 


test.  Now,  however,  the  wall  has 
been  taken  down  again,  and  our 
Arab  guide  showed  us  that  he  was 
able  to  get  through  easily,  "as  he 
was  a  good  man"! — Miss  E.  M. 
Stear,  P.O.  Box  ^^^,  Cairo. 


PIPES    FROM    THE    RUINS    OF 
SAN    FRANCISCO. 

THE  pile  of  scrap  -  iron  here 
shown  is  made  up  entirely  of 
small  pipes  taken  from  the  ruins  of 
San  Francisco's  burned  district.  It 
is  nearly  twenty  feet  high  and  about 
sixty  feet  long,  containing  the  pipes 
from  thousands  of  burned  buildings, 
large  and  small.  —  Mr.  Louis  J.  Slell- 
mann.    Care   Press  Club,    San    Fran- 
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Hearts— King,  knave,  3,  a.                               1 

Clubs- 

King,  10, 

6,3. 

Diamonds— 

Spades- 

—Ace,  knave,  6,  5,  a.                             1 

Hearts— 6,  5. 

4-      1 

~  A 

1  Hearts— Queen,  9,  7. 

Clubs-Kna*x 

Clubs— Queen,  9,  4. 
2     I>iamonds— Knave, 

3.  2- 

8,  7- 

Di  imonds— K 

10,  9,  8,  5,  4. 

Spades  -Queen,    10, 

Spadcs-9. 

B 

8,7. 

Hcarts- 

-Ace,  10, 

8. 

Clubs- 

Ace,  5,  2. 

Diamonds— Ace, 

queen,  7,  6. 

Spades- 

-King,  4 

3- 

Hearts    are 

trumps. 

Y  led 

the  9  of  spades.      How 
inst  any  defence  of  Y  Z, 

many  tricks  can  A  B  make  aga 

the  position  of 

every  card  being  known  ? 

ANOTHER  BRIDGE  PROBLE^L 
•'T^HE  Best  Bridge  Problem  Ever  Invented," 
X  which  we  published  in  our  May  number, 
excited  so  much  interest  and  brought  us  so  many 
letters  that  we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  follow  it  up  with 
the  accompanying  problem,  which  occurred  in  actual 
play,  and  for  which  we  are  indebted  to  Captain 
Browning  ("Slambo"),  the  well-known  bridge 
editor  of  the  Westminster  Gazette.  We  shall 
publish  the  solution  in  our  Septeml)er  number. 
Captain  Browning's  letter  is  as  follows  :  "I 
enclose  a  complete  hand  that  actually  occurred 
at  the  game,  which  was  curious  in  more  respects 
than  one  from  a  bridge  -  player's  point  of  view. 
In  the  first  place  B,  the  dealer,  passed  the  declara- 
tion to  his  partner.  A,  by  error.  A  declared 
hearts  trumps,  and  Y  led  his  single  spade,  the  9. 
The  hand,  for  various  reasons,  caused  great  dis- 
cussio-.i,  so  each  hand  was  put  on  the  table  and  the 
hand  replayed.  The  point  then  arose  as  to  how 
many  tricks  A  and  B  could  make  against  any  defence 
of  V  and  Z.  They  all  agreed  on  this  point,  yet  all  (good 
players  though  they  were)  were  wrong.  So  perhaps 
It  would  amuse  your  readers  to  try,  and  I  venture 
to  say  very  few  will  arrive  at  the  correct  solution." 

A  SKATING  RINK   IN  A   BLIZZARD. 
Y  son,  W.  S.,  sends  me  a  remarkable  photo- 
graph  from  Areola,   N.W.T.,  Canada.      It 


M 


represents  the  Areola  Skating  Rink  after  a  blizzard, 
which  shifted  the  boards  of  the  roof  somewhat,  with 
the  startlin|[  result  shown.  The  snow  found  its  way 
into  the  building,  while  huge  stalactites  formed  from 
the  roof  to  meet  the  stalagmites  that  rise  from  the 
floor  in  weird  and  fantastic  mounds. — Mr.  J.  C.  P. 
Widdup,  170,  Earl's  Court  Road,  South  Kensington. 


THE  ORDEAL  OF  A  CABBY 
BRIDEGROOM. 

EDINBURGH  cabbies  have 
"a  way  of  their  own  in 
celebrating  the  marriage  of  a 
fellow  -  whip.  The  occasion  is 
one  of  good-humoured  l>anter, 
and  affords  ample  scope  for  the 
ingenuity  and  artistic  tastes  of 
drivers.  The  one  about  to  be- 
come a  Benedict  has  not  only  to 
suffer  chaff,  but  his  effigy  and 
that  of  his  bride  must  needs  be 
exhibited  to  the  vulgar  gaze  of 
the  public.  The  dummies  are 
fearfully  and  wonderfully  made, 
as  a  rule,  and  are  securely  perched 
on  the  "  shelter  "  connected  with 
the  bridegroom's  rank.  The  most 
recent  of  these  displays  is  seen  in 
this  photograi)b.  It  was  adorned 
wiili  Chinese  lanterns  at  ni^hl. 
-Mr.  (i.  Kskdale,  l,  Murieslon 
Crescent,  Edinburgh.  I'lioto. 
by  Mr.  Ernest  J.  Whileley,  41, 
Dean  Park,  Edinburgh. 
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HER  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SECOND  KITTEN  ! 

MY  dear  old  cat  has  only  qjiile  recently  given 
birth  to  her  one  hundred  and  second  kitten, 
and  both  it  and  its  brother,  No.  loi,  are  shown  with 
the  happy  mother  in  the  photograph  which  I  send. 
I  may  add  that  we  never  have  the  kittens  drowned, 
and  most  of  the  hundred  have  lived  to  grow  up  into 
first-class  cats.     So  you  see  she  has  brought  up  many 


AN  ACROBATIC  BEGGAR. 
''1^1 1  IS  photc^raph  of  a  native  begging  in  the 
X  street  was  taken  in  Madras,  lie  remains  in 
this  position  for  several  hours,  hoping  to  receive  some 
reward  from  passers-by,  for  which  purpose  he  has 
placed  his  vessel  before  his  eyes  in  front  of  him. — 
Mr.  Oscar  Ramsay  Unger,  5,  Dorset  Road,  Merton 
Park,  S.W.  

"HANDS   UP!' 

I  AM  forwarding  herewith  a  photograph  of  a  tomb- 
stone on  a  grave  on  a  kopje  near  Heidelberg, 
Transvaal.     I  was  told  that  the  Boer  who  is  buried 
there    surrendered   during   the   late  war,  and   his 
relatives  were  so  incensed  at  this  that  they  put  the 
tombstone  above  him  when  he  died. — Mr.  C.  H. 
Shattock,  Box  1 193,  Johannesburg,  Transvaal. 


famiUes,  as  well  as  several  foster-children.  This 
happy  mother  is  over  nine  years  old.  The  photo- 
graph was  taken  by  Miss  A.  Rawlinson,  of  River. — 
Miss  Violet  Statham,  River  Vicarage,  Dover. 

THE  "BORDER  MARRIAGE  COTTAGE"  AT 
COLDSTREAM. 

AFTER    the    abolition    of    Fleet    marriages    in 
England,  in  1754,  English  people  desiring  to 
marry  secretly  could  not  do  so  in  their  own  counlr>'. 


Thus  the  practice  arose  of  posting  across  the  border  into 
Scotland,  where  Gretna  Green  in  the  west  and  Coldstream 
in  the  east  proved  suitable  places  for  the  runaway  marriages, 
whose  sole  formality  was  the  subscribing  of  a  certificate  by 
the  officiating  priest  and  v^itnesses.  The  fee  ranged  from 
half  a  guinea  to  fifty  pounds,  according  to  the  rank  and 
position  of  those  married.  This  practice  was  continued  until 
1856,  when  the  English  law  was  relaxed  and  the  cotch  law 
altered.  The  marriage  of  Lord  Brougham  in  18 19  is  among 
the  most  notable  of  those  which  took  place  at  Coldstream. 
— Mr.  W.  Paterson,  3,  Sciennes  Gardens,  Edinburgh. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CURIOSITIES, 


119 


.J 


A    BUTTERFLY    THAT    RESEMBLES    AN    OWU 

HERE  is  a  photograph  of  the  owl  buUerfly  of 
South  America,  shown  from  its  under  side. 
The  wings  of  these  butterflies  expand  to  as  much  as 
six  or  seven  inches,  and  the  insect  derives  its  popular 
name  from  the  fact  of  the  two  curious  eye-like  spots 
on  its  lower  wings  making  it  resemble  the  face  of  an 
owl.  This  resemblance  can  be  plainly  seen  in  the 
illustration  if  viewed  upside-down,  and  when  held  at 
about  an  arm's  length  from  the  eyes  of  the  observer. 
Just  what  purpose  these  curious  eye-like  spots  serve  in 
Nature  is  sometimes  difficult  to  understand,  although 
it  is  highly  probable  that  in  the  case  of  insects  their 
purpose  is  that  of  protection.  In  the  present  instance, 
for  example,  we  should  remember  that  when  the 
butterfly  comes  to  rest  this  under-side  aspect  of  the 
wings  is  presented  to  view,  the  two  wings  being  closed 
together — that  is  to  say,  an  aspect  such  as  appears 
when  one  half  of  the  illustration  is  covered  is  shown 
on  either  side  of  the  insect.  It  follows  that  an  enemy 
of  the  butterfly  would  be  confronted  on  either  side 
with  a  startling  "eye,"  and  should  this  not  be 
suflicient  to  keep  it  at  bay,  and  an  attack  should  be 
made,  it  is  this  eye-like  spot  that  the  bird  or  other 
enemy  would  most  probably  strike  for  ;  with  the 
result  that  the  wing  would  V>e  perforated  at  a  part 
that  would  not  inconvenience  the  butterfly  very  much, 
although  a  similar  thrust  at  its  body  would  mean 
death  to  it.  Meanwhile,  the  enemy  is  probably  so 
much  astounded  at  the  unexpected  turn  of  events  that 
it  becomes  scared,  or  at  least  too  suspicious  for  a 
further  attack.— Mr.  John  J.  Ward,  Rusinurlie  House, 
Somerset  Road,  Coventry. 


the  right.  A  bedroom  window  in  the  end  wall  of  the 
latter  which  overlooked  his  garden  caused  him  great 
uneasiness.  As  he  failed  in  an  attempt  to  make  the 
tenant  block  up  the  window  he  built  the  thin  slice  of 
wall  seen  in  our  photo.  The  space  between  this  and 
the  house-wall  is  only  a  matter  of  about  six  inches.  It 
is  many  years  since  this  wall  was  built.  My  mother 
remembers  it  for  the  last  forty  years.  It  is  situated  in 
Mill  Lane,  lleworth,  York. — Mr.  Frank  Thurgood, 
124,  Haxby  Road,  York. 


WHEN  THE  FISH   BITES,  THE  BELL  RINGS. 

I  CAME  across  a  clever  fishing  device  the  other 
day  on  the  new  Digue  at  Boulogne.  The  idea 
is  that  when  there  is  a  bite  the  pull  on  the  line  shakes 
the  post,  and  consequently  the  bell  attached  thereto. 
One  boy  had  charge  of  several  of  these  and  sat  smok- 
ing bad  cigarettes  while  awaiting  the  tinkling  of  the 
bells. — Mr.  C.  Horner,  Alexandra  Road,  Hounslow. 


T 


RENT— ONE  SHILLING  PER  ANNUM! 
HE  enclosed  snapshot  is  that  of  a  cottage  on 
_  the  estate  of  Holm,  Kirkcudbrightshire.  The 
interest  of  the  photograph  lies  in  the  rental  gf  the 
collage,  which  is  one  shilling  per  annum.  The  old 
man  at  the  gate  is  the  tenant  and  occupier  ;  he  is  a 
bachelor  and   does  all   his  own  work.     The  inside 


A    "SPITE    WALL." 

THE  photograph  below  shows  how  abnormally 
developed  the  quality  of  determination  may 
become.  The  owner  of  the  properly  on  the  left  also 
owned  the  land  right  up  to  the  wall  of  the  house  on 


furnishings  are  as  quaint  and  old-fashioned  as  the 
exlerior  is.  The  accommodation  is  a  kitchen  and  two 
other  apartments.  There  is  also  a  fruit  and  vegetable 
garden,  with  a  small  plot  in  front  and  at  either  side  of 
the  cottage.  In  these  days  of  cheap  week-end 
cottages,  surely  this  one  as  an  all-the-year-round 
dwelling  would  come  within  the  reach  of  the  poorest. 
—  Mr.  R.  K.  Misbet,  14,  Clarenmont  Crescent, 
Edinburgh. 
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THE    EXTRAORDINARY    STORY    OF   A 
BIRD  AND  A   BANK-NOTE. 

WHILST  staying  at  our  house  in  the 
country  a  very  singular,  but  at  the 
same  time  very  lucky,  thing  happened.  The 
birds  build  their  nests  in  the  roof  of  our 
house,  and  one  day  we  saw  a  bird  try- 
ing to  take  a  piece  of  paper  into  its  nest 
through  one  of  the  holes,  but  could  not 
manage  it,  and  so  it  dropped  its  burden. 
Just  by  chance  we  happened  to  pick  the 
piece  of  paper  up  and,  to  our  great 
surprise,  found  it  was  part  of  a  five- pound 
Bank  of  England  note.  A  few  days  after- 
wards one  of  us  was  walking  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  garden  and  found  another  part 
of  the  same  five-pound  note.  The  middle 
portion  we  did  not  find.  How  it  came  there 
we    have    never  found    out,   and    do  not 


ON.    CHi/oZAKiC^o 


KITAdAT  Ai 


ON     CHi/oZAKiC^o     KITAa^T 

gANMEiSHA 

INGUSH   AS  SHE   IS  w 


ENGLISH   AS  SHE   IS 

I  SEND  you  an  advertisement  which  may  be  of 
interest  to  your  readers.  It  is  a  card,  distributed 
among  the  foreigners  here,  of  a  performance  at  a 
Japanese  circus. — Mr.  S.  Homstein,  c/o  the  American 
Trading  Company,  No.  28  Settlement,  Yokohama. 


THE  PACK  O'  CARDS  INN. 

A  CERTAIN  man,  George  Ley,  during  a  game 
of  cards,  said  that  if  he  won  the  game  he 
would  build  a  house  like  one  built  of  cards.  He  won 
and  kept  his  promise.  The  building  is  an  exact 
likeness  of  a  house  built  of  cards,  and  has  fifty-two 


suppose  we  ever  shall ;  but,  anyhow,  on  our  return 
to  London  we  took  it  to  the  bank  and  received 
the  five  pounds  for  it.  We  often  wish  we  could 
find  a  few  more  in  the  same  way.  The  above 
picture  shows  the  house,  a  cross  indicating  the 
spot  where  the  nest  -  hole  is,  and  the  one  below 
the  bank's  receipt  for  the  *'  mutilated  bank  - 
note." — Mr.  G.  Bowers,  8,  Albert  Siiuare,  Clapham, 
S.W. 


^/ 


windows,  the  number  of  cards 
in  a'  pack.  On  one  side  there  is 
a  sun-dial  bearing  the  date  1623 
—  about  the  time  of  the  bet. 
Most  of  the  coaches  going  to 
Lynton  and  Lynmouth  stop 
there  to  refresh  their  horses. 
During  the  window  tax  most 
of  the  windows  were  blocked  up, 
as  will  be  seen  in  the  photograph. 
— Mr.  Edgar  Goodman,  40,  High 
Street,  Weston-super-Mare. 
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BUTTERFLY   DAYS."  '  By  J.  BALLAVOINE. 

(B>  permission  of  Thr  Berlin  Photographic  Co.,  131,  New  Bond  Street,  London,  W.) 
Copyright,  1895,  by  Photographtsche  GescUschaft. 
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Pictures    Grave  and   Gay. 


HO  conjure  up  on  canvas  scenes 
f  of  pretty  childhood,  to  depict 
in  glowing  colours  the  clear- 
eyed,  fresh-corn  plexioned,  and 
chubby-featured  countenances 
of  diminutive  and  immature 
humanity,  and  to  produce  pictures  that  shall 
stand  out  clearly  from  among  the  artistic 
idiosyncrasies  of  many  modern  painters — 
by  reason  of  their  inherent  wholesomeness 
of  motif  and  cheerfulness  of  composition 
—  such  is  the  aim  of  Mr.  Joseph  Clark, 
whose  "  Three  Little  Kittens  "  is  reproduced 
herewith. 

Personally,  we  confess  to  a  decided  pre- 


dilection for  "picture  children."  For  "pic- 
ture children "  are  seldom  obtrusive ;  thev 
are  always  clean,  pretty,  and  smiling ;  and 
when  you  walk  away  they  do  not  run  alter 
you  with  sticky  fingers  and  slobbery  mouths. 
Mr.  Joseph  Clark's  trio  are  no  exception  to 
the  rule,  and,  in  spite  of  their  torn  frocks  and 
tattered  garments,  they  preserve  an  air  of 
cheerful  equanimity  which  is  refreshing  to 
behold.  Hut  we  fear  that  they  are  not  always 
like  this  in  real  life,  for  we  are  assured  by  the 
artist  that  the  models  were  taken  from  London 
children  belonging  to  the  poorest  of  the  poor, 
and  we  know  that  the  lot  of  such  unfortunates 
is,  frequently,  far  from  a  happy  one. 


"THREE  UTILE   KITTENS.'  By  J.  CLARK 

(By  prrmission  of  Goupil  &  Ca,  25,  Bedford  Str'?et,  Slrind,  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright  ) 
Vol.  xxxiv. — ^16. 
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•  BEFORE."  By  C.  De  LORT. 

(By  permUsion  of  Goupil  ^  Co.,  25.  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


"Three  Little  Kittens,"  the  artist  has 
named  his  picture.  "^S/a*  Little  Kittens" 
might  have  been  a  more  fitting  appellation, 
for  it  is  difficult  to  say  which  are  the  more 
irresponsible,  hght-hearted,  and  joyous — the 
three  children  as  they  cluster  together 
beneath  the  battered  wreck  of  what  was  once 
an  umbrella,  or  the  tiny,  furry  bundles  of 
pussyhood  which  they  are  so  fondly  nursing. 


"  The  subject  was  suggested,"  writes  Mr. 
Joseph  Clark  to  The  Str.xnd,  "as  T  was 
walking  through  a  field  near  Winchester. 
Two  ragged  children  were  sitting  under  the 
hedge  with  a  broken  umbrella  between  them, 
and  my  friend  said,  *  There  is  a  subject  for 
you.*  Some  time  after  my  return  to  London 
I  gave  the  subject  further  consideration,  and 
it  resulted  in  my  putting  three  children,  each 
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BEHIND.  "  By  C  De  LORT. 

(By  permission  of  Cloupil  .t  Co.,  25.  Bcilford  Street,  Strand.  Tx)ndon,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


hearing  a  kitten,  into  the  picture.  Hence  the 
title.  My  background  was  painted  near 
Weybridge." 

Albeit  to  painters  and  poets,  as  to 
adventurous  youth,  the  sea,  in  its  unfathom- 
able grandeur,  its  mystery,  its  beauty,  is 
ever  irresistible,  to  limn  the  great  ocean  on 
canvas,  destitute  of  boats,  shorn  of  shipping, 
with  nothing  but  the  heaving  waters  and  the 


lowering  clouds,  requires  a  special  order  of 
genius.  As  Clarkson  Stantield  once  observed, 
'*  Many  paint  the  sea  as  a  mere  accessory, 
as  an  adjunct  to  incident,  tragic,  comic,  or 
picturesque,  or  as  relief  to  the  landscape.'' 

Ocean  himself  does  not  appeal  to  all,  but 
the  charm  of  sea-life  at  second-hand  is 
potent,  alluring,  overpowering  to  all.  The 
novelists   of    the  sea,    or    those    who    have 
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recounted  their  experiences  afloat,  have  given 
us  thrilling  pictures  of  a  wreck  in  mid-ocean 
in  the  midst  of  the  angry  waters.  The  scene 
has  almost  become  familiar.  The  cry  of  the 
watch,  the  summoning  of  all  hands  to  the 
pumps,  the  tattered  sails,  shattered  masts, 
the  cries  of  the  doomed  passengers,  the 
shouting  of  the  crew  as  each  man,  from 
skipper  to  cabin-boy,  tears  hither  and  thither 
athwart  the  wave-washed  deck — the  picture 
has  been  conjured  up  by  a  thousand  writers 
before  Captain  Marryat  and  since. 

And  then  the  slow,  pitiless  careening  of 
the  great  hulk  in  the  tro  jgh  of  the  sea  ;  those 
terrible  hours  that  often  intervene  ere  rescue 
come  or  the  merciless  waves  close  over  all 
for  ever  ;  those  hours  of  mingled  prayer  and 
execrations,  of  cold  and  hunger,  of  hope  and 
despair  —  all  vivid  with  us  is  this  terrible 
scene  since  the  full  accounts  of  the  wreck 
of  that  splendid  ship,  the  Berlin^  but  a  few 
months  back.  Is  it  rescue?  Then  what 
hysterical  overflowing  of  long-pent  emotions, 
as  the  gallant  lifeboat  moves  pluckily  onwards 
to  snatch  them  from  the  very  jaws  of  death. 
What  wonder  if  strong  nerves  yield  at  last  to 
the  strain,  and  men  who  have  stolidly  with- 
stood the  terrors  of  despair,  of  hunger  and 
cold,  who  have  never  flinched  from  death, 
should  suddenly  collapse  and  sob  aloud  ! 

Yet  how  much  is  it  to  the  credit  of  man- 
hood —of  British'  manhood,  at  least— when, 
no  matter  how  great  the  love  of  life,  how 
fierce  the  strain,  how  dreadful  the  plight, 
with  doom  still  impending — for  the  rescuing 
craft  is  tiny  and  frail— one  cry  only  arises 
and  one  command  is  tacitly  obeyed,  "Women 
and  Children  First ! " 

Thus  in  brief  is  the  theme  of  Mr.  Hemy's 
picture.  A  tiny  girl  in  the  arms  of  a  stout 
mariner  is  the  first  to  descend  the  rope.  The 
others,  huddled  together  on  the  deck,  watch 
in  anxious  suspense,  as  one  by  one  the 
passengers  are  lowered.  "  Will  the  ship  hold 
out  till  all  are  rescued?"  Such  is  the 
question  that  with  pale  lips  and  faltering 
utterance  they  ask  one  another.  And  the 
answer?  That  must,  we  think,  depend  on 
the  individual  temperament  of  the  beholder. 

It  is  charged  against  Mr.  Marcus  Stone, 
R.A.,  that  his  pictures  are  all  "  so  much  alike." 
But  so  are  roses  and  foliage  and  sunsets.  A 
t'.ing  of  beauty,  too,  as  one  of  this  artist's 
friends  recently  reminded  us,  is  a  joy  for  ever. 
Besides,  Mr.  Marcus  Stone's  pictures  owe 
much  of  their  sameness  to  a  similarity  of 
setting  and  of  costume.  How  he  came  to 
select  the  latter  may  be  best  told  in  the 
artist'g  own  words  : — 

VoL  xxxiv. — 17. 


"The  costume  of  to-day  is  not  that  of 
to-morrow,  and  it  is  not  always  easy  to  get 
it  accepted  as  poetical  and  artistic.  Accord- 
ingly I  chose  the  costume  of  a  generation  or 
two  before  our  own— a  costume  modern  and 
yet  sufficiently  remote  to  stamp  it  with  a 
certain  fixedness  and  a  certain  poetry." 

The  present  picture,  "In  the  Shade,"  shows 
us  a  comer  of  a  delightful  old  English  garden. 
Tea  is  just  over,  and  those  who  had  recently 
congregated  around  the  fragrant  stew  have 
now  wandered  away,  deux  ^  deux,  to  other 
parts  of  the  spacious  grounds,  leaving  lonely 
and  disconsolate  the  pretty  maiden  seen 
sitting  in  the  foreground.  She  is  "in  the 
shade  " — the  others  have  neglected  her — and 
she  wistfully  wonders  why  it  should  be  her  lot 
to  be  left  companionless  while  her  sisters  do 
not  lack  for  gallants.  But  we  venture  to  think 
that  the  dainty  damsel  will  not  long  be  allowed 
to  mope  by  herself;  we  should  lose  all  faith 
else  in  man  as  a  connoisseur  of  beauty. 

"The  subject,"  writes  Mr.  Marcus  Stone 
to  The  Strand,  "was  suggested  by  a  late 
afternoon  effect  in  my  own  garden.  The 
background  is  more  or  less  a  true  version  of 
a  portion  of  my  house  and  garden  as  it  was 
more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago — in  no 
other  case  have  I  painted  an  actual  scene  in 
any  of  my  pictures.  The  young  maiden  in 
the  foreground  was  painted  from  several  pro- 
fessional models." 

Like  so  many  genre  painters  M.  de  Lort 
finds  a  happy  field  for  his  pictorial  excursions 
in  the  eighteenth  century.  "  Before  "  and 
"  Behind  "  tell  their  own  story  and  almost 
render  letterpress  .superfluous.  Human  nature 
makes  all  akin  when  ^upid  sends  his  darts 
among  high-born  and  low-born  alike. 

The  scene  is  fair  Normandy.  The  young 
squire,  returning  from  the  village  in  his 
cabriolet,  with  Jacques  by  his  side,  meets 
the  fair  Mile.  Hortense  walking  demurely  by 
the  roadside,  to  whom  he  gallantly  offers  a 
lift.  She  blushingly  accepts,  not,  we  fear, 
without  inward  flutterings  of  anticipation  as 
to  what  may  happen  when  the  chestnut  colt 
warms  to  his  paces,  and  the  squire  is 
encouraged  to  unburden  himself  of  his 
amatory  opinions.  The  episode  may  well  have 
been  described  by  Sterne.  When  Hortense 
accepts  the  polite  invitation  to  ride  in  front, 
her  maid,  Jeanne,  is  fain  to  close  with  Jacques' 
offer  that  she  shall  ride  with  him  behind. 
The  vehicle  proceeds  ;  young  monsieur  does 
unbosom  himself;  his  arm  steals  around  the 
lady's  neck,  and  his  lips  fondly  press  her 
cheek.  What  would  groom  and  handmaiden 
say   were  they  to  witness  such  behaviour? 
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Suppose  they  were  to  be  seen  ?  "  Tatsez-vous, 
Monsieur  CAar/esI"  And  what  are  the 
prim  Jeanne  and  the  quiet  Jacques  doing  all 
this  time  ?  Folding  their  hands,  of  course, 
and  admiring  the  landscape,  or  discussing 
the  price  of  geese  and  pullets  at  Chablais 
market  We  turn  to  the  companion  picture 
and  behold  the  youth,  more  audacious  than 
his  master,  with  both  arms  about  the  lady, 
and  she,  less  coy  than  her  mistress,  encircles 
his  neck  with  one  of  hers  !  Such  a  position 
entails  some  inconvenience  and  not  a 
little  danger  even,  considering  their  perch 
and  the  state  of  the  road,  and  Jeanne  has 
this  very  instant  lost  her  basket  with  the 
whole  of  its  contents.  But  love  is  blind  ! 
She  scarce  seems  sensible  of  the  loss  and 
clasps  the  doting  scapegrace  closer,  which  is 
probably  as  well,  because  he  seems  to  have 
no  other  means  of  support  and  safety.  The 
falling  basket,  however,  nearly  brings  tragedy 
to  two  other  lovers — bipeds  also,  but 
feathered,  who  are  coquetting  in  the  roadway. 
This  last  touch  completes  the  triple  comedy 
of  what  might  fairly  be  entitled  "Cupid's 
Car;  or.  Like  Master,  Like  Man." 

Poetry  and  painting  are  twin  sisters ;  they 
go  hand  in  hand  together.  Nearly  every  great 
picture  is,  in  its  way,  a  poem,  and  the  con- 
verse of  this  is  no  less  true.  It  is  not  sur- 
prising, then,  to  find  that  so  many  painters 
seek  inspiration  for  their  themes  in  the  lines 
of  their  favourite  poets ;  and  few  poems, 
perhaps,  have  been  so  widely  resorted  to  in 
this  respect  as  Tom  Hood's  famous  "  Bridge 
of  Sighs." 

"One  of  the  noblest  and,  speaking  of 
fancy,  one  of  the  most  singularly  fanciful  of 
modem  poets,"  wrote  Edgar  Allan  Poe  of  the 
great  Irish  lyricist.  Then,  speaking  of  the 
"  Bridge  of  Sighs,"  he  adds  :  "  The  vigour  of 
this  poem  is  no  less  remarkable  than  its 
pathos.  The  versification,  although  carrying 
the  fanciful  to  the  verge  of  the  fantastic,  is 
nevertheless  admirably  adapted  to  the  wild 
insanity  which  is  the  thesis  of  the  poem." 

The  passage  selected  by  Mme.  Amyot 
for  illustration  in  the  picture  we  reproduce 
runs  as  follows  : — 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 

Lift  her  with  care  ; 

Fashion' d  so  slenderly, 

Young  and  so  fair. 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements ; 
Whilst  the  wave  constantly 

Drips  from  her  clothing  ; 
Take  her  up  instantly, 

Loving,  not  loathing. 


The  artist  shows  us  the  Thames  Embank- 
ment by  night — 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
So  far  in  the  river, 
With  many  a  light. 

A  lady  and  gentleman,  returning  late  from 
the  theatre,  come  to  be  the  chance  spectators 
of  one  of  those  pathetic  tragedies  which  are, 
alas  1  so  frequently  associated  with  England's 
stately  waterway.  From  the  sluggish-flowing, 
dark,  mysterious  waters  the  body  of  "one  more 
unfortunate"  has  just  been  rescued.  The 
richness  of  the  lady's  attire  offers  a  striking 
contrast  with  the  torn  and  bedraggled  gar- 
ments of  the  young  suicide,  while  her  horror- 
struck  countenance  emphasizes  the  remote- 
ness of  such  incidents  of  sordid  misery  from  her 
own  pampered  and  luxurious  existence. 

But  it  is  not  tragedy  alone  that  Mme. 
Amyot  has  here  given  us.  The  scene  savours 
strongly  of  melodrama;  and  in  melodrama 
we  always  look  for  comic  relief.  This  is 
amply  provided  for  in  the  figure  of  the 
attendant  husband.  The  mere  fact  that  he 
is  smoking  a  cigarette  proclaims  him  at  once 
for  what  he  is.  "  He  smokes  and  smokes 
and  is  a  villain  I "  we  are  tempted  to  exclaim, 
slightly  to  parody  a  not  unknown  quotation. 
Truly  a  hardened  ruffian  of  the  typical 
Drury  Lane  variety,  to  whom  the  poor  dead 
girl  presumably  owes  her  misfortune. 

In  the  tout  shown  in  the  background  we 

have  a  graphic  delineation  of  one  of  those 

strange  night-birds  who  infest  the  streets  of 

London    after  dark.      For   him   the    tragic 

incident   has  little   interest.     No   doubt   he 

rather  welcomes  it  as  being  instrumental  in 

putting  a  few  coppers  into  his  own  pocket 

All  is  grist  that  comes  to  his  mill. 

Alas  !  for  the  rarity 

Of  Christian  charity 

Under  the  sun. 

In  "Butterfly  Days,"  by  J.  Ballavoine, 
which  is  reproduced  in  our  frontispiece,  we 
see,  presumably,  this  artist's  type  of  ideal 
beauty.  Certainly  the  maiden  is  comely 
enough  to  please  the  most  fastidious,  but  we 
confess  that  the  garb  of  the  early  eighties  is 
not  the  setting  in  which  we  are  wont  to 
enshrine  our  own  particular  Venus.  It  is 
old-fashioned  enough,  certainly,  yet  hardly 
sufficiently  distant  from  us  to  be  acclaimed 
picturesque.  Moreover,  we  doubt  very  much 
whether  the  costume  of  the  mid-Victorian  era 
will  ever  become  a  source  of  aesthetic  delight 
to  connoisseurs  of  future  ages.  But,  in  spite 
of  this,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  ensemble 
is  charming. 
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IX.— THE    ADVENTURE    OF    THE    MISSING    CHAPTER 
By  C.  N.  and  a.  M.  Williamson. 

Copyright,  1907,  by  C.  N.  and  A.  M.  Williamson. 


jHEN  Christopher  Race  came 
back  from  Amsterdam  after  his 
adventure  with  the  diamond 
carriers,  an  engagement  which 
he  had  expected  to  take  up  fell 
through  owing  to  unforeseen 
business  which  detained  his  would-be  client ; 
therefore,  he  was  not  too  pleased  to  find 
himself  free  for  more  than  a  fortnight. 

Something  might  turn  up,  of  course. 
Something  generally  did  turn  up  with  Chris- 
topher. Indeed,  he  had  begun  to  think  that 
he  must  be  the  sort  of  man  who  attracted 
adventures  as  a  magnet  attracts  iron.  But 
when,  after  he  had  been  idle  for  a  day  or 
two,  the  card  of  a  Mr.  James  Harkness  was 
brought  to  him,  he  could  not  regard  it  as  the 
preface  to  an  adventure. 

Neither  the  card  nor  the  name  suggested 
anything  exciting,  or  even  interesting.     For 
one   thing,  James  was  a   name  which    had 
always  seemed  particularly  prosaic  to  Chris- 
topher.    Nothing  could  possibly  happen  to  a 
man  named  James, 
unless    he     turned 
into  Jim,  which  he 
could  only  do  legiti- 
mately if  he  were  of 
a  certain  type ;  and 
this     visiting  -  card 
was  not  of  the  sort 
that    the  Jim  type 
would  own. 

The  name  was 
engraved  in  an  at- 
tempt at  Old  Eng- 
lish script,  accord- 
ing to  the  concep- 
tion of  some  coun- 
try shopkeeper,  on 
thin,  shiny  paste- 
board, and  there 
was  not  even  the 
conventional  prefix 
of  "Mr."  It  was 
just  "James  Hark- 
ness," as  if  the 
owner  of  the  visiting- 
card  did  not  think 
himself  of  enough 
social  importance 
to  have  a  handle. 


It  did  not  occur  to  Christopher  that  James 
Harkness  might  be  a  client ;  rather  he  fancied 
that  his  caller  would  prove  to  be  a  com- 
mercial traveller,  unobtrusively  pushing  some 
new  invention  of  a  motor-car  firm.  He  was 
within  an  ace  of  sending  down  word  that 
he  was  engaged  on  important  business  and 
regretted  that  he  could  not  possibly  see  the 
gentleman;  but  as  the  important  business 
happened  to  consist  in  reading  a  dull  novel 
which  bored  him  inexpressibly,  and  as  he 
had  besides  just  run  out  of  tobacco  and  it 
would  be  idiotic  to  go  and  buy  more  in 
a  thunderstorm,  he  told  the  servant  to  show 
Mr.  Harkness  up  to  his  sitting-room. 

The  maid  who,  during  the  last  few  months, 
had  brought  to  Christopher  Race's  door  so 
many  strange  people  now  produced  one 
whom  no  wildest  stretch  of  the  imagination 
could  fit  with  that  adjective. 

He  was  small  in  stature,  with  a  neat,  slender 
figure  clad  in  a  grey  tweed  suit  that  boasted 
the  "American  shoulder.**     He  had  a  fine 


"jamilS  harkness." 
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head,  and  would,  from  the  shape  of  his  fore- 
head and  cut  of  his  features,  have  somewhat 
resembled  a  provincial  Napoleon,  if  instead 
of  Napoleon's  eagle  gaze  he  had  not  possessed 
the  soft,  wistful  brown  eyes  of  a  misunder- 
stood dog — a  dog  who  has  never  deserved  a 
kick  in  his  life  but  has  had  many,  and  has 
ceased  to  hope  or  even  wish  for  a  caress — 
indeed,  would  be  startled  and  embarrassed  if 
he  got  one. 

This  neat,  rather  dapper  little  man  walked 
into  the  ugly  lodging-house  sitting-room  with 
an  air  that  was  briskly  business-like,  yet 
oddly  apologetic. 

"Oh,  certainly  he  wants  to  introduce  a 
new  patent  tyre  or  an  improved  carburettor,'* 
thought  Christopher.  But  the  first  few  words 
of  his  visitor  showed  that  one  must  not  jump 
at  conclusions. 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir  ?  I'm  very  pleased 
to  have  the  honour  of  meeting  the  celebrated 
Mr.  Race;  and  I  hope  that,  if  you're  not 
engaged,  I  can  get  you  to  take  me  a  trip  in 
your  automobile,"  said  Mr.  Harkness,  with 
an  accent  that  proclaimed  him  from  the 
Middle  West  of  America. 

Christopher  replied  that  he  and  Scarlet 
Runner  were  disengaged  for  the  present, 
and  invited  his  caller  to  sit  down  and  talk 
business.  There  was  something  in  the  com- 
bination of  American  briskness  and  —  per- 
haps— un-American  shyness  which  pleased 
him ;  and  James  Harkness — not  on  shiny 
pasteboard,  but  in  flesh  and  blood — had  a 
winning  smile ;  winning  because  it  was  like  a 
schoolboy's,  and  had  no  self-consciousness 
in  it.  He  might  have  been  old-looking  for 
thirty,  or  young-looking  for  thirty-five,  and 
there  was  grave,  business  experience  in  the 
firm  set  of  his  jaw.  But  the  eyes  were  a 
boy's  eyes ;  and  Christopher  liked  him  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that  James  —  plain,  un- 
romantic,  undiluted  James — did  not  appear 
an  ill-chosen  name  to  express  his  personality. 

"Sorry  I  can't  offer  you  a  cigar  or  cigar- 
ette," said  Race,  "To  my  disgust,  I've  just 
found  that  I'm  out  of  everything."  (He  did 
not  add  that  this  was  one  reason  why 
Mr.  Harkness  now  had  the  honour  of  his 
acquaintance.) 

"  Oh,  I  never  smoke,  thank  you,"  returned 
the  American.  "  I  used  to,  but  I  saw  it  was 
going  to  get  on  my  nerves,  so  I  quit.  My 
business — I  guess  over  here  you'd  call  it 
stockbroking — makes  some  fellows  kind  of 
jumpy,  anyhow ;  and  I  think  a  man  ought 
to  keep  control  of  himself" 

Christopher  said  that  he  was  quite  right, 
•and  invited  him  to  have  a  whisky  and  soda. 


Mr.  Harkness  again  thanked  his  host,  but 
declined.  He  did  not  touch  alcohol.  In 
his  opinion  there  was  nothing  better  than 
ice-water,  unless  it  was  lemonade,  for  a 
hard  worker. 

"  That's  just  it,"  he  went  on.  "  It's  hard 
work  that's  brought  me  over  to  this  side. 
I'm  taking  a  vacation  ;  if  s  the  first  one  I've 
ever  had  since  I  left  school,  and  that  was 
when  I  was  fourteen  years  old.  I've  had  my 
nose  to  the  grindstone  ever  since — but  I  like 
it  well  enough.  Mrs.  Harkness  goes  to  the 
seaside  every  summer,  which  is  the  right 
thing  for  a  lady  to  do  ;  and  she's  had  a  run 
out  to  California  and  down  to  Florida  once 
or  twice,  winters.  Now  she's  travelling  in 
Europe  with  some  lady  friends  of  hers — has 
been  for  the  last  eighteen  months— and  it 
was  her  idea  I  should  take  this  vacation 
and  meet  her.  I  just  landed  yesterday,  and 
took  train  right  to  London.  So,  you  see,  I 
haven't  lost  much  time  in  giving  myself  the 
pleasure  of  calling  on  you,  sir." 

"  How  did  you  hear  of  Scarlet  Runner  ?  " 
Christopher  inquired. 

The  little  dark  man  with  the  head  of  a 
Napoleon  and  the  eyes  of  a  misunderstood 
dog  smiled  his  engaging,  boyish  smile.  "  I 
guess  you  must  be  pretty  modest,"  said  he. 
"  Why,  in  America  you've  been  a  kind  of  a 
hero  with  the  ladies  ever  since  you  helped  to 
set  the  young  King  and  Queen  of  Dal  van  ia 
on  their  throne ;  and  the  public  have  never 
lost  sight  of  you.  I  feel  proud  to  have  the 
chance  of  a  ride  in  your  automobile." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted  to  take  Mrs.  Hark- 
ness and  you  for  a  tour,  if  you  don't  want  to 
be  gone  longer  than  a  fortnight,"  replied 
Christopher,  pleased  in  spite  of  himself  by 
the  genuine  admiration  in  the  brown  eyes. 

"Two  weeks  is  just  what  I  was  thinking 
of,"  said  Mr.  Harkness.  "  But  my  wife  won't 
be  in  the  party.  The  reason  I  can  go  is 
because  1  had  a  Marconi  on  board  ship  say- 
ing she'd  been  invited  to  stay  awhile  in  a 
French  chateau,  and  she  thought  she'd  like 
to  have  the  experience.  She  hasn't  been 
acquainted  with  the  Baron  and  Baroness 
long— they're  friends  of  her  friends — so  she 
couldn't  ask  them  to  invite  me  too  ;  and  her 
idea  was  for  me  to  just  fool  around,  seeing 
sights  in  England,  till  she  was  through 
visiting.  The  people  who've  promised  to  go 
automobiling  with  me  I  met  on  the  steamer. 
I  suppose  three  passengers  and  their  baggage 
wouldn't  be  too  much  of  a  burden  to  you, 
sir?" 

Christopher  set  Mr.  Harkness's  mind  at 
rest  on  this  point,  and  then,  finding  that  the 
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American  was  an  amateur  in  motoring,  he 
gave  him  advice  about  luggage.     Also,  they 
discussed  routes,  and   it  appeared  that  Mr. 
Harkness,  who  had  never  found  time  to  leave 
his  own  country  before,  had  no  preference. 
All  he  wanted  was  to  see  some  of  the  prettiest 
places ;  and  it  was  finally  decided,  as  October 
was  not  an  ideal  month  for  the  North,  though 
the    weather    was    still   warm,   that   Scarlet 
Runner  should  conduct   the  party  through 
Devonshire  and  Cornwall,  going  by  way  of 
the  New  Forest.     The  question  of  money  lay 
in  abeyance  till  the  last,  and   then   it   was 
Christopher  who  introduced  it.     "  I  guess  I 
can  leave  the  price 
to   you,    sir,"    said 
the  little  man  fi*om 
the  West.   "I  don't 
know    anything 
about    the    charge 
for    automobiles 
myself;  but  you're 
a   gentleman,    and 
whatever   you    say 
will  be  right.'' 

The  start  was  to 
be  made  next  day, 
as  there  was  no 
time  to  waste,  and 
Christopher  was 
asked  to  bring 
Scarlet  Runner  to 
an  old  -  fashioned 
hotel  in  Suffolk 
Street,  not  at  all 
the  sort  of  hotel  an 
American  would  be 
likely  to  choose 
unless  he  had 
heard  of  it  from 
English  friends.  However,  that  was  not 
Race's  affair,  and  he  and  his  car  arrived 
promptly  before  the  door  at  ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  according  to  arrangement. 

Though  he  had  a  liking  for  Mr.  James 
Harkness,  Christopher  was  not  looking  for- 
ward to  the  trip  with  any  keenness  of  interest. 
He  had  pictured  to  himself  the  sort  of  friends 
the  kindly,  provincial  American  would  have 
been  likely  to  pick  up  on  the  ship.  There 
were  two,  he  knew,  and  that  was  all  he  did 
know ;  but  he  imagined  that  they  would  be 
tired  business  men  like  Harkness  himself, 
though  probably  without  Harkness's  naive 
charm.  Seldom  had  he  been  more  sur- 
prised, therefore,  than  when  his  client 
ushered  out  from  the  hotel  two  ladies. 
Nor  was  their  sex  the  most  amazing  part 
of  their   unexpectedness.     That   which  was 


particularly  astonishing  about  them  was^— 
themselves. 

One  was  elderly,  the  other  young.  She 
who  was  elderly  was  English  ;  and  the  thought 
that  flashed  into  Christopher  Race's  head 
was  that  if  she  had  a  twin  brother  he  would 
be  a  fine,  brown,  hawk-eyed  soldier :  one  of 
those  brave,  unobtrusive  men  who  go  off  as  a 
matter  of  course  to  far-away,  unhealthful  lands, 
there  to  do  their  country's  work  well  and 
faithfully,  without  making  any  fuss  about  it, 
until  their  Sovereign  fills  their  place  with  a 
younger  man,  or  until  they  die  in  harness. 

This   woman,    though  womanly,   had   the 


•  HIS  CLIENT  USHERED   OUT   FROM   THE    HOTEL   TWO   LADIES. 


eyes  of  a  soldier — steadfast,  enduring  ;  and 
though  she  was  not  yet  really  old,  her  hair 
was  white,  in  fine  contrast  with  the  calm 
dark  brows. 

She,  for  a  ship  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Hark- 
ness, was  remarkable  enough  ;  but  her  com- 
panion— a  young  girl  who  could  hardly  be 
twenty — was  bewildering. 

Christopher  had  never  seen  a  girl  like  her. 
She  was  a  princess  out  of  a  fairy  tale  ;  not 
just  a  flesh  and  blood  princess  who  had 
strayed  into  a  story  of  fairies  because  it  was 
convenient  to  have  her  there,  but  a  princess 
born  of  a  fairy  spell. 

This  fancy  did  actually  present  itself  to  the 
young  man's  mind,  so  completely  was  he 
swept  off  his  feet  by  the  appearance  of  Mr. 
Harkness's  young  friend  ;  and  though  he  was 
usually   ashamed   if    he   found    himself    h^ 
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chance  being  sentimental,  the  girl  was  so 
exquisitely  romantic  a  figure  that  he  did  not 
stop  to  check  his  extravagant  similes. 

She  made  him  think  of  a  garden  of  lilies 
in  moonlight ;  and  this  though  she  was 
dressed  in  grey  cloth  by  u  tailor  who  under- 
stood his  business  ;  therefore,  she  must  indeed 
have  been  wonderful. 

Christopher  had  seen  a  good  many  beauti- 
ful girls  —  in  fact,  had  even  gone  out  of 
his  way  in  life  to  see  them ;  but  he  felt, 
without  being  able  to  understand  precisely 
why,  that  this  young  creature  was  different 
from  any  other  he  had  met,  or  was  likely  ever 
to  meet  again.  Nevertheless,  it  did  not  occur 
to  him  to  fall  in  love  with  her  at  first  sight — 
which  he  certainly  had  a  right  to  do  if  he 
chose.  He  would  as  soon  have  thought  of 
falling  in  love  with  a  girl-queen  of  enchanting 
beauty,  of  whom  he  had  caught  a  dazzling 
glimpse  on  the  eve  of  her  coronation  and 
marriage  with  a  suitable  prince-consort.  Yet 
she  was  a  friend  of  the  provincial  Napoleon 
from  the  Western  States,  who  had  found  her 
on  shipboard ;  and  she  and  her  stately,  sad- 
faced  companion  had  consented  to  take  a 
motor  trip  with  an  insignificant,  rather  com- 
mon-place little  chance  acquaintance. 

**  Miss  Dalrymple  —  Miss  Nourma  Dai- 
ry m  pie — let  me  present  Mr.  Race,"  rattled 
off  the  American,  primly  and  conscientiously. 
"  This  is  the  automobile  I've  been  talking  to 
you  about.     A  beauty,  isn't  she  ?  " 

Then,  having  discharged  what  he  con- 
sidered his  duty,  he  fussed  over  the  luggage 
as  it  came  out  from  the  hotel,  and  fussed  a 
good  deal  more  about  getting  the  ladies 
comfortably  seated,  tucking  a  light  rug  of 
his  own  over  the  girl  and  round  the  girl,  as  if 
she  had  been  an  early  crocus  to  be  protected 
from  some  blighting  flurry  of  snow.  Indeed, 
though  she  had  not  the  air  or  look  of  illness, 
she  did  seem  as  fragile,  as  ethereal,  as  a  flower 
of  the  South  transported  to  the  North — some 
kind  of  dream  -  flower,  Christopher  told 
himself,  foolishly — a  night-blooming  Ceres, 
perhaps,  for  everyone  to  wonder  at,  and  then 
to  vanish  as  a  ray  of  moonlight  vanishes  when 
the  moon  is  swallowed  by  a  cloud. 

They  started,  and  as  Race  was  not  carrying 
a  chauffeur  Harkness  proposed  to  sit  beside 
him  on  the  front  seat.  But  Miss  Dalrymple 
the  elder  asked  for  his  company  in  the 
tonneau,  and  he  accepted  the  invitation 
shyly,  delightedly,  as  if  it  were  a  favour 
bestowed  by  Royalties.  Nevertheless,  he  was 
soon  laughing  and  talking,  as  the  car  ran 
through  I>ondon  streets  out  into  the  suburbs, 
making  for  the  country.     Christopher  heard 


him  telling  one  or  two  funny,  typically 
American  stories,  which  evidently  amused 
his  guests ;  and  if  ever  a  silence  fell,  it  was 
Harkness  or  the  girl  who  broke  it,  never 
the  elder  of  the  two  women,  whom  Nourma 
Dalrymple  called  "  Aunt  Constance." 

Christopher's  simple  conception  of  James 
Harkness  had  now  suddenly  and  completely 
changed.  The  naive  yet  brisk  little  business 
man  had*  assumed  in  his  eyes  the  importance 
of  a  Mystery.  But,  after  all,  was  not  the 
mystery  rather  an  obvious  one — too  obvious  ? 
Race  asked  himself  on  second  thoughts. 

Here  was  a  hard-worked  American  taking 
his  first  holiday,  and  bent  on  enjoying  it. 
"  When  the  cat's  away  the  mice  will  play," 
Mrs.  Harkness  was  away,  and  she  was  amus- 
ing herself.  Naturally  it  would  occur  to 
Mr.  Harkness,  who  was  probably  very  rich, 
like  most  -travelling  Americans,  that  now  was 
the  "  chance  of  his  life  "  to  amuse  himself 
too,  and  he  was  doing  it.  That  was  all ; 
except  that  two  exceptionally  interesting 
women  were  ready  to  help  him  do  it —at  his 
expense. 

Yes,  that  must  be  all.  And  yet — Chris- 
topher could  not  make  this  obvious  supposi- 
tion fit  the  characters  in  the  little  drama 
which  was  to  be  played  in  his  motor-car. 

The  weather  was  perfect,  and  each  day 
that  came  to  take  the  place  of  its  dead  brother 
was  more  exquisite  than  the  last.  Chris- 
topher was  cordially  invited  to  have  his  meals 
with  his  passengers — sometimes  charming 
picnic  meals,  in  which  the  aunt  or  niece 
performed  dainty  miracles  with  a  somewhat 
battered  tea  basket,  sometimes  meals  at 
delightful,  old-fashioned  hotels  or.  country 
inns.  If  there  was  any  sight-seeing  to  be  done 
on  foot,  he  was  expected  to  do  it  with  the 
others,  although  it  appeared  that  Devonshire 
and  Cornwall  were  familiar  to  "  Aunt  Con- 
stance," and  she  could  have  played  cicerone 
for  the  party  as  efficiently  as  the  owner  of 
Scarlet  Runner.  Occasionally  Christopher 
had  Nourma  Dalrymple  to  himself  for  half 
an  hour  at  a  time,  on  some  short  excursion ; 
and  it  seemed  to  him  that  her  mind,  her 
nature,  was  as  wonderful  as  her  face.  She 
had  thoughts  high  and  clear  and  light-giving 
as  the  stars,  and  she  spoke  them  out  with 
apparent  frankness,  yet  at  the  end  of  a  week 
Christopher  had  drawn  no  nearer  to  the 
solution  of  the  mystery  which  had  assembled 
this  strange  party  than  in  the  hour  of 
starting. 

He  did  not  even  know  anything  about  the 
Dalrymples,  aunt  and  niece,  except  that  the 
girl  had  spent  most,  if  not  all,  of  her  life  in 
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India,  and  that  the  elder  woman  had — more 
or  less  lately — gone  out  there  to  visit  her 
brother,  who  was  Nourma^s  father.  Who  the 
father  was,  what  he  did  in  India,  or  where 
was  his  home  in  that  wide  land  of  enchant 
ments,  Christopher  did  not  hear ;  nor  did  he 
hear  why  Miss  Dalrymple  had  taken  her 
niece  to  America.  He  knew  that  they  had 
been,  only  because  James  Harkness  had  met 
them  on  the  ship  coming  back  ;  and  this  was 
the  girl's  first  sight  of  England,  as  it  was  that 
of  her  new  friend.  Whatever  she  admired, 
he  admired.  If  she  so  much  as  said  of  a 
place,  "  Oh,  I  should  like  to  see  it ! "  her 
host  was  not  happy  unless  the  vague  wish 
could  be  quickly  gratified.  He  watched 
over  her  even  more  anxiously  than  did  the 
evidently  devoted  aunt.  He  was  depressed 
if  she  appeared  absent-minded,  as  she  did 
occasionally,  or  if  her  lips  drooped,  or  if  she 
had  a  far-away  look  in  the  dark  eyes,  which 
were  almost  startlingly  beautiful  under  the 
soft  frame  of  moonlight  -  on  -  wheatfield- 
coloured  air. 

There  were  always  flowers  for  both  ladies 
every  morning,  even  at  the  most  out-of-the- 
way  stopping-places,  and  there  were  sweets, 
and  any  book  which  Nourma  Dalrymple 
had  said  to  her  aunt  or  Christopher — 
Harkness  knew  little  about  books — that  she 
would  care  to  read. 

Nothing  could  be  more  patent  than  that 
the  provincial  Napoleon  adored  his  strangely- 


acquired  fairy 
princess;  yet, 
though  by  design 
or  accident  the 
name  of  the  ab- 
sent wife  was 
never  mentioned 
in  Christopher's 
hearing,  Hark- 
ness did  not  be- 
have like  any 
other  man  in  love, 
legitimately  or 
otherwise,  whom 
Race  had  seen. 
He  never  tried  to 
turn  a  conversa- 
tion upon  him- 
self ;  he  never 
paid  the  girl  com- 
pliments;  he 
never  schemed  to 
steal  her  away 
from  the  others 
for  a  few  moments 
alone,  though  it 
was  unconcealable  that  to  be  near  her  was 
the  little  man's  heaven.  Altogether,  Chris- 
topher could  not  make  him  out  at  all ;  nor 
could  he  make  out  the  meaning  of  the  tour, 
or  what  was  to  come  of  it  afterwards,  if 
anything. 

So  matters  went  on  until  they  had  been 
gone  for  a  fortnight,  all  but  one  day,  and 
were  on  their  way  back  to  London,  which 
they  would  reach  the  following  evening. 
They  had  returned  by  Stratford-on-Avon  ;  and 
wandering  about  the  beautiful  old  town, 
Christopher  had  Nourma  Dalrymple  beside 
him.  She  was  even  more  than  usually  sweet 
and  gentle  in  her  manner  that  day,  though 
thoughtful,  and  Christopher  ought  to  have 
been  enjoying  each  moment  in  the  society  of 
such  a  unique  and  radiant  girl ;  yet  somehow 
he  felt  troubled  and  restless,  as  sensitive 
women  do  when  the  air  is  crackling  with 
electricity  before  a  thunderstorm.  He  could 
not  think  of  things  worth  saying,  though  he 
would  have  liked  to  be  brilliant,  and  instead 
of  looking  at  his  companion  he  found  him- 
self continually  watching  the  pair  who  walked 
ahead — James  Harkness  and  Miss  Dalrymple. 
They  were  absorbed  in  some  very  grave 
discussion,  that  was  clear ;  so  completely 
absorbed  that  they  might  as  well  have  been 
staring  at  London  hoardings  as  gazing  upon 
the  beautiful  beamed  walls  of  Shakespeare's 
birthplace.  Once,  when  Christopher  happened 
to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  American's  face,  he 
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was  startled.  The  little  man  looked  as  if  he 
had  been  struck  a  death-blow.  But  after- 
wards his  eyes  lit  up  with  feverish  excite- 
ment, or  hope,  and  a  spot  of  colour  burned 
on  each  of  his  rather  high  cheek-bones. 
Christopher  could  not,  to  save  his  life,  help 
being  curious.  He  would  have  guessed,  if 
Harkness  were  not  married,  that  overtures 
had  been  made  to  the  aunt  for  the  niece's 
hand  and  repulsed  by  her ;  but,  as  it  was,  no 
explanation  of  this  sort  was  feasible. 

That  night,  as  Race  sat  in  his  room  at  the 
hotel,  smoking  a  pipe  before  going  to  bed, 
and  wondering  what  had  happened,  someone 
knocked  at  his  door.  He  rose  and  opened 
it,  to  see  Harkness  standing  outside,  twice 
as  shy,  twice  as  apologetic,  as  he  had  been 
in  the  first  moment  of  making  acquaint- 
ance. 

"  I— there  are  some  things — perhaps  you'd 
let  me  talk  to  you  about,"  he  began,  still  on 
the  threshold. 

"Come  in,"  said  Christopher  pleasantly. 
"  Is  there  anything  in  Scarlet  Runner's  per- 
formances or  mine  that  you  don't  like,  and 
want  me  to  change  ?  "  he  went  on,  laughing 
good-naturedly  at  the  others  hesitation. 
"  Because  if  there  is  you  mustn't  mind  telling 
me  so." 

"No,  indeed,"  replied 
Harkness.  "  You've  both  been 
just  about  perfect  this  trip. 
And  it's  been  a  grand  trip, 
too.  I  was  a  blamed  idiot,  I 
suppose,  to  think  it  could 
amount  to  more  than  it  has. 
But  I  always  was  hopeful  if  I 
cared  about  anything."  He 
sat  down,  relapsing  into 
silence  and  thoughtfulness. 
Christopher  was  silent  too, 
for  the  good  reason  that  he 
knew  not  what  to  say.  He 
was  at  a  loss  to  understand  his 
employer's  meaning,  though, 
if  the  American  had  been  a 
coarser  type  of  man,  he  might 
have  sprung  to  some  con- 
clusion. But  soon  Harkness 
began  again.  "  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  sir,  it's  your  advice  I 
want  to  ask,  if  you'll  permit 
me." 

Christopher  answered  that 
he  would  be  glad  to  give  it, 
or  to  be  of  use  ;  and  he  spoke 
sincerely.  This  was  one  of 
Christopher  Race's  good  _ 

points.    There  was  no  affecta-  '' '  it's  a 


tion  about  him.  When  he  said  a  thing  he 
meant  it,  and  had  a  way  of  convincing  you 
that  he  did,  without  many  words.  Harkness 
looked  at  him  gratefully,  with  those  eyes  of 
a  wistful  dog. 

"  It's  a  mighty  delicate  matter,"  the 
American  went  on ;  "a  matter  I  wouldn't 
have  any  call  to  talk  about,  if  I  could  see 
my  way  clear  how  to  act.  But  I  don't. 
That's  just  it.  I'm  a  plain  business  man. 
What's  that  saying  about  fools  rushing  in 
where  angels  would  be  afraid  to  show  their 
noses,  or  something  kind  of  like  that? 
Well,  I  feel  that  way  right  now.  But  you're 
different.  I  don't  know  as  I'm  putting  it  so's 
you  can  understand,  but  what  I  see  about 
you  is,  that  you've  lived.  Now,  I  never  lived 
— till  I  got  on  board  the  Baltic^  less  than 
four  weeks  ago.  I  knew  what  business  was, 
and  how  to  get  along  in  the  world,  and  my 
duty  to  my  wife  and  my  neighbours ;  but  I 
hadn't  lived.  I  didn't  realize  what  it  was  to 
be  really  alive,  or  to  live.  But  I  do  now. 
I've  learned  in  less  than  four  weeks  what  I 
hadn't  up  till  then  in  thirty-three  years,  and 
probably  shouldn't  for  thirty-three  more  years 
— or  till  the  day  of  my  death.  Yes,  sir,  1 
should  just  have  dried  up  like  a  withered  leaf 
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or  an  old  nut  if  it  hadn't  been  for  that 
blessed  girl.  That's  what  Tve  got  to  thank 
her  for— life." 

Christopher  did  not  speak.  What  could 
he  say — yet?  But  there  was  stealing  into 
his  puzzled  brain  a  glimmer  of  light  No 
more  than  a  faint  glimmer ;  but  it  was 
enough  to  keep  him  from  misunderstanding 
the  man  with  a  name  to  which  nothing  worth 
happening  could  ever  possibly  happen. 

"  Do  you  take  in  my  meaning,  sir  ?  "  asked 
Harkness.  "  Because,  if  you  do,  it'll  be  easier 
for  me  to  go  on." 

"  I — well — I  suppose  you've  unfortunately 
fallen  in  love  with  Miss  Nourma  Dalrymple," 
blurted  out  Christopher,  whose  thoughts  of 
the  situation  were  more  delicate  than  his 
words.  But,  in  a  way,  it  was  better  to  be 
blunt ;  it  flung  open  doors  and  windows  and 
let  in  air. 

"  Unfortunately  in  love  ?  "  repeated  Hark- 
ness, in  a  shocked  way.  "Oh,  then  IVe 
been  fool  enough  to  mix  things  up  so  you 
can't  see,  after  all.  Why,  it's  the  most  fortu- 
nate thing  ever  happened  to  me.  It's  like 
being  shut  up  in  a  kind  of  dark  cell  for 
thirty-three  years  and  then  having  an  angel 
from  heaven  fly  down  to  let  you  out.  Once 
you're  out,  you  know,  nothing  can  put  you 
where  you  were  before,  because,  when  you  go 
back  into  the  cell,  it  won't  be  dark  or  musty 
any  more,  but  full  of  all  the  glory  you  saw 
when  you  were  outside.  If  you've  got  any- 
thing in  you  at  all,  you're  bound  to  take  that 
much  with  you.  Maybe  you  think  I'm  crazy, 
talking  like  this,  Mr.  Race,  but  I  have  to 
explain.  And  it  isn't  as  if  you  were  a 
stranger.  We've  been  acquainted  a  mighty 
short  while,  as  time  goes ;  but  you're  right  in 
this  chapter  where  the  angel  comes  in." 

"  The  missing  chapter,"  Christopher  mut- 
tered, more  to  himself  than  the  other,  but 
Harkness  heard,  and  answered  : — 

"  I  see  what  you're  thinking  about,"  said 
he.  "  You  think  this  is  going  to  be  the 
missing  chapter  in  my  life.  That — that  my 
friends — that  my  wife — won't  ever  know  any- 
thing about  it" 

"  I  suppose  that  is  what  was  in  my  head," 
Christopher  confessed. 

"  Well,  you're  right,  sir,  in  a  way.  We'll 
call  it  the  missing  chapter.  It'll  be  that  for 
the  other  people — the  ones  who  wouldn't  be 
able  to  understand  it  if  they  were  told,  and 
might  get  thoughts  I'd  rather  fall  dead  right 
here  than  anyone — either  near  me  or  far  off" 
— should  have  about  an  angel.  You,  for 
instance,  wouldn't  have  known  there  could 
be  such  an  angel  on  earth,  if  you    hadn't 

Vol.  xxxiy.-rlS. 


seen  her  and  been  with  her,  would  you, 
now?" 

"  No,"  said  Christopher.  "  She's  wonder- 
ful.    You're  very  excusable,  Mr.  Harkness." 

"  I  guess  I  wouldn't  have  been  excusable 
if  I  hadn't  loved  her,  because  I'd  have  been 
a  block  of  wood,"  the  little  man  retorted, 
almost  indignantly. 

"  But  what  about  her  ?  "  Christopher  ven- 
tured. "  Forgive  me — you  asked  my  advice, 
you  know.  Is  this  going  to  make  her 
unhappy  ?  " 

"  1  don't  quite  catch  your  meaning." 
Harkness  was  looking  honestly  bewildered. 

"  I  mean,  if  she  has  learned  to  care " 

"Great   Scot^   sir,    care   for    me?     Be   in 

lo Oh,  no,  I  can't  even  say  the  word 

in  a  connection  like  that  She  feels  kindly 
towards  me,  I  know,  and  the  Lord  knows 
how  good  to  me  she's  been.  As  for  me, 
why,  you  don't  think — no,  of  course  you 
don't  think  —  that  I'd  have  been  worm 
enough,  green  idiot  enough,  beast  enough,  to 
speak  that  same  word  to  her  about  myself?" 

"  If  I  could  have  thought  it  for  an  instant, 
I  apologize,"  said  Christopher. 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  You're  a  white  man.  I 
knew  you  were.  That's  why  I've  turned  to 
you  ;  for  that  reason,  and  because,  as  I  said, 
you've  livedo  you've  felt,  in  your  years,  though 
they're  not  so  many  as  mine.  I  love  that 
girl — yes.  But  even  if  there  weren't  a  Mrs. 
Harkness  I  wouldn't  have  told  Miss  Nourma, 
any  more  than  a  common  man  like  me  could 
tell  a  queen  h^  was  in  love  with  her  and 
would  like  to  have  her  for  his  wife.  Her 
kind  isn't  for  my  kind.  And,  besides,  she 
loves  somebody ;  I  guess  a  mighty  different 
sort  of  a  man  from  me.  She  didn't  say  any- 
thing about  him  herself,  but  her  aunt 
told  me." 

"  Is  that  what  she  was  talking  of  this  after- 
noon?" inquired  Christopher,  recalling  the 
mysterious  conversation  which  had  seemed 
to  crush  the  life  out  of  the  American. 

"  My  goodness,  no.  She  told  me  on  ship- 
board." 

"  Then  what  did  you  expect  from  this  trip 
which  you  haven't  got,  since  you  knew  all 
along  that  the  girl  was  in  love  with  another 
man?"  The  question  was  out  before 
Christopher  quite  knew  that  he  was  asking 
it  aloud. 

Harkness  stared  blankly.  "  Expect  ? 
Why,  I  didn't  dare  expect  anything,  the  way 
things  stood  ;  the  way  they'd  been  explained 
to  me.  But  I  hoped.  I  hoped  the  motoring 
and  the  beautiful  scenery,  and  the  fresh  air 
and  new  experiences,  might    do  her  good. 
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Though  I  ought  to  have  known  that  what  a 
tour  from   India,  'most  round  the  world,  to 
America  couldn't  do,  two  weeks  in  an  auto 
wouldn't.    But,  you  see,  she  happened  to  say, 
the  afternoon  before  we  landed  in  Southamp- 
ton, that  going  in  a  motor-car  ought  to  be  a 
nice  way  of  travelling  in  England,  and  that 
she'd  never  taken  more  than  a  short  ride  in 
one.    That's  how  I  thought  of  it ;  and,  of 
course,  the   first  thing  I  did   was  to  hustle 
round  and  find  Mr.  Race.     If  any  old  auto- 
mobile was  good,  said 
I  to  myself,  a  historical 
kind  of  a  one  like  his 
Scarlet    Runner   ought 
to  be  just  It.    And  it 
has  been.    But  though 
she's     enjoyed     every- 
thing, she  doesn't  feel 
any  stronger  for  the  two 
weeks." 

*;i  think  I  see," 
said  Christopher. 
"  The  father,  in  India, 
wouldn't  let  his 
daughter  marry  the 
man  she  loved,  and 
Miss  Dalrymple  has 
been  trotting  her  niece 
about  the  world  to  help 
her  to  forget." 

"  No,  you  don't  see," 
Harkness     answered. 
"But  how  could  you, 
without  having  any  sort 
of  a  clue   to   the   real 
story  ?   The  young  man 
is  a  fine  chap  any  father 
would     be     proud     to 
have   his    daughter 
marry ;   a  soldier   who 
got  a  Victoria  Cross  in 
that  war  of  yours  with  the  Boers,  before  he 
was  ordered  to  India.     He's  titled,  too.     I 
think  he's  a  baron  or  a  baronet,  and  good- 
looking.   Miss   Dalrymple   said.     She  called 
him  a  splendid  fellow,  worthy  of  her  niece, 
so  you  can  guess  what  he  must  be,  for  her  to 
think  that.     But  Miss  Nourma  refused  him." 

**  Although  she  loved  him  ? 

"  Because  she  loved  him. 
him    think    she    didn't    care, 
wouldn't  have  given  her  up." 

"  And  now  she  repents  ?  " 

"No,  she  doesn't  repent, 
same  thing  over  again,  though  it  nearly  killed 
her  to  do  it,  and  she  isn't  as  strong  even  as 
she  was  then.  She  reftised  him  because  she 
was  under  sentence  of  death." 


"Good  heavens!  What  are  you  talking 
about  ?  "  exclaimed  Christopher. 

"We've  just  struck  the  part  that  I  came 
here  to  talk  about,"  answered  Harkness, 
quietly. 

"Has  the  poor  child  got  consumption?" 
Christopher  asked.  "She  doesn't  look  ill. 
It's  only  that  she's  different  from  other  girls 
— seems  made  of  moonlight,  or  flowers,  or 
something  unearthly." 

"'That'syW/the  thought  one  has  about  her," 


WE  VE  JUST  STRUCK  THE  PART  THAT  I  CAME   HERB  TO  TALK  ABOUT, 
ANSWERED   HARKNESS." 


said  Harkness.  "  It  came  to  me  the  minute 
I  saw  her.  My  steamer  chair  was  put  next 
to  her  aunt's  on  deck,  or  I  shouldn't  have  got 
acquainted.  I  haven't  much  cheek  anyhow, 
and  I  should  never  have  mustered  up  enough 
for  that.  .  But  Miss  Dalrymple  and  I  talked, 
and  so  it  all  happened,  naturally.  I  sup- 
pose it  was  to  be — I  mean  I  was  to  live 
my  Missing  Chapter,  the  only  real  one  in  the 
whole  book.  I  guess  Miss  Dalrymple  under- 
stood me  pretty  soon,  so  she  told  me  things. 
By  and  by  it  was  the  whole  history.  Miss 
Nourma's  father  was  an  oflScer,  like  the  young 
man  his  daughter  loves.  He  spent  a  summer 
in  Kashmir,  on  leave,  about  twenty-one  years 
ago,  and  had  some  letters  of  introduction  to 
high-up,  grand  sort  of  natives,  princes  and 


But  she  made 
otherwise    he 


She'd  do  the 
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noblemen.  Then  he  somehow — I  don't 
know  how,  for  his  sister  didn't  tell  me — got 
to  see  a  girl  he  wasn't  supposed  to  see,  for 
women  there  aren't  much  on  show,  are 
they?  The  two  fell  desperately  in  love, 
and  he  stole  her  away.  They  married ;  and 
as  it  wasn't  exactly  the  right  sort  of  thing  for 
an  officer  to  have  done,  when  he  was  a  kind 
of  guest,  he  gave  up  the  Army.  Miss 
Nourma's  mother  was  perfectly  beautiful, 
Miss  Dalrymple  says ;  looked  as  if  she'd  been 
carved  out  of  ivory,  with  gold  for  hair  and 
starry  sapphires  for  eyes.  Her  husband 
brought  her  to  England,  but  she  was  home- 
sick, and  the  climate  didn't  suit  her ;  so  he 
managed  to  get  some  civil  appointment  in  a 
remote  part  of  India,  where  he's  stopped 
ever  since,  not  having  any  money  of 
his  own.  And  his  father  was  so  dis- 
pleased with  the  marriage,  he  didn't  leave 
him  much.  But  the  lovely  Kashmiran 
princess  died  when  her  baby  was  born  ;  that's 
Miss  Nourma,  whom  they  named  after  her 
mother.  And  it  seems  that  the  child  of  a 
European  man  and  a  Kashmiran  woman, 
though  almost  always  extraordinarily  hand- 
some, is  just  the  same  as  born  under  sentence 
of  death.  They  loved  each  other  so  much, 
those  two,  that  they  didn't  think  of  anything 
else  ;  but  afterwards  Captain  Dalrymple  must 
have  had  some  awful  heartaches,  seeing  that 
beautiful  angel  grow  up  like  a  lily,  and 
knowing  (for  apparently  it's  a  thing  well 
known)  that  she  was  in  all  probability 
doomed  to  be  cut  down  before  she  was 
twenty-one." 

"I  have  heard  that  sort  of  thing  from 
Army  people  who've  come  back  from  India," 
said  Christopher,  dully.  "  I  believe  it's  true 
enough.  Heavens  !  What  an  awful  fate  to 
hang  over  so  lovely  a  head !  Can  nothing 
be  done  ?  " 

"  If  Mr.  Dalrymple  had  been  a  rich  man 
something  might  have  been  done  earlier, 
perhaps,  or  so  it  appears,  now  that  the  world's 
growing  scientific.  When  she  was  a  child, 
Miss  Nourma  might  have  been  sent  away 
from  India,  not  to  England,  but  to  the  High 
Engadine  for  the  winters  and  somewhere 
bracing  every  summer — mountains,  or  the 
seaside  ;  and  she  might  have  had  great 
specialists  to  look  after  her.  But  he  was 
poor,  and  nobody  supposed,  anyhow,  that 
there  was  a  chance  for  the  little  girl  to 
escape  the  fate  others  had  suffered  when  their 
time  came,  else  the  father  might  have  made  a 
tremendous  effort.  As  for  Nourma,  she  was 
happy  enough,  for,  of  course,  nobody  told 
her.    It  was  only  just  before  Miss  Dalrymple, 


the  aunt,  came  out  to  visit  her  brother  and 
niece  (indeed,  I  guess  that  was  what  took 
her  out)  that  Miss  Nourma  overheard  a 
conversation  which  let  her  know  what  to 
expect.  Someone  was  giving  a  dance  in 
honour  of  her  eighteenth  birthday  ;  and  while 
she  was  sitting  on  a  balcony,  waiting  for  her 
partner  to  come  back  (the  young  man  she'd 
fallen  in  love  with,  it  was),  a  couple  inside 
a  window  began  to  talk.  At  first  they  didn't 
mention  her  name,  but  said  what  a  pity  it. 
was,  a  beautiful  girl  like  that,  certain  to  fall  into 
a  decline  and  go  off  before  the  age  of  twenty- 
one — only  three  more  years  to  live,  at  most. 
Then  came  the  name,  and  she  knew.  But 
think  of  her  pluck,  sir  !  She  just  got  quietly 
up  and  moved  off  to  another  place  at  a  little 
distance,  so  that  when  her  partner  came 
the  people  on  the  other  side  of  the  curtain 
needn't  discover  what  an  awful  thing  they'd 
done.  But  instead  of  saying  *  Yes '  when  the 
young  officer  proposed,  as  he  did  that  very 
night,  she  said  *  No,'  pretending  not  to  care 
a  bit,  and  telling  him  he  must  find  some 
other  girl  better  suited  to  him  than  she 
was. 

"  Not  a  word  did  she  tell  her  father  when 
she  got  home,  either,  but  went  on  living  as 
if  nothing  had  happened,  as  long  as  she 
could.  Only  her  body  wasn't  as  strong  as 
her  soul.  She  broke  down,  and  finally  grew 
delirious,  so  that  her  father  heard  the  truth 
in  a  broken  kind  of  way,  which  made  him 
question  the  girl  when  she  was  getting  well. 
My  guess  is  that  something  he  must  have 
written  about  it,  and  the  tragedy  of  it,  to  his 
sister,  brought  Miss  Dalrymple  flying  out  to 
India.  She'd  never  seen  Nourma  before,  and 
now  she  blames  herself  for  not  going  sooner ; 
she  just  adores  her  niece.  She  isn't  too  rich 
herself,  but  she  sold  stocks  or  something, 
and  got  hold  of  enough  cash  to  take  Nourma 
a  long  sea  trip,  which  a  doctor  there  said 
might  possibly  give  a  new  tone  to  the  girl's 
constitution,  late  as  it  was  to  try  experiments. 
But  the  day  I  met  the  ladies.  Miss  Nourma 
was  no  stronger  than  the  day  she  left  home. 
And  to-day  she's  no  better  than  the  day  we 
started  motoring.  I  don't  think  she  cares 
much,  except  for  her  father's  sake.  You  see 
how  serene  and — and  radiant  she  is  always, 
as  if  she'd  sailed  right  up  to  the  zenith  to 
live  with  the  moon  and  stars.  Only  this 
afternoon  it  was  a  little  different  with  her, 
maybe ;  for  the  trip  will  be  over  to-morrow, 
and  she  and  her  aunt  have  been  having  a 
talk  about — her  being  worse,  and  going  back 
to  India.  Miss  Dalrymple  told  me.  And  she 
told   me  something  else,  which  she  hadn't 
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mentioned  before,  because,  as  she  said,  there 
seemed  no  use  speaking  of  it. 

"It's  that  I  want  to  ask  your  advice 
about,  Mr.  Race.  It  seems  that  when 
they  got  to  London,  Miss  Dalrymple  took 
Nourma  to  see  a  great  specialist  a  doctor 
in  New  York  had  recommended  her  to 
consult,  as  she  was  always  catching  at 
some  hope  or  other.  His  opinion  was  that 
there  might  be  a  good  chance  of  saving 
Miss  Nourma,  making  her  strong  and  well 
as  any  girl.  Only  neither  of  them  saw 
how  the  thing  he  suggested  could  be  done ; 
and  she  didn't  even  tell  her  niece  what  he'd 
said." 

"What  was  the  thing?"  Christopher  asked, 
intensely  interested. 

"  Oh,  I  guess  youVe  heard  of  it  mostly  in 
story-books,  where  beautiful  girls  do  it  to 
save  their  lovers'  lives.  But  the  question  is, 
could  a  chap  like  me,  so  much  beneath  her 
in  every  way,  and  almost  a  stranger  as  far  as 
time  of  acquaintance  goes,  have  any  right  to 
propose  it  ?  Would  it  be  a  monstrous  liberty 
that  a  lady  would  resent  like  a  kind  of 
insult?  I  don't  see  how  I  could  bear  it  if 
she  did." 

"You  forget  you  haven't  told  me  yet 
what  the  thing  is,"  Christopher  reminded 
him. 

"  Oh,  so  I  didn't.  I  was  just  thinking  out 
loud.  Why,  that  doctor  said,  if  a  perfectly 
healthy  person,  who  never  drank  alcohol  or 
took  any  other  poison  into  the  system,  would 
give  his  or  her  blood  to  Miss  Nourma,  it 
could  make  her  all  over  again  like  new.  She 
might  marry,  and  be  happy,  and  live  to  a 
good  old  age.  He  and  Miss  Dalrymple 
didn't  see  how  any  such  person  could  be 
found,  for  she's  too  old,  and  so  is  the  girl's 
father.  But  I'm  not  old  yet,  and  I'm 
strong.". 

"You  would  do  that  for  her?"  asked 
Christopher. 

"If  I  dared  to  propose  it.  If  you  don't 
think  it  would  be  considered  too  great  a 
liberty." 

"  A  liberty  !  And  you'd  do  it  to  save  her 
— for  another  man  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  that  would  be  a  great  happiness 
for  me  to  keep  in  my  mind,  Mr.  Race,  when 
I  thought  back  on  what  you  call  my  *  missing 
chapter.'  I  do  wish  you  would  tell  me  what 
you  think." 

"  I  think  you're  the  best  and  most  unselfish 
— yes,  absolutely  selfless — chap  I  ever  met," 
answered  Christopher. 

And  to  his  own  surprise  there  was 
a    slight    lump    in     his     throat    which    all 


but  made  his  eyes  water  as  he  swallowed 
it 

Mr.  James  Harkness  sprang  up  and 
shook  hands  with  him  very  hard,  several 
times  over. 

"Thank  you,  sir!"  he  exclaimed.  "It 
seems  funny  you  should  think  that,  you 
know,  because,  if — if  it  was  allowed  to 
happen,  it  would  be  the  greatest  honour  and 
joy  that  could  come  to  me — greater  than  any- 
thing I  ever  dreamed  of :  to  feel  /  had  done 
something  for  her — a  girl  like  her.  But  what 
I  am  glad  of  is  that  you  don't  think  they'd 
be  insulted." 

"Insulted!"  cried  Christopher.  "Why, 
don't  you  understand  you'd  be  risking  your 
life,  if " 

"  Pshaw ! "  cut  in  Harkness.  "  I'm  not  a 
giant,  but  I'm  'most  as  strong  as  one,  I  guess. 
I  can  stand  anything.  Besides,  I'd  be  so 
happy,  .  Scot !  If  they  would  let  me  do  it ! 
Say,  Mr.  Race,  would  you  just  mention  it  to 
Miss  Dalrymple  as  coming  from  me  ?  I 
shouldn't  have  the  courage  to,  myself,  and 
I  have  her  permission  to  tell  you  this  story 
about  Miss  Nourma,  She  considers  you  a 
fine  young  man,  and  she  didn^t  mind  your 
knowing,  as  we've  all  been  such  friends 
together  the  last  two  weeks." 

"  What  if — your  strength  should  fail,  and 
you  shouldn't  get  through?"  Christopher 
asked.  "Mrs.  Harkness  would  have  to 
know,  and " 

"  No,  she  wouldn't.  There'd  be  no  good 
in  her  knowing.  I've  thought  that  out 
already,  and  how  to  arrange,  although  there's 
no  chance,  really,  of  such  an  ending.  She's 
having  a  good  time  in  France,  getting 
acquainted  with  the  aristocracy  over  there, 
so  she's  going  to  stay  and  make  a  few  more 
visits,  I  shall  get  a  clear  three  weeks,  and 
she's  happy  about  me,  knowing  I'm  seeing 
the  sights.  It  isn't  as  if  I  was  the  kind  of 
man  a  woman  would  be  what  you'd  call  in 
love  with,  you  see,  sir ;  and  though  Mrs. 
Harkness  does  her  duty  by  me,  she's  a 
woman  who's  bom  to  be  independent.  And 
I  should  leave  her  well  provided  for.  You'd 
be  doing  me  a  big  favour  if  you  would  lead 
up  to  this  with  Miss  Dalrymple,  and  find  out 
if  she  could  feel  I  was  worthy." 

So  it  came  about  that  Christopher  was 
induced  to  grant  the  "  big  favour,"  and  Miss 
Dalrymple  not  only  thought  Mr.  James 
Harkness  worthy  of  the  high  honour  he 
solicited,  but  agreed  with  Christopher  in 
thinking  some  very  good  things  about  the 
little  man's  character  which  would  have  sur- 
prised the  little  man  himself. 
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They  motored 
back  to  London 
without  broaching 
the  matter  to 
Nourma  Dalrym- 
ple ;  but  on  arrival 
there  was  a  con- 
sultation with  the 
great  specialist, 
who  approved  of 
Harkness  physi- 
cally as  much  as 
the  others  did 
spiritually.  Then 
Nourma  had  to  be 
told,  and  after  the 
utmost  difficulty 
persuaded  to  con- 
sent to  the  experi- 
ment which  might 
mean  life  for  her. 
That  was  where 
Scarlet  Runner 

and  Scarlet  Runner's  master  slipped  out  of 
the  story,  and  into  another,  so  much  more 
dramatic,  so  much  more  sensational  in  its 
incidents,  that  the  strong  impression  graven 
on  Christopher's  mind  by  James  Harkness's 
missing  chapter  might  easily  have  been 
blurred.  But  it  was  not  so.  He  thought  con- 
stantly of  the  little  man  with  the  wistful  eyes 
of  a  misunderstood  dog  and  the  features  of 
a  provincial  Napoleon.  He  thought  also  of 
Nourma  Dalrymple,  and  was  as  joyous  as 
if  the  result  had  intimately  concerned  him- 
self when  the  first  news  (which  he  had  asked 
to  have)  came  telling  of  the  experiment. 
All  was  going  well,  so  far  as  could  be  known, 
and  it  was  believed  that  the  opinion  of  the 
eminent  specialist  would  be  triumphantly 
justified. 

Christopher  had  had  to  take  up  an  engage- 
ment immediately  after  returning  to  London 
with  Harkness  and  the  two  Miss  Dalrymples. 
This  called  him  out  of  town,  and  he  did  not 
return  until  nearly  another  fortnight  had 
passed.  His  first  thought  after  getting  back 
was  to  go  and  see  the  American  at  a  nursing 
home,  the  address  of  which,  by  request,  had 
been  given  him.  But  Harkness  was  no  longer 
there.  He  had  got  a  telegram  with  some  un- 
expected tidings,  and,  having  been  pronounced 
strong  enough  to  move,  had  left  at  a  few 
hours'  notice.  There  was,  however,  a  note 
for  Mr.  Race,  in  case  he  remembered  hie 
promise  to  pay  a  visit. 

"  Am  just  off  to  get  rooms  for  Mrs.  Hark- 
ness and  self  at  Savoy  Hotel,"  Christopher 
read,  scribbled  hastily  in  pencil  on  a  shiny. 


THBV  MOTORKD   BACK  TO   LONDON. 


thin  card  such  as  had  introduced  the  owner 

to  Scarlet  Runner's  master.     "Mrs.  H 

has  wired  will  arrive  sooner  than  she  thought. 
Shall  probably  remain  in  London  some  days, 
as  she  wants  to  shop ;  and  would  both  be 
pleased  if  you  found  time  to  call." 

Nothing  further.  No  allusion  to  the  past 
or  to  the  state  of  his  health;  no  closing 
admonition  not  to  speak  a  word  which  might 
open  to  eyes  not  meant  to  see  a  leaf  of  the 
missing  chapter.  Harkness  trusted  his  new 
friend.  He  knew  that  such  a  reminder  was 
unnecessary,  and  Christopher  felt  the  more 
warmly  drawn  to  the  little  man  because  of 
his  silence. 

He  did  call  at  the  Savoy  that  day,  and  at 
such  an  hour  as  to  be  almost  sure  of  finding 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Harkness  at  home.  He 
was  not  disappointed.  They  were  in,  and  he 
was  asked  up  to  their  private  sitting-room. 

If  it  had  been  Nourma  Dalrymple's  room 
she  would  have  had  it  full  of  flowers. 
Flowers  seemed  to  come  of  themselves  where 
she  was.  But  Mrs.  Harkness  had  no  such 
attraction  for  the  flower-kingdom.  There 
were  flowers  on  the  centre  table,  supplied 
by  the  management  for  one  of  the  best 
suites  in  the  house ;  and  Mrs.  Harkness  had 
presented  herself  with  parcels.  There  were 
boxes  and  bales  of  all  sizes  and  shapes,  just 
arrived  from  various  shops  ;  and  there  was 
Mrs.  Harkness  in  the  midst  of  them,  a  tall, 
bustling  woman  of  noticeably  fine  figure,  no 
particular  complexion,  restless  light  eyes,  and 
a  firm,  full  chin.  She  was  the  embodiment 
of  practicality  —  self-satisfied,    well-dressed 
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practicality ;  and  as  she  and  her  husband  came 
forward  to  meet  their  guest,  she  towered  over 
him  a  good  two  inches  in  height.  Christopher 
had  thought  the  American  small,  but  now  he 
seemed  to  have  shrunk  to  half  his  original 
size.  Was  it  only  that  he  was  thin,  with 
hollows  in  his  pale  cheeks,  and  stooped  a 
little  as  if  from  fatigue  after  a  long  day's 
shopping  with  his  wife,  or  was  it  partly  the 
contrast  with  Mrs.  Harkness's  imposing 
carriage  and  superior  height?  Christopher 
did  not  quite  know  ;  but  he  did  know  that 
the  brown  eyes  were  as  kind  and  wistful  as 
ever,  and  that  they  lighted  up  with  pleasure 
at  sight  of  him. 

"Why,  yes,"  said  the  lady;  "Mr.  Hark- 
ness  has  told  me  how  lucky  he  was  to  have 
gotten  you  and  your  celebrated  automobile  to 
take  him  a  trip.  I'm  very  glad  to  meet  you. 
It's  a  good  thing  he's  seen  all  he  wants  to  of 


They  asked  Christopher  to  stop  to  dinner, 
which  they  were  having  early,  and  to  go 
to  the  theatre  with  them  afterwards,  but 
Christopher  pleaded  an  engagement. 

"  Well  ? "  he  said,  when  Harkness  went 
down  with  him  to  the  door. 

"It  is  well,"  the  other  answered.  "The 
big  doctor's  mighty  pleased  with  her  ;  thinks 
she's  even  better  than  he  hoped.  I  guess  no 
one,  not  even  you,  can  understand  what  that 
means,  my  knowing  the  happiness  that's  surely 
coming  to  her  now  will  be  just  a  tiny  bit 
through  me.  Miss  Dalrymple,  the  aunt,  has 
written  all  about  everything,  since  it's  over,  to 
the  young  man.  He  is  a  baronet.  I  know 
his  name  now.  He's  Captain  Sir  Everard 
Molyneux.  She'll  be  Lady  Molyneux. 
Can't  you  just  see  how  happy  he'll  be,  find- 
ing out  she  did  care  always,  and  why  she 
wouldn't  let  him  know  ?     She  wouldn't  have 


'  HE  APPEARS  TO  MB  TWICE   AS  TIRED  AND   PEAKED   AS   HE   DID   BEFORE  ] 

SOME   MONTHS  ACa" 


LEFT   HIM   AT  OUR   HOME, 


the  country  before  I  joined  him,  for  I'm  not 
partial  to  country  myself.  New  York  City, 
Paris,  and  London  are  good  enough  for  me. 
I  expect  you  both  had  a  nice  time,  from  what 
I've  got  out  of  Mr.  Harkness,  but  I  can't  say 
his  vacation  in  an  auto  seems  to  have  done 
him  much  good,  by  the  way  he  looks.  He 
appears  to  me  twice  as  tired  and  peaked  as 
he  did  before  I  left  him  at  our  home,  some 
months  ago.     But  he  tells  me  he's  all  right." 


called  him  back  herself,  but  Miss  Dalrymple 
could  tell  him  all  right." 

"So  this  is  to  be  the  end,"  said  Chris- 
topher. "  Love  and  happiness  with  her  lover 
for  the  girl  you  saved  ;  and  for  you " 

"  Happiness,  too— the  best  kind.  All  my 
life  is  in  the  Missing  Chapter.  But  it  isn't 
missing  for  me.    The  memory  of  it's  enough." 

Then  he  shook  hands  with  Christopher, 
and  went  back  to  his  wife. 
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"  What   is   the   Value  of   Evidence  ? '' 

By  PROFESSOR  ED.  CLAPAREDE, 

Director  of  the  Psychological  Laboratory  at  the  University  of  Geneva. 


nVERYBODY     is     acquainted 
P   with  the  enormous  part  which 
r   evidence  plays,  not  merely  in 
f    historical,  judicial,  and  scien- 
7    tific     matters,     but     also     in 
^  everyday  life.     Of  all  that  we 
know  there   is   practically  nothing  that  has 
been  the  object  of  any  direct  investigation  on 
our  part ;   every  notion   we   have  has  been 
accepted  by  us  on  the  word  of  somebody 
else.     At  school,  in  the  first  place,  apart  from 
the  few  physical  and  chemical  facts  which  we 
have  ourselves  observed  in  the  laboratories, 
we   have  trusted   for  all  our  knowledge  to 
books  and  masters.    Except  in  rare  instances, 
neither  the  authors  of  those  books  nor  those 
masters  themselves  can  have  had  any  personal 
knowledge  of  the  facts  they  expound  to  us. 
Those    who    taught    us    geo- 
graphy had  very  likely  never 
set    foot    outside    their    own 
country;  as  for  our  historical 
masters,  not  one  of  them  can 
have    lived    in    the    time    of 
Alexander  or  Caesar  or  even 
of  Napoleon. 

Not  a  day  passes,  indeed, 
on  which  we  are  not  compelled 
to  trust  to  what  others  tell  us. 
By  means  of  the  Press  a  belief 
may    be     implanted     in    the 
minds  of  thousands,  or  rather 
millions,  of  men  who  have  no 
means  whatever  of  testing  its 
accuracy.  A  piece  of  news  may 
come   either   from    New  Zea- 
land or  from  China,  transmitted  by  means  of 
delicate  telegraphic  apparatus.     We  have  no 
knowledge  whatever  of  the  name  or  the  worth 
of  the  person  who  reported   it  in   the  first 
instance,  nor  what  is  the  degree  of  precision 
of  the  transmitting  apparatus. 

It  is  needless  to  insist  upon  the  important 
part  which  evidence  plays  in  legal  and 
political  questions ;  on  it  depend  not  only 
our  liberty  and  our  honour,  but  our  very 
existence.  Well,  then,  this  evidence  which 
plays  so  preponderant  a  part  that,  it  is  no 
exaggeration  to  say,  our  entire  social  life 
depends  uj)on  it — w)iaf  is  if  worth  ? 

To  this  question  the  usual  reply  is  that  the 
value   of  evidence    is    proportionate   to   the 


Most  people,  if  asked  to  draw  the 
figure  Vl^  as  it  appears  on  an  ordinary 
watch,  will  attempt  to  do  so,  having 
never  observed   the  fact  that  it  does 


value  of  the  witness.  Now,  witnesses  may 
be  classed  in  two  groups — good  witnesses^ 
loyal,  impartial,  and  disinterested  persons; 
and  bad  witnesses^  who  comprise  all  the 
various  categories  of  liars. 

Liars  we  need  not  stop  to  discuss.  Any 
evidence  they  may  give  it  is  certain  is  of  no 
value  whatever ;  upon  that  point  there  can 
be  no  disagreement.  An  inquiry,  however, 
which  is  more  interesting,  and,  above  all, 
more  useful,  is  to  ask  ourselves  whether 
evidence  given  by  men  of  good  faith  really 
deserves  the  confidence  with  which  it  is  usually 
accepted,  and  which  is  expressly  accorded  to 
it  by  the  Codes  of  every  country.  The  only 
thing  the  law  seeks  to  do  is  to  stimulate  the 
good  faith  of  witnesses,  by  means  of  the  oath, 
on  the  one  hand,  and,  on  the  other,  by 
the  imposition  of  very  heavy 
penalties  for  perjury. 

Now,  it  is  sufficient  to  pay 
attention  to  the  conversations 
in  which  we  take  part  every  day 
to  discover  that  the  worth  of 
evidence  depends  to  a  very 
small  degree  on  the  good  faith 
or  the  moral  value  of  the  wit- 
ness. Who  is  there  who  has 
not  seen  for  himself  to  what 
an  extent  accounts  of  the 
same  fact  may  differ,  even 
when  related  by  serious  wit- 
nesses endeavouring  to  scrupu- 
lously keep  to  the  truth  ? 

Nothing,  indeed,  is  more 
difficult  than  to  tell  the  truth ; 
that  is  to  say,  to  recount  the  past,  to  make  a 
deposition  upon  some  fact,  even  if  the  fact 
be  one  which  has  come  a  great  number  of 
times  under  our  own  eyes. 

To  prove  that  this  is  so,  let  the  reader 
make  the  following  simple  experiment  With- 
out any  preliminary,  ask  a  number  of  persons 
to  kindly  draw  from  memory  the  figure  which 
indicates  six  o'clock,  exactly  as  it  appears  on 
the  dials  of  their  watches.  You  will  find 
that  some  of  these  persons  will  simply  write 
the  figure  VI  or  6  ;  others,  sharper,  remem- 
bering that  the  figures  take  their  line  of 
direction  from  the  centre  of  the  dial,  will 
write  the  symbol  upside  down,  ia  or  9. 
Everybody,  however,  will  be  quite  convinced 
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that  his  particular  testimony  is  correct,  and 
ready  to  swear  to  it  on  oath.  Now  ask  them 
to  take  out  their  watches  and  look  at  them. 
Most  of  them  will  discover  to  their  stupefac- 
tion that  the  figure  VI  or  i a  which  they  saw 
so  clearly  at  the  foot  of  the  imaginary  watch 
floating  before  their  mind's  eye  has  no 
existence  at  all  on  the  dial  of  the  real  watch, 
where  its  place  is  taken  by  the  small  seconds- 
hand  dial ! 

Here,  then,  we  have  a  great  number  of 
inaccurate  depositions ;  and  yet,  how  often  in 
the  course  of  a  day  do  most  people  look 
at  their  watches  !  There  is  no  doubt,  more- 
over, that  all  these  people  whom  you  have 
thus  proved  to  be  wrong  acted  in  perfect 
good  faith ;  not  one  of  them  had  any 
wilful  intention  of  deceiving. 

It  is  not  sufficient,  however,  to  have 
proved  that  evidence  may  be  inaccu- 
rate, even  when  the  witness  is  of  good 
faith.     What  is  important  is  to  realize 
to  what  extent   it  may  be  inaccurate, 
and  it  is  on  this  point 
that  experimental 
psychology    may  be 
called  upon  to  throw 
some  light. 

Already  in  1900 
M.  Binet,  the  well- 
known  French 
psychologist,  proved 
in  the  course  of 
some  experiments 
made  with  children 
how  defective  evi- 
dence may  be,  even 
concerning  some  quite  recent  occurrence.  One 
of  Binet's  experiments  was  to  display  to  some 
children  for  the  space  of  twelve  seconds  a 
piece  of  cardboard  to  which  six  different 
objects  were  affixed — a  new  postage-stamp  of 
the  value  of  two  centimes,  a  halfpenny,  a 
price  ticket  of  the  Bon  Marchd  shop,  a  pic- 
ture, a  bone  button,  and  a  portrait  of  a  man. 
He  then  put  the  cardboard  away,  and  imme- 
diately questioned  each  child  about  the 
objects  which  had  just  been  put  under  its 
eyes.  "  Was  the  stamp  a  French  or  a  foreign 
one?  What  was  the  colour  of  the  stamp? 
Was  the  stamp  new  or  had  it  been  through 
the  post?"  and  so  on. 

The  number  of  mistakes  made  by  the 
children  in  answering  these  simple  questions 
about  simple  objects  was  considerable.  In 
the  case  of  the  stamp,  for  instance,  there 
were  thirty-eight  incorrect  answers  and  only 
thirty-one  correct.  Among  the  incorrect 
answers,  moreover,  some  were   most   extra- 


Above  is  a  sketch  of  a  postage-stamp.     Below  are  the  attempts  of 
several  children  to  reproduce  it  from  memory. 


ordinary.  Thus,  several  of  the  children  who 
declared  that  the  stamp  was  not  new  gave  an 
elaborate  description  of  what  they  had  per- 
ceived on  the  postmark  which  covered  it. 

Another  astonishing  circumstance  was  that 
the  incorrect  facts  were  affirmed  by  many 
children  with  the  most  remarkable  precision. 
The  deduction  to  be  drawn  from  this  experi- 
ment is  that  the  true  and  the  false  may  be 
intimately  blended — evidence  true  on  one 
point  may  be  quite  false  on  another.  This 
result  is  at  singular  variance  with  current 
notions,  it  being  usually  held  that  a  witness 
is  either  worthy  of  credence  or  altogether 
without  value,  and  that  what  he  says  must 
be  rejected  or  accepted  in  its  entirety. 

These  researches  have  been  taken 
up  in  Germany  and  much  extended 
by  W.  Stem,  the  well-known  psycho- 
logist of  Breslau,  who  sought  by  ex- 
perimenting to  find  an  answer  to  the 
following   question :     ^^  Up    to    what 
point    is    the    evidence    of  a    healthy 
individual    of    good 
faith     to    be     relied 
uponV 

Stern's  method 
consists  of  putting 
before  a  person 
during  a  longer  or 
shorter  period — 
thirty  seconds,  for 
example  —  a  picture 
of  some  scene,  and 
then  asking  the  per- 
son to  describe  the 
picture  from  memory. 
Such  experiments  have  given  most  curious 
results.  Not  only  does  the  witness  forget  a 
great  number  of  details,  he  also  falsifies  a 
number  of  others  ;  and  this  to  such  an  extent 
that  Stern  has  formulated  the  law  which  every 
other  experimenter  has  confirmed :  "  Abso- 
lutely exact  evidence  is  not  the  rule,  but  the 
exception  J^ 

What  is  curious  and  deserves  great  at- 
tention is  the  fact  that  the  subject  of  an 
experiment  often  relates  incorrect  facts  with 
extraordinary  precision  and  perfect  assurance. 
Thus,  if  a  witness  be  asked  to  swear  on  oath 
to  the  accuracy  of  his  story,  we  discover,  often 
to  our  stupefaction,  that  he  is  perfectly  ready 
to  swear  to  details  which  have  never  existed 
but  in  his  imagination,  and  which  have  no 
sort  of  connection  with  the  picture.  A  young 
lady  of  twenty  years  of  age,  for  example,  who 
had  been  shown  a  photograph  of  a  well- 
known  picture  by  Becchi,  representing  an  old 
man  feeding  a  child,  swore  most  positively  five 
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months  later  that  the  old  man  in  the  picture 
"  was  feeding  a  pigeon,"  and  that  "  another 
pigeon  was  getting  ready  to  fly  down  to 
take  part  in  the  feast."  In  the  picture  there 
is  no  trace  whatever  of  a  pigeon  !  Here  we 
perceive  that  the  oath,  how- 
ever much  it  may  enhance 
the  value  of  evidence  in  the 
eyes  of  the  law,  may  be  very 
far  indeed  from  having  any 
real  value. 

If,  however,  in  a  long 
deposition  we  compare  the 
fidelity  of  the  evidence  given 
on  oath  with  that  of  the 
evidence  not  given  on  oath, 
we  find  that  the  former  is 
relatively  more  accurate  than 
the  latter.  This  is  shown  by 
the  diagram  here  given, 
which  represents  the  results 
of  experiments  made  in  the 
psychological  laboratory  of 
the  University  of  Geneva  by 
one'  of  my  pupils.  Mile. 
Borst.  Mile.  Borst,  who  had 
shown  pictures  to  twenty- 
four  persons  in  accordance 
with  Stern's  method,  tried 
to  find  out  with  what  degree 
of  accuracy  each  answer 
was  made.  She  remarked 
that  there  are  three  possible 
degrees  in  the  certainty  of 
an  answer.  It  may  be  given 
with  hesitation^  with  assur- 
ance ^  or  it  may  be  certified 
under  oath. 

It    is   interesting    to   ask 
which   of  our   recollections 
the   most   exact.      Are 
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they  those  given  with  hesita- 
tion, with  assurance,  or  under 
oath  ?  We  would  naturally 
expect  to  find  the  last-named  alone  merited 
entire  belief.  In  reality,  however,  the  dif- 
ference between  these  three  classes,  especially 
between  the  last  two,  is  not  so  great  as  one 
might  suppose.  Out  of  a  hundred  replies 
given  under  oath,  ninety-two  were  found  to 
be  correct ;  out  of  a  hundred  replies  given 
with  assurance,  eighty-six ;  out  of  a  hundred 
uncertain  replies,  fifty-six.  In  other  words, 
the  degree  of  fidelity  of  a  hesitating  witness 
may  be  put  down  as  56  per  cent. ;  of  a 
confident  witness,  86  per  cent.  ;  of  a  sworn 
witness,  92  per  cent. 

In   the   second  table   here  given  I  have 
shown   the  relative   quantity  of  answers  of 

VqL  xxxiv.— 18* 


The  shaded  portions  represent  the  incorrect 

replies,    and    the    unshaded     portions     the 

correct  replies. 


each  category  obtained  on  an  average,  and 
the  observations  made  by  Mile.  Borst  (in 
each  column  the  black  portion  indicates  the 
incorrect  replies  ;  the  white  portion  the 
correct  replies — that  is  to  say,  the  fidelity). 

Thus,  out  of  a  hundred 
replies  obtained,  60  per  cent, 
were  sworn;  37)^  percent, 
were  given  with  assurance  \ 
and  2  y2,  per  cent,  were  given 
with  hesitation  —  results 
which  abundantly  prove  the 
interest  and  utility  of  experi- 
ments on  evidence. 

It  would  be  impossible 
here  to  give  in  detail  all 
these  experiments,  which 
may  be  varied  in  a  thousand 
different  ways.  We  might, 
for  instance,  seek  to  discover 
whether  spontaneous  deposi- 
tions are  more  reliable  than 
depositions  obtained  by 
questioning  ;  whether  the 
evidence  of  a  woman  is  more 
faithful  than  that  of  a  man  ; 
whether  educated  persons 
are  more  to  be  relied  upon 
than  ignorant,  adults  than 
children,  and  so  on. 

All  these  experiments 
carried  out  in  a  laboratory, 
however,  have  one  serious 
defect :  they  display  evidence 
too  favourably,  and  that  for 
the  reason  that  the  condi- 
tions of  everyday  life  are  not 
completely  fulfilled.  When 
a  witness  is  called  upon  to 
make  a  deposition  about 
some  event  at  which  he  was 
present,  it  must  be  remem- 
bered that  he  was  unaware 
at  the  time  of  the  occurrence 
that  it  was  to  become  on  some  future  occasion 
the  subject  of  a  deposition  on  his  part.  In 
all  these  laboratory  experiments,  on  the 
contrary,  the  witness  knows  in  advance  that 
he  is  to  be  called  upon  to  make  a  deposition 
about  the  picture  he  looks  at ;  he  therefore 
regards  the  picture  with  very  great  attention, 
and  fixes  its  details  as  carefully  as  he  can  in 
his  memory.  The  results  given  by  laboratory 
experiments  are  thus  far  better  than  would 
be  the  case  with  ordinary  evidence  tendered 
in  a  court  of  justice. 

Remembering  this,  I  endeavoured  experi- 
mentally to  gather  some  evidence  about  an 
occurrence  in   which  the    unforeseen    con- 
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ditions  characterizing  real  evidence  would  be 
present.  I  set  about  it  as  follows.  One  day, 
during  a  lesson  which  I  was  giving  at  the 
University  of  Geneva,  I  distributed  to  my 
auditors,  suddenly  and  without  letting  any- 
body know  what  I  had  in  my  mind,  some 
sheets  of  white  paper,  asking  them  to  reply 
on  the  spot  to  about  a  score  of  questions 
relating  to  the  University  buildings,  which  all 
present  knew  well. 

Is  there  an  inside  window  opening  upon  the 
corridor  of  the  University,  as  you  enter  on  the  left, 
facing  the  window  of  the  porter's  lodge? 

How  many  columns  are  there  in  the  vestibule  of 
the  University? 

How  many  busts  are  there  on  the  first  floor  of  the 
University  ?  etc. 

In  this  way  I  obtained  fifty-four  answers 
(forty  -  one  from  men, 
thirteen  from  women). 
The  results  were  ex- 
ceedingly bad  ;  not  a 
single  person  gave  evi- 
dence that  was  perfectly 
correct.  Here  are  the 
results  :  the  average 
fidelity  of  the  male  wit- 
nesses, 30  per  cent ;  of 
female,  23  per  cent.  We 
perceive  that  such  evi- 
dence is  not  nearly  so 
good  as  that  obtained 
when  the  pictures  were 
examined  by  witnesses 
who  knew  they  were  to 
be  afterwards  questioned 
on  the  subject. 

The  most  interesting 
part  of  the  experiment 
is  the  question  concern- 
ing the  window  here  re- 
produced.    It  is  a  win- 
dow of  very  large  dimen- 
sions, before  which  the 
students  pass  every  day. 
It   lights   the  directors' 
reception-room.     In 
spite  of  all  these  favourable  circumstances, 
the  very  existence  of  the  window  was  denied 
by  forty-four  out  of  the  fifty-four  witnesses. 
Eight  declared  the  window  existed,  and  two 
only  replied,  "  I  do  not  know." 

A  result  such  as  this  is  very  instructive. 
It  shows  us,  in  the  first  place,  how  great 
is  the  confidence  each  of  us  places  in 
his  own  memory ;  when  we  have  no  recol- 
lection of  an  object  about  which  we  are 
questioned  we  are  inclined  to  deny  the 
existence  of  that  object  rather  than  question 
the  faithfulness   of    our    memory.       Rather 


The  window  which  forty-four  students  out  of  fifty-four, 
who  passed  it  every  day,  declared  had  no  existence. 


than   say  "I  do  not  know "  we  are  ready 
to  deny. 

Another  and  most  disconcerting  result  is 
that  the  value  of  evidence  is  by  no  means 
proportionate  to  the  number  of  witnesses,  as 
is  generally  considered  to  be  the  case.  If, 
for  instance,  historians  for  one  reason  or 
another  were  called  upon  to  appraise  the 
value  of  the  evidence  concerning  this  par- 
ticular window,  they  would  not  fail  to  con- 
clude that  the  window  had  no  existence,  since 
forty-four  witnesses  against  eight  affirmed 
that  this  was  so  ;  and  yet  what  a  mistake 
they  would  be  making  ! 

The  experiment,  therefore,  shows  us  that 
a  small  minority  may  be  right  against  a  very 
strong  majority,  and,  consequently,  that  the 
value  of  evidence  can- 
not be  appraised  by 
basing  oneself  on  a 
mathematical  proba- 
bility. The  act  of  giving 
evidence  is  the  result  of 
some  function  of  the 
brain,  and  it  is  the 
empirical  knowledge  of 
this  function,  far  more 
than  a  calculation  of 
probabilities,  that  will 
permit  us  to  appraise 
the  true  worth  of  any 
collective  deposition. 

What,   then,     is    the 
psychological        reason 
why   this  window  gave 
rise  to  such  false  testi- 
mony ?     It  may  be  ex- 
plained,  I    believe,   by 
the  very  slight   interest 
it  offered.     Though  the 
window  is  by  no  means 
a  small   one,    it    plays 
really  no  part,  and,  so 
far  as  the  students  are 
concerned,  is  of  no  use. 
It  is  always  kept  closed, 
and  the  panes  are  of  ground  glass,  so  that 
the  curiosity  of  the  ordinary  passer-by  is  in 
no  way  aroused  even   by  the  temptation  to 
look  through  it. 

We  thus  easily  perceive  why  evidence 
offered  in  a  court  of  justice  is  often  so 
defective.  In  the  majority  of  cases  witnesses 
are  questioned  about  facts  which  have  no 
interest  for  them  whatever,  however  much 
interest  they  may  have  for  the  true  adminis- 
tration of  justice. 

Another  question  of  quite  as  great  practical 
importance  is  that  of  the  deposition  of  indi- 
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viduals.  It  was  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating 
this  that  I  arranged  the  following  experiment. 
One  day — the  13th  December,  1905,  to  be 
precise — a  man,  disguised  and  masked, 
suddenly  entered  the  room  at  the  University 
where  I  was  lecturing,  and  began  to  gesticu- 
late and  utter  various  phrases,  which,  however, 
were  quite  incomprehensible.  I  ordered  him 
to  leave  the  room,  and  as  he  paid  no  heed  to 
me  I  put  him  out. 

This  scene,  which  lasted  altogether  about 
twenty  seconds,  I  had  myself  arranged  before- 
hand, though  of  this  not  one  of  my  auditors 
had  any  idea.  The  incident 
took  place  on  the  day  after  the 
celebration  of  the  old  Genevan 
patriotic  fite^  known  as  the 
"  Fete  of  the  Escalade,"  which 
is  always  celebrated  by  a 
masquerade.  Everybody  natu- 
rally believed  that  it  was  simply 
one  of  the  masqueraders  who 
had  ventured  into  the  precincts 
of  the  University  in  order  to 
play  a  practical  joke.  Some 
students  imagined  it  was  the 
consequence  of  a  bet. 

Certainly  at  the  moment  the 
incident  occurred  nobody  had 
the  least  suspicion  that  it  was 
arranged  as  an  experiment  in 
order    to  gauge   the   value  of 
evidence.       The     scene    thus 
quite  fulfilled  the  realistic  and 
natural   conditions  of  which   I 
have  above  described  the  im- 
portance.     After  the  intruder 
had  been  put  out  I  continued 
my  lesson  as   if  nothing   had 
occurred,  and  it  was  only  about 
a  week  later  that  I  first  made 
any  allusion    to   the   incident, 
b^ging  my  auditors   to  come 
to    my   laboratory  some    time 
within   the   next  few   days,   as 
I  wished  to  ask  them  for  some 
information  about  the  individual 
and  to  obtain   a  description   of  him.     Un 
fortunately,  my  auditors  did  not  come  to  be 
questioned  in  as  great  numbers  as  I  should 
have   liked,  twenty-five  in  all  accepting  my 
invitation.     They  made  their  depositions  at 
different  dates,  the  first  on  December  21st, 
1905  ;  the  last  on  March  17th,  1906. 

I  need  hardly  say  that  after  each  witness 
had  made  his  deposition  I  did  not  tell  him 
whether  he  had  answered  correctly  or  not,  so 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  give  his 
comrades  any  hints  as  to  what  answers  they 


I. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5- 
6. 


8. 

9- 
10. 


The  masked  figure  which  suddenly 
entered  the  lecture-room,  and  whose 
appearance  no  student  could  after- 
wards accurately  describe. 


in  question 


should  make.  Here  are  the  questions  which 
I  usually  put  to  each  witness.  The  correct 
reply  I  have  placed  between  parentheses. 

Was  the  man  wearing  a  hat  ?     (V>s.) 

What  kind  of  hat  was  he  wearing?    (Soft  felt.) 

What  was  the  colour  of  the  hat  ?     (Grey.) 

Was  he  wearing  gloves?     (Yes.) 

What  was  the  colour  of  the  gloves  ?     (White. ) 

How  was  he  dressed  ?    (Long  linen  blouse  ;  dark 

trousers,  almost  invisible.) 
What  was  the  colour  of  the  blouse  ?     (Grey — the 

colour  of  sacking.) 
Was  he  wearing  a  neckcloth  ?     (Yes. ) 
What  was  the  colour  of  his  neckcloth  ?   (Brown.) 
What  had  he  in  his  right  hand  ?     (A  stick.) 

11.  What  had  he  in  his  left  hand? 
(A  pipe  and  a  blue  apron.) 

12.  What  was  the  colour  of  his  hair? 
(His  hair  was  not  visible.) 

13.  How  long  did  he  remain  in  the 
room.     (Twenty  seconds.) 

As  soon  as  the  deposition 
was  finished,  I  led  the  witness 
into  a  small  room  adjoining 
the  laboratory,  where  I  had 
exposed  the  mask  worn  by  the 
individual  in  question  sur- 
rounded by  ten  other  masks, 
and  I  asked  him  to  pick  it  out 
for  me  (among  the  ten  masks 
was  one  of  a  negro,  which  is 
not  reproduced  in  the  illustra- 
tion. Nobody,  however,  picked 
it  out).  In  all  twenty-five  wit- 
nesses made  a  deposition,  and 
twenty-three  took  part  in  the 
latter  experiment.  They  com- 
prised eighteen  men,  practically 
all  of  them  law  students,  and 
seven  women. 

Although  most  certainly  this 

strangely  •  attired      individual's 

appearance  in  the  lecture-room 

aroused  great   attention  among 

the  students,  the  evidence  they 

gave  about  his  description  was 

far  from  good.     On  an  average, 

the  fidelity  rhay  be  put  down 

as  59  per  cent.,  which  is  better 

than  the  evidence  concerning  the  window,  but 

far  inferior  to  that  given  in  the  experiments 

carried  out  in  the  laboratory  with  pictures.' 

It  is  noticeable  that  on  this  occasion  the 
evidence  given  by  the  women  was  better 
than  that  given  by  the  men  (74  per  cent, 
compared  to  53  per  cent.).  Among  the 
instructive  facts  which  this  experiment  dis- 
closed is  the  following :  everybody  furnished 
all  sorts  of  fantastic  details  about  the  man's 
dress ;  one  witne.ss  was  positive  that  he  wore 
long  boots,  another  equally  positive  that  he 
wore  check  trousers. 
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As  for  the  results  of  the  experiments  with 
the  masks,  these  were  still  more  interesting. 
As  everybody  is  aware,  it  is  far  easier  to 
recognise  something  you  have  before  seen 
than  to  describe  it  from  memory.  How 
often  does  it  not  happen  that  we  find  our- 
selves unable  to  describe  with  any  degree  of 
precision  what  is  the  colour  of  the  hair 
or  of  the  eyes,  or  the  shape  of  the  nose,  of 


deposition,  the  witness  who  gives  evidence 
correctly  is  not  the  rule,  but  the  exception. 

It  is  evident,  then,  that  evidence  given  by  a 
man  who  really  desires  to  tell  the  truth  is  far 
from  meriting  absolute  belief.  The  point  on 
which  it  is  necessary  to  insist  the  most  is  that 
in  practice  the  danger  of  evidence  is  not  due 
to  what  \s  forgotten,  but  to  what  is  transformed. 
The  witness  who  declares  "I  do  not  know" 


Onl 


|>ersons  with  whom  we  are  quite  familiar.^ 
And  yet  we  would  recognise  these  persons 
at  the  first  glance  were  we  to  meet  them. 
Yet,  in  spite  of  this  facility  of  recognition, 
the  experiment  with  the  masks,  which  called 
this  faculty  into  play,  gave  very  bad  results. 
Out    of    twentj'-three    witnesses,    five    only 
I)ointed     out     the     correct     mask'   (No.    8 
of  the  above  illustration),  in  each  case  very 
hesitatingly.    Eight  witnesses 
picked    it    out    as    one    of 
several,     generally     two    or 
three — the  witness  being  un- 
able to  decide  which  of  them 
was  the  right  one.     In  most 
cases    it   was    between    the 
correct    mask   and    No.   4, 
which  has  some  resemblance 
to  it,  that  the  witness  hesi- 
tated (yet  these   masks  are 
really  quite  different,  as  the 
reader  will  perceive  by  look- 
ing  at   the  second   illustra- 
tion).    Ten  witnesses  did  not  point  out  the 
right  mask  at  all,  either  by  itself  or  as  one  of 
several.     We  may  thus  conclude  that  even 
when  put  in   the   presence  of  a  suspected 
person,  quite  as  much  as  in   an  ordinary 


Most  students  confused  Na  4  and   No.  8, 

which,  as  can  here  he  seen  from  their  profiles, 

were  totally  different. 


,8. 


is  not  dangerous  ;  but  the  witness  is  danger- 
ous who  asserts  that  which  is  not,  and 
dangerous  to  the  utmost  degree. 

I'he  whole  interest  of  the  problem  is  then 
to  be  found  in  the  last-named  phenomenon. 
Why  does  a  witness  affirm  as  fact  that  which 
is  not  true  ?     Why  is  it  that  fantastic  images 
arise  in  the  mind — images  which  answer  to 
nothing  actually  existing,  but  which  so  impose 
themselves    upon   our  con- 
sciences that  we  take  them 
to  be  real  memories  ? 

They  appear  to  have  two 
probable    origins  —  associa- 
tion of  ideas  and  suggestion. 
The  tendency  of  every  idea 
and  every  image  is  to  evoke 
those  ideas  and  those  images 
which  are  usually  in  connec- 
tion >yith  it.     When  we  have 
to    recount    an    event,    the 
circumstances  of  which   we 
cannot   quite    recollect,   the 
lapses  in  our  memory  are  automatically  filled 
up  by  images  which  we  borrow  from  other 
events,  more  or  less  analogous.     Thus,  in  the 
examples  cited  above,  the  probability  is  that 
the  person  who  declared  that  there  were  two 
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pigeons  in  the  photograph  of  the  picture 
shown  to  her  had  on  some  previous  occasion 
seen  a  somewhat  similar  picture  in  which 
there  were  pigeons.  Similarly,  children 
have  usually  postage-stamps  which  are  post- 
marked. Speaking  generally  we  may 
say  that  our  mental  images  are  com- 
pleted in  the  direction  of  the  prob- 
able and  the  usual. 

This  psychological  law,  moreover, 
is  not  special  so  far  as  our  memory  is 
concerned ;  it  also  rules  our  percep- 
tive powers.  Everybody  is  aware  that 
we  perceive — that  is,  we  really  see — 
much  more  than  is  immediately 
taken  cognizance  of  by  our  organs 
of  sense.  We  interpret — that  is  to 
say,  we  are  continually  completing 
sensible  impressions  by  an  escort  of 
mental  images,  and  among  all  these 
possible  images  the  probability  is  that 
we  select  those  which  interest  us  the 
most.  Here,  for  instance,  is  an  ex- 
ample of  this.  The  sign  W,  I  sup- 
pose, can  signify  very  different  things 
according  to  the  different  situations 
in  which  we  may  meet  with  it.  In 
a  book,  for  instance,  it  will  repre- 
sent a  letter  because  we  complete  it 
by  various  verbal  images.  In  a  cari- 
cature we  will  see  it  differently 
according  to  the  rdle  it  plays,  or 
which  it  pleases  us  to  make  it  play. 

As  regards  the  second  factor — 
suggestion ;  this  consists  of  the  intro- 
duction of  an  image  in  the  mind  of 
one  individual  by  another  individual, 
giving  of  evidence  suggestion  plays  a  most  im- 
portant part.  The  simple  fact  of  questioning  a 
witness,  of  pressing  him  to  answer,  enormously 
increases  the  risk  of  errors  in  his  evidence. 
The  form  of  the  question  also  influences  the 
value  of  the  reply  that  is  made  to  it. 

Let  us  suppose,  for  instance,  that  some 
persons  are  questioned  about  the  colour  of  a 
certain  dog.  The  replies  are  likely  to  be  much 
more  correct  if 
we  ask  the  wit- 
nesses, "What 
is   the    colour 
of  the  dog?" 
than  if  we  were 
to  say  to  them, 
"  Was  the  dog 
white,  or  was  it 
brown?"   The 
question     will 
be      positively 


The  W  in  these  carica- 
tures loses  its  identity 
as  a  letter. 


In  the 


suggestive  if  we  ask,  "  Was  the  dog  white  ?  " 
To  such  a  question  the  answer  is  probably  of 
no  value.  In  questioning  witnesses— that  is 
to  say,  in  pressing  them  and  forcing  their 
memory — we  may  obtain,  it  is  true,  a  much 
more  extensive  deposition  than  if  we 
leave  them  free  to  answer  spontane- 
ously. Any  advantage  thus  obtained, 
however,  is  problematical,  since  we 
lose  in  fidelity  whatever  we  may  gain 
in  extent  of  information. 

The  figure  reproduced  below  gives 
a  graphic  representation  of  the 
phenomenon  of  evidence.  The  large 
black  circle  is  symbolical  of  the 
"  presentation  "  ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
primitive  vision  of  the  object  or  the 
event  about  which  the  deposition  is 
made.  Or,  if  we  prefer  it,  we  may 
say  that  this  large  circle  represents 
reality.  Spontaneous  testimony  is 
figured  by  the  circle  marked  by  ver- 
tical lines,  while  testimony  obtained 
by  questioning  is  marked  by  the 
circle  with  horizontal  lines.  The 
parts  of  these  depositions  contained 
in  the  interior  of  the  black  circle 
constitute  the  exact  portion  of  the 
evidence.  Whatever  is  outside  the 
black  circle  is  false  evidence,  due  to 
the  imagination  or  suggestion.  It 
is  clear  that  the  evidence  obtained 
by  questioning  is  far  richer  than 
spontaneous  evidence ;  but  that, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  is  less  exact, 
since  the  part  of  the  circle  which 
exceeds  the  large  black  circle  is  relatively 
greater  than  for  the  circle  denoting  spon- 
taneous testimony. 

We  may  conclude  from  all  that  precedes 
that  those  engaged  in  taking  evidence  must 
never  forget  that  memory  has  no  resemblance 
to  a  safe  with  impenetrable  sides  in  which 
our  recollections  remain  carefully  shut  up. 
On  the  contrary,  the  impression  which  falls 
into  our  mind  far  more  resembles  the  seed 
hidden  away  in  the  earth  ;  it  puts  out  roots 

and  produces 
leaves  and 
flowers.  And 
it  may  happen 
that,  before 
long,  no  trace 
can  be  found 
of  the  primi- 
tive seed  which 
gave  birth  to  all 
this  vegetation. 


Testimony  obtained  by  questioning  ^ 


Spontaneous  testimony 


Accurate 
evidence. 


Associated  errors 
Suggested  errors 


False  evidence. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Last   Hours  of   Exonford, 


By  C.  C.  Andrews. 


HE  first  stroke  of  the  hour, 
ringing  through  the  silence 
of  the  sleeping  house,  startled 
Exonford,  broad  awake,  from 
the  uneasy  slumber  into  which 
he  had  fallen.  Cold  and  stiff 
with  all  the  chilled  discomfort  of  a  man  who 
has  thrown  himself  down  to  sleep  half 
dressed,  and  wakes  abruptly  in  the  grey  of 
the  just-breaking  dawn,  he  stood  beside  the 
tumbled  bed  and  listened.  If  the  strokes 
seemed  unnaturally  loud  and  their  vibration 
unnaturally  deep,  the  time  between  them 
seemed  unnaturally  long.  But  he  steadily 
counted  them — four  !  So  !  Five,  six,  seven  ! 
The  calculation  was  very  easy.  Plus  some 
few  minutes,  not  worth  the  reckoning,  he  had 
three  hours  more  to  live. 

Shivering  again  as  he  mechanically  listened, 
he  went  to  the  window  and  pushed  it  open. 
Grey  in  the  grey  dawn,  there  stretched  one 
way  the  long,  bare,  dusty  road  by  which  he 
had  come  from  Paris  last  night ;  almost 
opposite  the  inn  was  the  posting-house  where 
he  had  alighted.  He  turned  his  head, 
following  the  long,  bare,  dusty  road.  On 
the  extreme  verge  of  vision,  black  against  the 
pale  sky,  there  rose  the  massed  shadow  of  trees. 
It  was  within  their  shadow,  when  the  three 
hours  should  have  spent  themselves,  that  his 
dead  body  would  lie.  He  had  absolutely  no 
doubt  of  it — had  had  none  since  hearing  his 
opponent's  name.  The  duel  he  had  come 
to  fight  could  have  no  ending  but  his  death. 
Leaning  on  the  sill,  with  eyes  withdrawn 
now,  he  recalled  the  scene  in  the  cabaret 
last  night.  The  quarrel  had  arisen  in 
a  moment.  It  was  in  sheer  idle  amusement 
that  he  had  laughed  at  the  excited  gesticulat- 
ing argument  in  progress  between  the  two 
men  at  the  table  next  his  own — the  extra- 
vagance of  tones  and  movements  tickled  his 
stolid  English  sense,  and  at  the  fierce  glare 
and  stare  with  which  the  nearer  one  turned 
and  regarded  him  he  had  involuntarily  smiled 
again.  Then  there  had  been  a  silence,  but 
in  rising  this  same  one  had,  with  evident 
intention,  pushed- roughly  against  him,  tread- 
ing heavily  upon  his  foot.  With  the  stolidity 
of  Exonford  there  went  no  coolness  of  temper 
save  when  he  chose — the  blow  with  which  he 
re^x)nded  had  been  enough  to  make  the 
Other  stagger.     The  furious  challenge  which 


followed  was  as  much  a  matter  of  course  as 
his  own  prompt  acceptance  of  it,  and  in  a 
moment  the  whole  place  was  in  an  uproar. 
It  was  as  he  gave  his  name  in  reply  to  the 
demand  of  his  opponent's  companion  that 
young  VVilloughby,  almost  the  only  country- 
man whom  he  knew  intimately  in  Paris, 
forced  his  way  through  the  throng  surrounding 
them  and  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

"Good  Heaven,  Lord  Exonford,  you  are 
mad  to  quarrel  with  that  man!"  he  whispered 
rapidly  in  English.  "He  will  kill  you — 'tis 
Gustave  de  Mersac  ! " 

There  were  few  who  had  not  heard  the 
name  in  the  Paris  of  that  day — the  name 
of  the  finest  swordsman  and  most  desperate 
duellist  in  France,  the  fatal  fighter  who,  when 
he  maimed  or  wounded  only,  did  so  because 
it  had  not  been  his  caprice  to  kill.  It  was 
impossible  to  hear  it  thus  without  a  leap  and 
quake  of  the  heart,  though  no  man  was  ever 
less  a  coward  than  Roger  Exonford.  But  he 
had  answered  the  lad  with  a  cool  smile,  com- 
posedly— the  quarrel  was  accomplished  and 
the  duel  to  be — would  he  act  as  his  second  ? 
and,  that  much  said,  had  stood  aside  in- 
different— his  English  phlegm  served  him  well. 
It  was  when  the  resulting  talk  was  over  and 
De  Mersac  was  quitting  the  cabaret  with  his 
companion  that  he  had  turned  back — laying 
a  finger  upon  the  mark  that  was  scarlet  on 
his  cheek. 

"  1  shall  have  the  honour  of  killing  you, 
milord!"  he  said,  deliberately. 

Exonford  turned  his  eyes  once  more 
towards  the  trees.  Yes,  that  was  the  place. 
Perhaps  some  faint  curiosity  to  see  it  had 
been  in  his  mind  when  he  left  Paris  last 
night,  leaving  his  young  second  to  follow 
— certainly,  as  he  looked,  it  arose  in  him 
now.  A  man  with  but  three  hours  to  live 
could  surely  find  better  use  for  his  time 
than  sleeping.  He  washed,  straightened 
and  re-tied  his  disordered  hair,  put  on  his 
coat  —  the  only  garment  he  had  thrown 
off  when  lying  down  —  took  his  hat,  and 
turned  to  the  door.  He  had  opened  it, 
when  his  eye  fell  upon  his  sword  lying  across 
a  chair,  and  mechanically  he  buckled  it  on. 
Then  he  stole  cautiously  down  the  creaking 
stairs,  and  after  some  fumbling  with  locks 
and  bolts  was  out  upon  the  long,  bare^  dusty 
road. 
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W  a  1  k  i  n  g 
quickly  he  soon 
reached  the 
trees,  passed  in 
among  them, 
and  so  came 
upon  the 
smooth,  triangu- 
lar patch  of 
ground  which 
they  fenced.  He 
stood  looking  at 
it  with  little 
change  in  his 
grave,  hand- 
somely -  impas  - 
sive  face.  If  it 
was  older  than 
his  years  war- 
ranted, and 
speaking  of  little 
happiness,  of 
much  reckless- 
ness, and  more 
folly,  it  was  none 
the  less  the  face 
of  a  man  who 
had  stamed  him- 
self with  neither 
meanness,  false- 
h  00  d  ,  nor 
cruelty.  Also  it 
was  the  face  of 
a  man  who, 
standing  thus  at 
the  end  of  his 
life,  said  to  himself  that  it  would  grieve 
him  little  to  lay  it  down,  and  any  other 
living  soul  not  at  all.  So  well  assured 
was  he  of  this  last  that  he  had  not  even 
written  a  farewell  letter,  merely  charging 
young  Willoughby  to  convey  the  news  of  his 
death  to  his  brother  and  heir.  For  a  moment 
he  winced,  frowning,  picturing  the  great  old 
house  set  in  its  vast  Devonshire  park — it  was 
not  pleasant  tothink  of  Frank  reigning  there 
— Frank  and  his  lean,  cold,  white-faced  wife. 
A  sly  fellow  Frank  had  always  been ;  his 
smooth,  specious,  tale -bearing  tongue  had 
made  mischief  and  fostered  anger  between 
himself  and  his  father  long  ago,  and  he  had 
been  too  hot  and  too  haughty  to  seek  to  set 
himself  right.  Perhaps  he  might  never  have 
drifted  into  the  useless,  wandering  existence 
of  the  last  half-a-dozen  years  had  not  Frank 
thus  set  the  ball  rolling.  But  he  had  never 
meant  it  to  end  like' this  —  he  had  always 
intended  to  go  home  and  marry  and  settle 
down  as  became  the  bead  of  the  Exonfords. 


I   SHALL   HAVE  THE   HONOUK   OF    KILLING   YOU,    MII.OKD  ! '   HE  &AIU, 
DELIBERATELY." 


Too  late  for 
that  —  too  late 
for  anything  — 
the  wasted  years 
were  past.  There 
remained  to  him 
less  than  three 
hours  of  life, 
and  then  death 
upon  the  grass 
at  his  feet. 

He  roused 
himself,  turning 
away.  He  had 
no  fear,  but  per- 
haps, as  he  again 
glanced  round 
the  glade,  he 
realized  that  the 
clutch  of  life 
might  be  very 
strong.  Passing 
out  from  among 
the  trees  he 
hesitated;  there 
was  no  reason 
why  he  should 
return  to  the 
inn ;  young  Wil- 
loughby would 
not  arrive  before 
six  o'clock  — 
time  enough  if 
he  did  so  then. 
He  turned  and 
went  on  down 
the  long,  bare,  dusty  road.  It  was  strange 
to  him,  as  was  all  that  part  of  the  country, 
but  though  it  had  not  been  he  still  might 
have  regarded  it  curiously,  since,  but  for  the 
triangular  space^  among  the  poplars,  it  was 
the  last  piece  of  the  world  he  was  to  see. 
So  he  followed  its  slow  ascent  for  perhaps 
a  mile,  and*  came  to  a  place  where  it  broad- 
ened out,  and  two  massive,  rusty  iron  gates 
stood  open  in  a  high,  lichen-splotched  wall, 
over  which  unlopped  trees  hung.  He  paused, 
drew  nearer,  looked  through,  and  so  saw  the 
chateau. 

It  stood' in  the  midst  of  a  neglected  park, 
where  shrubs  were  unpruned,  beds  overrun, 
paths  green  with  moss,  and  the  broad  carriage- 
way sweeping  up  to  the  foot  of  the  terrace 
steps  thickly  overgrown  with  grass — a  great, 
heavy,  high-roofed  mass  of  building,  dark  and 
grim,  with  stone  towers,  stone  bastions,  stone 
ornamentations  of  all  kinds,  and  many  blank 
windows  which,  shuttered  close,  seemed  to 
stare  like  blind  eyes  at  the  coming  day.     Its 
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air  of  solitude  and  desolation,  neglect  and- 
decay,  chimed  with  his  mood ;  he  sauntered 
in.  Pausing  presently  in  the  carriage-sweep, 
his  eyes  upon  its  melancholy  front,  he  started 
with  a  sense  of  shock,  seeing,  as  he  thought, 
a  flicker  of  light  behind  one  of  the  shuttered 
windows,  as  of  a  carried  lamp  or  candle. 
As  he  looked  and  wondered  he  started  again, 
and  his  hand  flew  to  his  sword-hilt.  He  had 
heard  no  rustle  among  the  trees  or  sound  of 
footsteps,  but  in  a  flash  two  men  were  upon 
him,  one  on  either  side. 

Two  brothers.  His  glance  from  one  hand- 
some olive  face  to  the  other  assured  him  of 
their  relationship  as  quickly  as  it  did  that 
they  were  not,  as  he  had  supposed,  about  to 
attack  him.  The  likeness  between  them 
extended  to  their  attire,  which  was  that  of 
his  own  class ;  both  were  quite  young,  though 
one  obviously  a  few  years  the  elder.  It  was 
this  one  who  spoke. 

"It  would  seem  that  monsieur  has  business 
early,"  he  suggested,  dryly. 

"  Monsieur  does  our  j)oor  house  too  much 
honour,"  said  the  other.  "  The  Chateau  de 
St.  Fleur  waits  usually  until  daylight  for  its 
visitors." 

The  tones  were  more  suggestive  than  the 
words ;  the  two  were  nearer  than  they  need 
have  been.  Exonford,  frowning,  drew  a  pace 
back. 

"  You  mistake,  gentlemen,"  he  said,*  curtly. 
"  I  have  no  business  at  the  chateau,  and  I 
am  neither  thief  nor  visitor.  If  I  address 
the  master  of  the  house " 

"We  are  Casimir  and  Jean  de  St.  Fleur, 
monsieur,  sons  of  the  Marquis  de  St.  Fleur." 

"  Precisely.  If  the  Marquis  requires  an 
apology  from  me  for  having  passed  his  open 
gates  to  look  at  a  house  seemingly  empty, 
consider  that  I  render  it ;  and,  having  done 
so,  permit  me  to  bid  you  good  morning." 

His  tone  was  blunt,  making  his  stiff  French 
stiffer;  the  language  had  never  come  easily 
to  his  obstinate  English  tongue.  As  he 
moved,  the  younger  brother  stood  quickly  in 
his  path. 

"  It  seemed  that  monsieur  watched  the 
windows,"  he  said,  suspiciously.  "  It  is 
permitted  that  I  ask  him  why  ?  " 

"  It  is  certainly  permitted.  I  watched  the 
windows,  as  I  passed  the  gates,  for  no  reason," 
said  Exonford. 

He  waited,  looking  from  one  to  the  other  ; 
neither  spoke ;  with  a  slight  shrug  he  turned 
away.  Of  intention  he  moved  with  a  slow 
deliberation,  conscious  that  the  two,  drawn 
together,  were  whispering  rapidly.  Of  what 
did  they  suspect  him  ?     Would  they  set  upon 


him  ?  As,  with  the  thought,  he  involuntarily 
turned  about,  the  elder  brother  with  a  spring 
caught  his  arm. 

"  You  are  English,  monsieur  ? "  he 
demanded,  hoarsely. 

"  Certainly  I  am  English." 

"  Ah  1 "  cried  the  other.  "  Jean,  you  hear  ? 
Your  name  ?     What  is  your  name  ?  " 

Exonford  had  freed  his  arm,  but  not 
roughly;  in  sheer  amazement  he  looked  at 
the  two  faces  that  were  livid  and  fierce 
with  an  agitation  that  he  did  not  understand 
— he  had  all  the  usual  easy  insular  contempt 
for  foreign  emotionalism. 

"  My  name  is  at  your  service  without 
violence,  monsieur,"  he  said,  coldly,  "and 
your  hand  on  your  sword  may  chance  to 
bring  mine  from  the  scabbard.  I  do  not 
com  prehend " 

"  Your  name — your  name  ! "  reiterated  the 
othjer,  fiercely.     "  I  demand  it,  monsieur !  " 

**  And  you  have  it.   I  am  Roger  Exonford." 

Both  started,  both  exclaimed.  Bewildered, 
Exonford  was  instantly  aware  that  his  name 
was,  inexplicably,  the  name  they  had  expected 
to  hear.     The  elder  spoke. 

"You  time  your  coming  well,  monsieur," 
he  said,  suavely.  "  It  was  for  the  arrival  of 
another  that  we  watched  and  waited — less  to 
be  welcomed,  however,  than  yours.  You 
will,  if  you  please,  come  to  the  house." 

The  smoothness  of  the  tone  hid  neither 
its  menace  nor  its  mockery — plainly,  was  not 
intended  to  hide  them.  Irritated,  puzzled, 
Exonford  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"  You  are  too  obliging,  monsieur,"  he  said, 
curtly.  "  But  it  is  not  my  custom  to  become 
the  guest  of  strangers  ;  also  I  have  business — 
an  appointment,  shortly,  which  must  be  kept 
at  all  hazards.  Your  pardon,  therefore,  if  I 
decline." 

He  moved  again  to  go.  Quickly  the 
younger  man  stood  in  his  way. 

"It  is  at  your  choice  whether  you  keep 
your  appointment,  monsieur.  But  first  you 
will  come  to  the  house.  You  are  awaited 
there." 

"Awaited?"  Exonford  echoed.  The 
elder  interposed. 

"  Oh,  most  anxiously  awaited,  monsieur,  by 
one  who,  like  ourselves,  had  despaired  of 
your  coming.  Pray  have  no  fear  of  your 
most  eager  welcome.  Once  more,  I  beg 
you,  pray  honour  our  poor  house." 

The  last  words  came  hissed.  Exonford 
looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  the  two 
fierce  young  olive  faces.  If  he  refused  he 
would  be  set  upon— he  saw  it.  Was  a  brawl 
with  boys  worth  while?    Somewhere  in  the 
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dark  mass  of  the  chiteau  a  clock 
struck  five,  sonorously.  A  sudden 
spasm  of  recklessness  swept  over 
him — as  well  spend  one  of  his 
two  last  hours  in  seeing  this  play 
out,  whatever  it  might  prove  to 
be.  He  laughed,  and  drove  his 
half-drawn  blade  back  into  the 
scabbard. 

"  I  am  most  obediently  at  your 
service,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  ironi- 
cally, "  for  an  hour." 

"  I  congratulate  you  upon  your 
judgment,  monsieur ;  the  time 
more  than  suffices,"  said  the  other, 
with  a  bow.  "Go  first,  Jean  ;  bid 
them  prepare— you  understand, 
yes  ?     And  quickly." 

The  younger  brother  hurried 
away.  Exonford  found  himself 
following  side  by  side  with  the 
elder.  Not  a  word  was  spoken 
as  they  mounted  the  steps  lead- 
ing to  the  terrace,  crossed  it,  and 
passed  in  at  the  great  door.  It 
admitted  them  to  a  vast  hall,  lofty 
and  bare  and  cold.  All  its  win- 
dows were  close  shuttered ;  two 
candles,  set  in  a  great  branching 
silver  candlestick  upon  a  table, 
lighted  it  dimly,  their  flames 
blowing  in  the  draught.  As  they 
entered  a  tall,  gaunt  figure  crossed 
its  upper  end,  disappearing  into 

the  shadow.      Exonford  saw  the         **  *  i  am  most  obbdiently  at  your  ssxyicb,  gbntlkmbn/  hb  said.** 
long,    flowing    black    robes  and 

white-coifed  head  of  a  nun.     His  companion     stirring  at  such  an  hour  ?     The  door  opened 
threw  open  a  door,  motioning  within.  sharply,  and  a  girl  ran  in. 

"  Enter,"  he  said,  harshly.  "  You  shall  not  So  quickly,  with  such  a  blind  and  reckless 
wait  long."  haste,  that  she  caught  her  foot  in  her  trailing 

Exonford  shrugged  and  obeyed.  What  was  skirt  and,  stumbhng,  clutched  at  a  table- 
the  next  move  in  the  play  ?  The  door  was  edge.  Exonford,  standing  in  the  shadow  of 
shut  upon  him.  He  stood  in  a  large  the  falling  window  curtain,  knowing  himself 
salon  whose  worn  furnishings  and  tarnished  for  the  moment  unseen,  was  able  to  see  her 
draperies  had  once  been  magnificent ;  filled  clearly.  Plainly  she  was  the  sister  of  the  two 
with  the  grey  light  of  the  pale  morning,  brothers,  for  the  likeness  was  strong,  though 
shining  in  through  its  tall,  unshuttered  in  her  the  black  hair  was  ruddy  brown  and 
windows,  it  was  as  desolate  and  dreary  as  the  olive  skin  fair — so  fair  that  the  straight, 
the  hall.  Looking  round  it  he  saw  no  trace  dark  eyebrows  seemed  painted  upon  the 
of  recent  occupancy  but  one  thing  flung  whiteness  of  her  forehead.  What  struck  him 
across  a  chair — a  long  cloak  of  dark  velvet,  beyond  her  beauty — for  she  was  beautiful — 
seemingly  a  woman's.  Why  was  he  brought  and  her  youth — he  judged  her  to  be  younger 
there?  He  would  have  supposed  it  all  than  either  —  was  her  expression.  Wild, 
some  grotesque  mistake  but  for  the  instant  terrified,  beseeching,  sullenly  resigned,  yet 
recognition  by  the  brothers  of  his — to  French  desperate — it  was  any  and  all  of  these,  and, 
ears — uncouth  English  name.  For  whom  seen  anywhere,  must  needs  have  arrested  his 
was  he  to  wait?    The  person,  presumably,      eyes.     Seen  here,  accentuated  by  her  abso- 


who  was  declared  to  be  expecting  him.    And     lute  pallor  and  the  long  black  dress  which 

tense,  it  forced  an 
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involuntary  exclamation  from  him.  At  the 
sound  she  turned,  saw  him,  and  with  a  rapid 
step  of  advance  flung  out  her  hands. 

"  Monsieur,"  she  cried,  "  I  do  not  ask  it ! " 

Sheer  surprise  held  Exonford  still.  The 
girl  made  another  step,  repeating  the  gesture. 

"I  say  I  do  not  ask  it — I  will  not !  I  have 
said  so  to  my  brothers — I  say  so  ^ow,  mon- 
sieur, to  yo4i.  They  brought  you  here,  un- 
willing— would  you  have  me  beg,  knowing 
that— I,  a  De  St.  Fleur?"  With  what 
seemed  a  sudden  uncontrollable  gust  of 
passion  she  struck  her  hands  together.  "  Ah, 
can  you  not  speak  ?  Are  you  a  man,  mon- 
sieur ?  "  she  cried. 

She  had  advanced  again.  The  pale  grey 
light,  falling 
upon  Exon- 
ford's  face  as  he 
turned,  revealed 
it  clearly,  and 
she  fell  back 
with  a  gasp. 
"Ah!"  she 
ejaculated.  And 
then,  all  be- 
wildered, "A 
stranger ! " 

She  stood 
wide-eyed,  her 
face  white  with 
a  m  azement. 
E  xonfor  d 
bowed. 

"Without 
doubt  I  am  a 
stranger,  made- 
moiselle, both 
to  you  and  to 
the  Chiteau  de 
St.  Fleur  equally, 
since  until  now 
I  have  had  the 
honour  of  seeing 
neither." 

"But  — but 
you  came!"  she 
gasped.  "  Why 
did  you  come?" 

"  You  have 
already  stated 
why,  made- 
moiselle. To  do  so  seemed  my  only  way  of 
escaping  a  brawl  with  your  brothers,  which, 
for  a  reason  that  I  have,  I  did  not  desire. 
As  for  why  I  am  thus  brought  here  you  are 
perhaps  better  informed  than  I." 

**  I'hey  —  my  brothers  —  thought  —  they 
believed ''  she  stammered.     Still  staring 


•they  will  fight  you,  monsibur— perhaps  kill  you— if  you  refuse. 


confusedly  she  put  her  hand  to  her  head. 
"  What  is  your  name,  monsieur  ?  " 

"I  am  Roger  Leslie,  Lord  Exonford, 
mademoiselle." 

"Exonford?"  The  rest  of  the  name 
seemed  to  pass  her  by.  "  Exonford  ?  "  she 
repeated.    "  But  not  Oxenford,  monsieur  ?  " 

"Of  a  certainty,  not  Oxenford,  made- 
moiselle. Nor  have  I,  to  my  knowledge, 
heard  that  name." 

"  But— but— it  is  so  like.  And  English," 
she  stammered,  bewilderedly. 

"Without  doubt  English,  mademoiselle, 
and  certainly  very  like.  Nevertheless,  it  is 
not  mine."  He  hesitated.  "  Your  brothers, 
I  perceive,  mistook  me  for  another,  known 

to  you,  but  not 
to  them.  It 
follows  that  they 
do  not  require 
the  presence  of 
a  stranger.  You 
will  permit  me, 
therefore,  to  go." 
He  bowed 
and  turned  to- 
wards the  door. 
For  an  instant 
the  girl  stood 
rigid  ;  the  next 
she  sprang  and 
caught  his  arm. 
"Monsieur, 
no  ! "  she  whis- 
pered, breath- 
lessly. "  Wait 
— listen !  They 
will  not  believe." 
"Will  not 
believe?"  Exon- 
ford echoed. 

"That     you 
are   a    stranger. 
That  you  are  not 
the  man  they 
believe.      They 
will  say  that  you 
lie,  and    that  I 
do.   Oh,  I  know 
it.   well!     They 
will    fight    you, 
monsieur — per- 
haps kill  you— if  you  refuse." 
"  Refuse  ?     Refuse  to  do  what  ?  " 
"To  marry  me!" 

"  Mademoiselle " 

"  Here — now  !  Jean  is  gone  to  awaken 
the  chaplain — the  cure.  It  is  for  that  they 
brought  you,  monsieur  !  " 
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Astounded,  Exonford  stared  at  her  as  she 
let  his  arm  go.  In  the  absolute  silence  of 
the  blank  pause  that  followed  he  heard  a 
rustle  of  movement  beyond  the  door ;  some- 
body watched  and  waited  there,  it  seemed. 
Was  he,  then,  virtually  a  prisoner? 

He  broke  the  silence.  "  I  cannot  suppose 
you  jesting,  mademoiselle — I  do  not  suppose 
it.  But  permit  me  to  understand.  Your 
brothers,  it  seems,  would  have  you  marry 
the  man  for  whom  they  mistake  me.  He 
is,  then,  your  affianced?" 

"  No,  monsieur." 

"  Then — your  lover  ?  " 

"  They — say  so,  monsieur." 

The  words  were  whispered  ;  her  face, 
flaming  scarlet,  turned  as  swiftly  white. 
Enlightened — inevitably  enlightened — Exon- 
ford stood  silent  ;  again  came  the  rustle 
beyond  the  door,  with  a  sound  of  impatience 
in  it  now.     The  girl  moved  nearer,  quickly. 

"  You  ask  to  understand,  monsieur — listen, 
then.  But  first  figure  it  to  yourself  that 
I  have  lived  here  always — all  my  life  with  the 
Aunt  Therese,  so  grey  and  stern,  and  hard 
and  dumb,  caring  for  her  confessor  and  her 
devotions  only — a  nun  without  the  veil.  My 
father  has  affairs  in  Paris;  he  comes  here 
almost  never,  and  my  brothers  will  not  stay 
in  a  house  so  sad.  So  I  see  only  the  aunt  and 
monsieur  the  cur^.  M.  Oxenford  came  to  the 
inn  in  the  valley — he  had  fallen  ill  of  a  fever 
in  Paris.  I  saw  him  first  in  the  church  as 
I  came  with  the  aunt  from  mass— he  was  of 
our  religion.  I  did  not  know  he  followed, 
but  I  found  him  waiting  next  day  by  the 
gates — he  begged  my  leave  to  enter  and  view 
the  park,  and  I  answered,  why  not?  He 
came  again,  and  many  times.  What  harm  was 
there  to  meet — to  laugh  a  little  with  one  not 
sour  and  old — to  talk  of  things  outside  the 
chiteau  walls  ?  I  did  not  tell  the  aunt,  and 
did  not  guess  that  servants  spied  and  carried 
false  tales  of  me.  She  sent  for  my  father, 
and  he  came.  He  used  to  me  words  I  can- 
not use.  He  cursed  me  and  struck  me, 
monsieur ! " 

She  shuddered  as  she  might  have  shud- 
dered under  the  blow,  hiding  her  face. 
Watching,  Exonford  felt  that  he  could  supply 
the  blank  of  her  silence.  He  had  heard  in 
Paris  many  stories  of  the  merciless  sternness, 
inflexible  pride,  and  fierce  temper  of  the 
Marquis  de  St.  Fleur,  whose  one  tenderness 
was  for  the  honour  of  his  sorely  impover- 
ished name.  Had  he — under  such  a  provoca- 
tion— struck  his  daughter  dead  it  would*  have 
been  within  the  character  of  the  man.  The 
girl  raised  her  head  again. 


"  He  swore  that  the  man  he  called  my 
lover  should  marry  me,  monsieur,  or  that  he 
would  kill  him  and  that  I  should  take  the 
veil.  He  went  to  the  inn,  but  M.  Oxenford 
was  gone ;  he  had  received  letters  from  Paris. 
My  fether  sent  for  my  brothers  and  left  them 
here  to  guard  me,  and  followed  to  find  him. 
He  cannot  find  him,  and  is  coming  back ;  in 
an  hour  may  be  here.  My  brothers  were 
watching  for  his  arrival  when  they  saw  you." 

Her  voice  had  sunk  to  a  hopeless  mono- 
tone. Regarding  her,  Exonford  recalled  the 
figure  which  he  had  dimly  seen  in  the  hall — 
the  figure  with  the  black  nun's  robe  and 
white-coifed  head. 

"And  you,  mademoiselle?  You  are  to 
take  the  veil  ?  " 

"I  enter  upon  my  novitiate  to-day, 
monsieur.  The  Mother  Superior  waits  here 
for  me  until  my  father  comes.  Then  she 
will  take  me." 

Her  sudden  wild  gesture  and  half-choked 
cry — both  plainly  irrepressible — were  like 
those  of  a  creature  caught  by  the  throat  and 
strangling  in  a  trap — their  agony  and  horror 
were  alike  piteous  and  dreadful.     Exonford 

looked  at  her.     Was  her  tale  true  or ? 

True  or  false,  she  was  young,  beautiful,  help- 
less, and  the  fate  of  the  convent  was  cruel. 
True  or  false,  did  it  matter  a  jot  to  him, 
who  was  to  hear  the  clock  strike  but  twice 
again?  Surely  it  was  well  to  be  pitiful,  so 
near  his  last  hour.     He  approached  her. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  quietly,  "  as  I 
have  had  the  honour  of  explaining  to  your 
brothers,  I  can  spare  but  an  hour — your 
pardon,  therefore,  if  I  am  abrupt.  Briefly, 
it  appears  that  we  are  caught  in  a  trap  which 
shuts  upon  us  both  equally,  and  that  can  be 
loosened  in  but  one  way.  Delay  will  neither 
suit  me  nor  serve  you.  I  suggest,  therefore, 
that  we  call  for  monsieur  the  cur^." 

**  Monsieur,    you    mean "  she    cried. 

"  You  would — you  will ^" 

She  stopped,  voiceless.  Exonford  half 
laughed.  "  What  else,  mademoiselle  ?  What 
choice  have  we  ?  If  I  call  the  priest  I  save 
you  from  the  convent.  If  you  permit  me  to 
call  him  you  save  me  from  the  necessity  of 
fighting  your  brothers,  and,'  very  j)ossibly, 
meeting  my  death  at  their  hands.  For  the 
convent,  it  seems,  you  have  no  taste ;  and, 
indeed,  I  can  scarce  conceive  of  a  less  fitting 
fate  for  you.  For  a  reason  that  I  have  it 
does  not  suit  me,  at  the  present  moment, 
to  die.  With  your  permission,  therefore,  I 
will  call." 

He  waited.  With  her  dark,  dilated  eyes 
upon  his  she  slowly  bent  her  head.    Exonford 
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"  *  WB  ARE  READY,   MONSIEUR,'  HE  SAID,  CURTLY. 

Strode  to  the  door  and  flung  it  open,  con- 
fronting Casimir  de  St.  Fleur  upon  the 
threshold. 

"  We  are  ready,  monsieur,"  he  said,  curtly. 
"  Be  so  good  as  to  bring  the  cur^  and  such 
witnesses  as  you  may  prefer.  My  time 
presses." 

"  He  is  roused,  monsieur,  and  will  come 
immediately,"  returned  the  other. 

He  bowed  and  moved  away.  Closing  the 
door,  Exonford  looked  at  the  girl.  She 
stood  with  her  head  drooping,  her  eyes 
half  closed  ;  her  small  hands,  hanging  white 
against  her  black  dress,  were  tight  clenched. 
Once  more  the  force  of  her  beauty  struck  him. 
Surely  she  was  a  figure  of  truth  and  inno- 
cence as  well  as  beauty,  if  his  eyes  could 
read  aright?  And  yet— and  yet — she  would 
bear  his  mother's  name.  Still  watching  her, 
he  felt  in  his  breast  and  drew  out  a  fine  gold 
chain,  from  which,  suspended  round  his  neck, 
hung  a  ring  set  with  a  cluster  of  pearls. 
From  his  finger  he  took  another,  set  with  one 


great     flashing     diamond,     and 
approached  her. 

"Mademoiselle,"  he  said, 
slowly,  "  you  see  this  ring.  It  is 
a  fine  stone  of  the  first  water,  a 
jewel  of  worth,  therefore,  and  yet 
to  me  possessing  no  value  be- 
yond that  which  the  veriest  huck- 
ster may  place  upon  it.  But  this, 
in  itself  a  trifle,  is  far  different — 
so  different  that  I  can  scarce 
think  of  a  price  at  which  I  would 
willingly  barter  it.  I  took  it  from 
my  dying  mother's  hand,  and 
have  worn  it  since,  as  you  see.  I 
had  hoped  that  it  might  one  day 
be  my  good  fortune  to  place  it 
upon  the  hand  of  a  woman  whom 
she  would  have  gladly  welcomed 
as  her  daughter — a  woman  worthy 
to  stand  in  her  place.  Here  are 
they  both." 

"  Monsieur,  you  ask  me  to — to 
—ah!" 

She  might  have  recoiled  from 
a  blow  with  such  a  cry  as  that 
with  which  she  shrank  from  his 
outstretched  hand  —  no  words 
could  adequately  translate  the 
anguish  and  reproach  of  it.  See- 
ing, hearing,  Exonford  too  stepped 
back. 

"  To  choose  the  more  fitting  ? 

No,  mademoiselle ;  I  ask  nothing 

but  your  pardon,  and  beg  that  you 

will  take  'my  mother's  ring,  until 

presently,  and  for  a  moment  only,  I  ask  it  of 

you  again."  / 

"Ah,  monsieur!"  she  cried. 
With  her  eyes  upon  him,  wet  suddenly,  she 
took  the  ring.  Had  the  faintest  doubt  of 
her  lurked  in  him  it  must  have  died  as  he 
saw  her  put  it  to  her  lips  ;  so  a  devotee  might 
have  kissed  the  shrine  at  which  she  knelt. 
Hot  pity  for  her,  hot  anger  against  the  fools 
who  thus  shamed  and  maligned  her,  rose  in 
him.     He  moved  nearer  to  her. 

"  May  I  ask  your  name,  mademoiselle  ?  " 
"  My  name  ?  "  she  echoed. 
"  If  you  are  to  marry  me,  I  should  surely 
know  it,"  said  Exonford,  smiling. 

She  gave  the  name — Claire  Yvonne  Jeanne 
Marie  de  St.  Fleur — and  he  turned  to  a  table 
upon  which  a  standish  and  some  sheets  of 
paper  were  lying.  He  possessed  some  legal 
knowledge,  sufficient  for  his  design,  to  draft  a 
will  leaving  all  that  it  was  in  his  power  to 
bequeath  to  the  girl  who  would  be  for  an 
hour  his  wife  and  then  his  widow.      Should 
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he  tell  her  how  quickly  she  would  be  free  ? 
Better  not;  time  pressed,  and  she  would 
know  soon  enough.  He  felt  a  grim  amuse- 
ment as  he  wrote,  picturing  Frank's  rage  and 
discomfiture ;  the  title,  shorn  bare  as  might 
be,  should  be  all  the  advantage  his  death 
brought  to  the  brother  who  had  been  always 
his  enemy.  The  last  words  were  written  when 
the  sound  of  footsteps  in  the  hall  made  him 
start  to  his  feet  As  he  moved  to  Claire's 
side  her  shaking  hand  caught  his  arm. 

"Monsieur,"  she  whispered,  rapidly,  "in. a 
little  while  my  father  will  arrive ;  he  will  know 
you  for  a  stranger — he  had  seen  M.  Oxenford 
in  Paris.  Say  to  my  brothers  that  you  wish 
to  wait  for  his  coming.  Then,  without  danger, 
you  may  withdraw." 

"  And  leave  you  to  the  living  death  of  the 
convent  ?  I  do  not  withdraw,  my  child,"  said 
Exonford,  quietly.     "  Give  me  the  ring." 

Her  icy  fingers  left  it  in  his  as  the  door 
opened  for  the  entrance  of  Casimir  and  Jean 
de  St.  Fleur,  followed  by  a  placid,  mild-eyed 
priest,  with  cassock  hastily  buttoned  awry, 
still  drowsy  with  sleep.  Behind  came  a  lady,- 
tall  and  grey,  her  austere  face  set  like  a  white 
mask — all  the  house,  it  seemed,  had  remained 
waking  for  the  expected  return  of  its  master. 
No  word  was  spoken,  and  neither  brothers 
nor  aunt  glanced  at  the  girl,  or  even  towards 
her,  as  Exonford  took  her  hand,  though  there  - 
was  a  whisper  and  rustle,  as  of  surprise, 
between  the  former  when  he  gave  his  name 
and  title.  The  ceremony,  as  brief  as  might 
be,  was  over  in  a  few  minutes ;  the  priest 
stumbled  through  some  sentences  of  homily. 
Exonford  stooped  and  kissed  Claire's  cold 
fingers.  Her  responses  had  been  as  steady  as 
his  own.  He  admired  the  pride  and  courage 
that,  at  such  a  pass,  could  so  sustain  her. 

"To  your  happiness,  my  child,"  he  said, 
quietly,  "  and  my  thanks  for  the  honour  you 
do  me  in  thus  giving  me  a  hand  I  am  proud 
to  win."  The  absurdity  of  the  thing,  the 
pathos  of  it,  the  tragedy  of  it,  tugged  at  him  ; 
it  was  with  a  laugh  that  he  turned  to  Casimir 
de  St.  Fleur.  "As  I  have  already  had  the 
honour  of  explaining,  monsieur,  my  time  is 
short.  Permit  me  to  ask —do  you  still  stand 
sentinel  ?  " 

It  appeared  that  the  brothers  were  resolved 
to  say  nothing.  In  silence  the  elder  signed 
to  the  younger;  he  threw  open  the  door. 
Ostentatiously  both  stood  aside,  leaving  the 
way  free.  Exonford  took  up  the  velvet  cloak 
from  the  chair  and  put  it  round  the  girl's 
shoulders. 

"  We  are  ready,  then,  my  child,"  he  said. 

He  offered  her  his  arm  and  she  took  it. 


The  priest  stared  with  round,  bewildered 
face ;  the  rigid  lady,  with  eyes  downcast,  did 
not  deign  a  look  as  they  passed  out,  the 
brothers  following.  The  blowing  candles 
had  guttered  nearly  away,  the  light  that  filled 
the  great  hall  from  the  open  door  was  almost 
that  of  day.  They  were  close  to  it  when 
Claire  gave  a  cry,  drawing  back  swiftly. 

"Ah,"  she  gasped,  "it  is  my  father— see ! 
It  is  the  Marquis,  monsieur  ! " 

Exonford  had  been  as  quick  as  she  to 
see  the  figure  alighting  from  the  post-chaise 
before  the  terrace.  As  the  brothers,  exclaim- 
ing, hurried  by  and  ran  down  the  steps,  she 
looked  at  him,  imploring  terror  in  her  dilated 
eyes. 

"  He  will  see ! "  she  gasped  again.  "  He 
will  know  you  are  not  M.  Oxenford.  You 
will  not  leave  me  here?  In  mercy,  monsieur  1" 

Exonford  made  a  soothing  answer  and 
had  barely  time  for  it ;  the  father  and  sons 
appeared  in  the  doorway,  the  former  in 
advance  —  the  Marquis  de  St.  Fleur  was 
thin,  lithe  and  quick  as  a  boy.  For  a 
moment  his  handsome,. sharp-cut  face,  sneer- 
ing, white,  merciless,  was  fixed  on  his 
daughter.  Then,  in  his  movement  forward, 
he  checked  and  stood  still. 

"What's  fool's  play  is  here?"  he  demanded, 
harshly.  "  This  Oxenford  ?  Of  a  certainty, 
no  Oxenford  1  Who,  then?"  He  turned  from 
his  sons*  bewildered  ejaculations.  "Your 
name,  monsieur  ?  It  is  not  Oxenford  ? — ^no  ?  " 

Without  doubt,  no,  Exonford  answered, 
though  his  name  was,  it  seemed,  but  for  a 
letter,  the  same.  He  was,  at  the  service  of 
M.  the  Marquis,  Roger  Leslie,  Baron  Exon- 
ford, of  Devonshire,  in  England.  For  his 
presence  there,  messieurs  the  sons  of  Mon- 
sieur the  Marquis  would  best  explain  it.  For 
the  reason  why  he,  a  stranger  to  her  until 
now,  had  done  himself  the  honour  to  marry 
Mile.  Claire  de  St.  Fleur — it  appeared  that 
mademoiselle  had  no  taste  for  the  con- 
vent to  which  her  father  had  been  about  to 
consign  her ;  for  himself,  it  chanced  that  it 
was  not,  for  the  moment,  convenient  to  him 
to  die.  All  this  he  said  very  coolly,  holding 
always  the  cold  hand  that  clung  to  his.  The 
Marquis,  listening  with  a  face  rigid  and  teeth 
set  in  his  strained  underlip,  smiled  as  he 
finished ;  once  more  his  steel  eyes  turned  to 
his  daughter  before  he  doffed  his  hat  in  a 
sweeping  bow. 

"  My  felicitations,"  he  said,  suavely.  "  It 
is  indeed — for  some — inconvenient  to  die  ! 
You  are  prudent,  milord ;  yes,  a  brave 
quality  ! "  He  paused.  "  And  —  not  fas- 
tidious, monsieur  I " 
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If  the  smile  that  pointed  the  words  was 
cruel  as  a  dagger-thrust,  the  girl's  wordless 
gasp  was  as  though  she  had  received  one. 
Exonford  moved  one  pace  forward. 

"  Monsieur,  you  insult  my  wife,"  he  said, 
softly. 

The  Marquis  made  a  sound  Mke  laughtei. 
Exonford  moved  one  more  pace. 

"You  insult  my  wife,  monsieur,"  he 
repeated,  still  more  softly.  **  The  offence  is 
worse  that  it  comes  from  the  man  who  is 
unworthily  her  father.  Monsieur  the  Mar- 
quis, you  lie ! " 

His  sword  was  out  of  the  scabbard  not  an 


"thk  marquis,  with  a  scream  ok  rack,  rushku  upon  him. 


instant  too  soon,  for  the  Marquis,  with  a 
scream  of  rage,  drew  his  own  and  rushed 
upon  him.  He  was  a  good  swordsman — 
against  anything  less  than  the  fatal  skill  of  a 
De  Mersac  capable  of  holding  his  own  well ; 


he  would  only  defend  himself;  for  a  few 
passes  he  met  and  parried  the  furious  lunges, 
then  used  a  feint  and  trick  he  knew,  and  the 
Marquis's  blade,  struck  from  his  hand, 
clattered  down  upon  the  flags. 

Exonford  stepped  back.  For  a  moment 
the  Marquis  stood  livid,  breathing  short  and 
quick.  Then  he  too  stepped  back.  He 
bowed  again. 

"You  use  convincing  arguments,  monsieur," 
he  said,  smoothly.  "  I  beg  to  offer,  with  all 
contrition,  my  most  humble  apologies  to 
madame  your  wife.  .  .  .  But  for  that  shame- 
less jade,  my  daughter,  her  father  thanks  you 
for  ridding  his  house  of  her  ! 
Take  her,  and  begone  1 " 

He  strode  across  to  the 
door ;  with  a  blow  he 
struck  it  wide  and  pointed 
forth.  Without  a  word 
Exonford  took  the  girl's 
hand  and  led  her  out ;  the 
door  shut  upon  them  with 
a  rasping  of  drawn  bolts. 
The  post-chaise  still  waited 
at  the  foot  of  the  steps ; 
he  helped  her  into  it,  bid- 
ding the  yawning  postilions 
drive  to  the  inn.  In  a 
minute  they  had  passed  the 
gates  and  were  out  upon  the 
long,  bare,  dusty  road. 

No  word  had  been  spoken 
between  them  when  they 
reached  the  inn.  It  was  as 
Exonford  took  the  cloak 
from  her  in  the  upper 
chamber  to  which  the  staring 
landlord  led  the  way  that 
he  paused,  listening,  as  he 
had  done  two  hours  ago, 
to  the  striking  of  the  clock. 
More  than  ever  was  the 
calculation  easy — one  hour 
left !  Time  pressed  indeed. 
But  as  he  turned  away, 
bidding  her  rest  and  sleep, 
some  impulse  made  him 
halt  and  kiss  her  forehead, 
with  a  muttered  word  or 
two — what  he  scarce  knew 
save  that  they  blessed  her. 
Then  he  went  out,  not  see- 
ing the  questioning  wonder 
dark  eyes  followed  him  to 


with  which  her 
the  door. 

He  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  young 
Willoughby  on  entering,  and  in  a  lower  room 
found  him   waiting.      In  as   few  words  as 
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sufficed  to  make  his  meaning  plain  he  told 
the  boy  the  story  of  the  last  hour,  and  gave 
him  the  charge  he  was  forced  to  confide  to 
him — that  he  should  see  his  widow  safely  to 
England  and  place  her  in  the  care  of  his 
man  of  business  in  London ;  it  was  the  best 
he  could  do.  She  would  find  no  friend  in 
Frank  or  Frank's  wife,  he  knew  well.  Next, 
in  the  presence  of  the  lad  and  that  of  the 
landlord,  he  signed  his  hastily-drawn  will, 
and  the  two  witnessed  it ;  then  wrote  a 
letter  to  the  lawyer  briefly  explaining  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  marriage  and  the  death  he 
was  about  to  meet,  enclosed  the  two  docu- 
ments together,  and  sealed  them.  Upon  the 
cover  he  wrote  a  line  to  Claire — he  had  gone 
upon  the  business  of  which  he  had  spoken, 
he  told  her;  the  packet  was  entrusted  to 
her  care  until  he  should  return — and  sent 
it  to  her  room.  Then  all  was  done,  and  his 
last  hour  was  half  sped;  he  took  his  hat 
and  sword  and  went  out  to  where  young 
Willoughby  waited  by  the  door. 

The  sun  had  risen,  and  the  long,  bare, 
dusty  road  was  bright.  Exonford,  as  he 
walked,  found  that  he  was  calm  to  sluggish- 
ness, that  he  was  regarding,  half  with 
impatience,  half  with  compassion,  his  Second's 
pale^excited  face.  It  was  he  who  walked  the 
quicker.  It  seemed  to  him  as  he  stepped 
within  the  shadow  of  the  poplars  that  all 
sounds  of  life  died  into  silence  and  were  gone. 

It  was  well  before  the  hour,  but  De 
Mersac  was  already  there — it  was  his  boast 
to  be  always  first  upon  the  ground.  Exon- 
ford saluted  him  with  a  sensation  of  amuse- 
ment at  the  other's  air  of  confident,  braggart 
swagger.  Then  he  stripped  off  his  coat 
and  stood  apart,  waiting.  It  was  as  young 
Willoughby's  agitated  voice  spoke  at  his 
shoulder  that  he  fancied  there  grew  audible 
the  sound  of  wheels  upon  the  road.  He 
turned,  facing  his  opponent,  heard  the  boy 
utter  a  cry,  which  his  fellow-second  echoed, 
and  saw  Claire  appear  from  among  the  trees 
with  the  swiftness  of  a  flash  of  light.  Staring 
for  a  moment  as  De  Mersac  stared  at  her 
wild  aspect,  her  fallen  hair  and  disordered 
dress,  the  next  he  caught  her  arm. 

"  How  do  you  come  here,  child  ? "  he 
said,  angrily.  "  This  is  no  place  or  business 
for  you.  Are  you  mad  ?  Go  back — go 
back ! " 

"  I  will  not — no  1 "  She  wrenched  herself 
free  and  put  him  aside;  she  flung  herself 
between  them  and  before  De  Mersac  fiercely. 
"  Will  you  kill  my  husband,  monsieur  ?  "  she 
cried. 

"  Madame  !     Your  husband  ?  "  De  Mersac 


stammered,  all  bewildered.  She  stamped  her 
foot,  her  eyes  blazing. 

"What  else,  monsieur?  Do  you  not  kill 
all  whom  you  fight?  Yes,  my  husband! 
Though  I  am  his  wife  but  an  hour,  I  am  not 
the  less  his  wife.     You  shall  not  fight  him  ! " 

**  Claire,  be  silent — go  ! "  cried  Exonford. 

"  No,  no — I  will  not !  You  gave  me  your 
life  when  you  gave  me  your  name  and  your 
honour— he  shall  not  take  it !  "  She  turned 
to  De  Mersac  again  ;  her  voice  broke  into  a 
sob.  "Ah,  would  you  have  me  kneel  to 
you,  monsieur  ?  " 

Her  hood  had  dropped  back ;  flushed, 
passionate,  eager,  she  was  more  than  beauti- 
ful. And  De  Mersac  was  a  Gascon — with 
all  his  soul  he  loved  a  flourish.  As  she  made 
as  though  she  would  throw  herself  upon  her 
knees  he  flung  his  sword  away  with  a  dang, 
and  caught  her  hand  and  raised  her. 

"  But  no,  madame,  do  not  kneel,  I  beseech 
you  !  You  command  and  I  obey  —  it  is 
enough.  I  do  not  fight  milord  your  husband 
— no  !  Rather  I  beg  that  you  will  suffer  me 
to  ask  your  pardon,  monsieur." 

"  My  pardon  ?  *'  Exonford  ejaculated.  He 
stared,  frowning,  incredulous,  angry.  "  I 
struck  you,  M.  de  Mersac  ! "  he  said,  bluntly. 

"  Oh,  monsieur — no — no  ! "  cried  Claire. 

De  Mersac  made  a  gesture  soothingly. 
.  "Ah,  madame,  have  no  fear,  I  beseech 
you.  Milord  Exonford  is  of  England,  there- 
fore generous  as  well  as  gallant,  is  it  not? 
He  will  not  speak  again  of  a  trifle  so  insig- 
nificant—a thing  perhaps  deserved,  and  very 
certainly  forgotten." 

He  swept  a  great  bow,  magnificently ;  he 
had  a  fine  manner,  very  French.  Exonford, 
looking  from  one  to  the  other,  stood  for  a 
moment  dumb — the  very  rush  and .  roar  of 
life  seemed  in  his  ears  again.  Then  he  too 
let  his  sword  fall. 

"  I  return  M.  de  Mersac  his  own  words — 
he  is  generous,'*  he  said,  slowly. 

He  spoke  with  stiffness,  not  too  graciously, 
in  his  English  way.  In  his  French  way  the 
Frenchman  responded  —  he  found  himself 
embraced  and  kissed  soundingly  upon  both 
cheeks  before  he  could  draw  back.  The  next 
moment  De  Mersac,  with  another  deep  bow 
to  Claire,  was  passing  out  of  the  glade  with 
his  second ;  young  Willoughby,  in  such  over- 
joyed agitation  that  his  boyish  eyes  were  full 
of  tears,  following.  As  he  disappeared  the 
girl  spoke,  suddenly  timid. 

"  Monsieur,  I — I  opened  the  packet." 

"  As  I  suppose.     Why  ?  " 

"I  cannot  tell.  But  when  you  left  me 
there  was  something  in  your  face — I  was  afraid. 
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— it  would  have  been  better 
to  leave  me  to  die  !" 

**jWi,but  no,  monsieur !" 
she  breathed. 

"Ah,  but  yes!"  He 
laughed  again,  harshly. 
"BeKeve  me,  my  child,  you 
see  a  man  whose  life  has 
been  but  a  useless  and 
wasted  thing,  and  who  was 
scarce  worth  your  saving ! " 

"  Ah,  no,  monsieur  — 
never!  I  see  only  and 
always  the  friend  who  saved 
me  from  a  fate  worse  than 
death,  and  the  so  brave 
and  generous  gentleman 
who  trusted  me  ! " 

Her  earnest  voice  thrilled ; 
she  had  moved  nearer.  For 
the  first  time  he  looked 
at  her. 

"  It  is  you  who  are  gene- 
rous, child,"  he  said,  in  a 
gentler  tone.  "  Neverthe- 
less, it  is  true  that  as  I  came 
here  I  said  to  myself  it  was 
as  well  my  life  was  over,  and 
that  the  hour  had  come  in 
which  I  laid  it  down." 

"But  the  hour  is  past, 
and  you  live,  monsieur," 
she  said,  softly. 

"  Yes,  I  live  !  And  what 
of  you  ?"  asked  Exonford, 
bitterly. 

"  I  am  your  wife,  mon- 

*'  I  BBC  THAT  VOU  WILL  SUFFER  ME  TO  ASK  YOUR   PARDON,    MONSIEUR."  SieUr,       ShC   whlSp>ered. 

Exonford  heard,  though 

I  can  read  the  English  although   I   cannot  he  did  not  answer ;  he  stared  across  the  glade, 

speak — I  read  the  letter  to  your  advocate —  Yes,  he  lived,  and  she  was  beautiful  and  life 

the   letter  that  called   me  your  widow.     I  was  sweet.     A  picture  rose  before  him  of  the 

understood — I  had  heard  of  De  Mersac —  old  house  set  in  its  Devonshire  park  bathed 

who  has  not  ? — I  knew  he  would  kill  you.     I  in  the  mellow  sunlight  of  such  an  autumn  day 

followed,  then,  to  strive  at  least  to  save  you  ! "  as  now  was  shining  on  the  world.     It  waited 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Exonford,  stolidly  as  before,  for  her  and  for  him — wife  and  home,  love  and 

"  Why  ?  "    She  looked  bewildered.     "  Did  happiness,  all  that  he  had  vaguely  longed  for 

not  you  save  me  ?    And  he  would  have  killed  and  half  despaired  of,  might  be  his,  it  seemed, 

you  ! "  for  the  stretching  of  his  hand.     From   the 

"  Without   doubt    he   would   have   killed  church  in  the  valley  the  clock  began  to  chime 

me  ! "    He  shrugged,  not  looking  at  her.    "  I  the  seven   slow  strokes  which  were  to  have 

fear  that  you  are  hardly  prudent,  madame."  marked  his  last  hour.     He  turned  and  caught 

"  Prudent  ?  "  she  echoed.  her  by  the  hands. 

"  It  would  seem  not.     Had  you  been  con-  "  Why,  that  is  so,  my  child,  and  such  a 

tent  to  leave  me  to  De  Mersac^s  sword  you  wife  may  make  any  man  in  love  with  life."  He 

would  be  now  what  I  designed  to  make  you —  met  her  glowing  eyes  and  bent  to  the  cheek 

my  widow,  and  the  inheritor  of  all  that  the  that  blushed  but  did  not  turn  away.     "  And 

law  enabled   me  to    give    you."     He    half  since  it  is  so,  why,  it  seems  that  I  am  scarce 

laughed.    "  Indeed,  you  are  far  from  prudent  so  ready  to  die  as  I  supposed." 
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THE   ROMANCE  OF  CRIME. 

The   Experiences   of    Two   Famous    Scotland   Yard    Detectives. 
I —Mr.  JOHN    SWEENEY— A  Chapter  of   Reminiscences. 


HE  criminal  is  seldom  romantic 
— except  at  a  distance.  In- 
habitants of  towns  and  villages 
^  near  one  of  our  great  convict 
^  settlements  have  no  illusions 
on  this  subject;  every  local 
man  and  woman  is  safer  to  assist  the  warders 
in  recovering  their  prisoner,  and  the  boycott 
of  unpopularity  awaits  the  friend  of  the 
convict  or  any  who  would  assist  his  escape. 

I  have  met  murderers,  anarchists,  forgers, 
assassins,  would-be  regicides,  burglars,  gar- 
rotters, and   commoner  types  of  the  genus 

criminal,    but    I    have      

never  yet  met  a 
romantic  scoundrel. 
The  criminal  deserves 
no  flattery,  and  current 
literature  would  be 
less  pernicious  if  this 
fact  of  the  essential 
sordidness  of  all  crime 
were  well  drilled  into 
the  rising  generation. 
The  criminal  is  mostly 
insane,  bloated  with 
senseless  egotism,  and 
blind  to  the  inevitable 
Nemesis  which  cer- 
tainly overtakes  him 
sooner  or  later.  The 
criminal  is  neither 
heroic  nor  romantic; 
a  coward  generally,  a 
fool  always,  and  in 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  ready 
to  swear  away  the  lives  and  liberties  of  every 
"comrade"  rather  than  face  the  music 
himself.  The  romance  of  crime  is  what 
philosophers  call  a  "subjective  illusion." 
Nearly  every  criminal  deceives  himself  that 
he  is  clever,  when  five  minutes'  reflection  (of 
which  he  is  incapable)  would  convince  him 
that  his  plans  are  doomed  to  failure. 

In  1876  I  saw  a  sweep  steal  a  pair  of 
boots,  and  his  only  idea  of  concealment  was 
to  imitate  the  ostrich,  for  when  I  searched 
his  house  he  was  in  bed  wearing  the  stolen 
boots.  That  was  my  first  criminal  case,  but 
I  never  met  a  thief  whose  modus  operandi 
was  not  built  on  similar  lines,  however  com- 
plicated the  details  were  made  to  appear,  and 
however  serious  the  scale  of  his  crime.  He 
was  a  lucky  sweep,  for  a  short,  sharp  sentence 
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nipped  his  romance  in  the  bud,  and  he 
became  a  commonplace,  unromantic,  happy, 
and  honest  citizen. 

Every  anarchist  criminal  believes  himself  a 
shining  figure  of  romance.  There  are  beau- 
tiful women  anarchists  (very  few  indeed),  but 
these  are  not  bomb- throwers.  It  is  a  curious 
fact  that  the  half-dozen  handsome  men  and 
women  I  have  known  in  the  anarchist  move- 
ment have  been  singularly  law-abiding.  They 
seemed  to  have  taken  in  advance  the  advice 
given  by  Edna  May  in  her  delightful  burlesque 
of  the  socialist  leader,  "  Nelly  Neil  " — namely, 

"  VVe  must  never  allow 

our  noble  ideas  to 
interfere  with  our  good 
looks." 

If  ever  one  might 
expect  to  see  romance 
in  the  criminal,  I 
should  have  found  it 
in  those  years  when 
explosions  became 
almost  an  epidemic  in 
Ix)ndon.  Every  month 
a  new  outrage  occurred, 
until  my  department 
had  organized  itself 
into  a  veritable  census 
of  anarchists,  and  we 
had  an  absolute  watch 
on  every  individual 
anarchistin  thecountry. 
Outrage  ceased  when 
the  miscreants  realized 
that  they  could  not  meet,  however  secret 
their  club,  without  one  or  two  of  us  being 
present  at  every  meeting ;  that  every  pur- 
chase of  chemicals  for  explosives  was  regis- 
tered at  Scotland  Yard  within  an  hour ; 
that  every  new  recruit  to  the  cause  and 
every  visitor  from  foreign  groups  of  anarchists 
became  immediately  aware  of  our  acquaint- 
ance with  his  personality.  It  was  an  essential 
part  of  our  plan  to  allow  the  shadowed 
recruit  to  realize  that  he  was  being  watched, 
and  we  took  pains  to  prove  by  devious  ways 
and  make  him  understand  he  could  not  evade 
us.  That  was  where  the  real  romance  came 
in,  but  it  was  the  romance  of  detection,  not 
the  romance  of  crime. 

It  has  been  the  destiny  of  Scotland  Yard 
to  shatter  at  every  turn  the  romance  of  crime 
woven  in  the  insane  mind  of  the  criminal. 
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It  would  have  appealed  to  the  romantically- 
inclined  anarchist  if  a  precious  plot  in  1884 
had  succeeded.  It  occurred  to  a  certain 
group  of  these  ruffians,  who  met  in  a  Soho 
club,  that  the  destruction  by  dynamite  of 
Nelson's  column  in  Trafalgar  Square  would 
inflame  the  imagination  of  anarchists  through- 
out the  world  and  strike  terror  to  the  people 
of  London,  especially  if  a  hundred  deaths 
occurred,  which  seemed  a  certain  accompani- 
ment to  the  destructive  scheme.  We  had 
news  of  the  intended  attempt  through  the 
instrumentality  of  spies  who  were  members  of 
the  movement.  Unfortunately,  the  plot  was 
betrayed  too  soon  owing  to  a  natural  and 
proper  desire  on  the  part  of  our  spies  to  avert 
a  catastrophe  rather  than  make  certain  the 
punishment  of  the  perpetrators.  On  May  30th, 
1884,  our  organization  was  not  in  the  perfec- 
tion which  it  was  my  good  fortune  to  assist  in 
completing  before  the  close  of  that  year.  On 
the  date  named  we  were  early  enough  in 
Trafalgar  Square  to  prevent  an  occurrence 
which  would  have  "staggered  humanity" — 
to  use  Kruger's  famous  phrase ;  but  the 
anarchists  had  already  been  on  the  spot,  and 
we  found  no  fewer  than  sixteen  cakes  of 
dynamite  attached  to  a  time -fuse  at  the 
ff^ot  of  Nelson's  lofty  column.    The  anarchist 


A  K    KOLNU    NO    FEWER    THAN    SIXTEEN    CAKES   OK    DVNA 
ri.ME-FUSK    Al    THK    hOOT   OK    NKLSON's   O 


romance  was  more  nearly  successful  than 
Londoners  generally  realize.  Even  those 
artistic  souls  who  shudder  at  the  sight  of 
that  enormous  straight  upright  pedestal  on 
which  stands,  almost  out  of  sight,  England's 
greatest  naval  hero  would  have  been  shocked 
at  so  violent  a  method  of  improvement. 

On  the  evening  of  the  same  day  an  attempt 
was  made,  with  far  greater  success,  to  destroy 
Scotland  Yard,  the  home  of  detective  activity. 
Burton  and  Cunningham,  who  were  credited 
with  this  brilliant  feat,  were  sentenced  to 
penal  servitude  for  life  for  actually  dynamiting 
the  Tower  of  London.  The  New  Scotland 
Yard,  which  has  replaced  the  gloomy,  barrack- 
like building  which  the  dynamitards  helped 
to  destroy,  is  a  more  cheerful  and  modem 
building,  with  architectural  features  of  great 
artistic  merit.  The  Tower  of  London  could 
never  have  been  replaced.  While  Scotland 
Yard  was  being  dynamited,  attempts  were 
simultaneously  being  made  on  some  West- 
end  clubs  and  private  mansions,  so  that 
it  is  safe  to  reckon  May  30th,  1884,  ^  ^^^ 
day  fixed  by  anarchist  romancers  on  which 
their  millennium  was  to  begin. 

But  what  a  squalid  romance  !  Success  at 
the  most  meant  only  a  few  innocent  citizens 
and  policemen  slaughtered,  and  a  few 
thousand  pounds 
spent  on  rebuilding, 
with  the  addition,  per- 
haps, of  some  repres- 
sive laws  being  hur- 
riedly passed,  and  the 
arrest  of  every  known 
anarchist.  As  it  hap- 
pened, however,  that 
day  marked  the  tight- 
ening of  our  schemes, 
already  well  in  hand, 
of  gazetting  every 
anarchist — a  scheme  I 
have  already  explained 
in  greater  detail  than 
I  can  do  here.  It  was 
the  scheme  which  en- 
abled me  to  run  to 
earth  Battolla,  Char- 
pentier,  Polti,  Famara, 
and  many  another 
anarchist  plotter  whose 
stories  are  familiar 
to  all  newspaper 
readers. 

I  was  witness  of 
many  ana  re  hist 
romances,  but  they 
could    more    properly 
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*  AN   ATTEMPT   WAS   MADE  TO   DESTROY  SCOTLAND   YARD. 


be  called  mostly  romances  of  detection  rather 
than  romances  of  crime.  But  occasional 
experiences  of  the  following  type  might  be 
set  against  years  of  acquaintance  with  sordid 
murders  and  squalid  criminality. 

An  Austrian  aristocrat,  banished  for  politi- 
cal offences  from  his  native  land,  had  a  most 
beautiful  daughter  who  went  with  her  father 
to  anarchist  clubs  and  meetings,  where  she 
imbibed  enough  of  their  incendiary  doctrines 
to  make  her  a  useful  advocate  and  worker  in 
the  anarchist  cause.  She  fell  in  love  with 
one  of  her  comrades — an  intelligent  workman 
of  more  than  average  good  looks.  The 
affection  was  reciprocated,  and  he  told  her  all 
the  secrets  of  the  group.  She  was  silent  as 
the  grave,  although  her  guilty  knowledge 
extended  to  more  than  one  of  those  outrages 
which  startled  Vienna  and  London  in  1894. 
There  was  nothing  in  these  things,  however, 
which  came  home  to  her  ovin  fiance,  until  one 
night  she  learnt  to  her  horror  that  he  had 
been  chosen  for  his  first  individual  act  of 
"  revenge  on  society."  This  personal  aspect 
altered  her  entire  point  of  view.  Determined 
to  save  her  "  intended,"  she  gave  us  sufficient 
information  to  enable  us  to  frustrate  the 
plot  and  to  break  up  the  gang,  some 
of  whose    members    are    still    serving   their 


time  in  prison.  The 
police  raid  on  the  club 
gave  those  menibers  who 
were  absent  (including  our 
two  friends)  a  plausible 
excuse  for  hiding  from 
their  comrades  as  well  as 
from  the  authorities.  It  is 
not  always  cowardice  which 
strips  the  romance  from  a 
contemplated  crime  when 
the  would-be  criminal  for 
the  first  time  finds  him- 
self expected  to  formulate 
the  details  by  which  he 
will  become  an  assassin. 
That  workman  and  the 
young  Austrian  have  been 
married  some  years  now, 
and  have  given  many 
proofs  of  their  regret  that 
they  were  ever  associated 
with  so  dangerous  a  band. 

The  connection  of 
Roland  de  Villiers  with 
the  anarchists  has  never 
been  absolutely  cleared 
up  yet;  but  I  have  many 
reasons  for  believing  that  he 
supplied  them  with  funds, 
and  that  his  wealth  was  freely  drawn  on  for 
anarchist  propaganda  after  being  "  earned  " 
through  extraordinary  frauds — and  worse. 
The  romance  of  this  man's  life  would  fill 
volumes,  and  I  can  only  here  raise  a  corner 
of  the  curtain.  He  has  been  described  as  a 
man  with  a  hundred  aliases,  and  more  than 
a  hundred  banking  accounts.  He  swindled 
his  shareholders  out  of  millions  before  the 
Whitaker  Wright  case  had  taught  the  public 
the  secret  of  fraudulent  "limited  companies." 
His  ingenuity  in  baffling  the  police  knew  no 
bounds.  His  palatial  residence  at  Wembley 
Park  was  honeycombed  with  secret  exits.  He 
maintained  a  staff*  of  private  detectives  for 
the  sole  purpose  of  watching  the  police 
detectives  and  guarding  his  own  safety.  His 
disguises  were  so  effectual  that  at  a  time 
when  he  was  turned  fifty  years  of  age  he 
passed  for  thirty-two,  and  made  love  to 
susceptible  rich  women,  whom  he  married, 
robbed,  and  abandoned.  He  by  no  means 
broke  the  record  in  this  direction,  as  bigamy 
was  merely  a  small  detail  in  his  life  of  crime. 
He  was  undoubtedly  guilty  of  arson  in  con- 
nection with  the  fire  insurance  scandals 
which  created  a  sensation  in  1886.  Leaving 
less  guilty  agents  behind  to  face  the  polict-, 
he  disappeared  only  to  break  out  in  a  new 
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"he   was  CHOSKN    for    his   first   individual   act  of    '  REVEN(iE  ON   SOCIETY.' 


place  where  no  one  ever  dreamt  that  the 
pious,  well-dressed  "  Winter  "  was  identical 
with  "  Mathieson,"  the  Scotsman,  whose 
arson  was  even  then  ringing  in  the  ears  of 
all.  Winter  obtained  twenty  thousand  pounds 
a  year  for  several  years,  ringing  the  changes  on 
the  owners  of  various  high-sounding  names 
who,  he  alleged,  were  directors  of  his  com- 
panies. Simultaneously  with  these  frauds  he 
was  actually  perpetrating  swindles  in  other 
parts  of  England  by  long-firm  methods.  He 
kept  an  album  of  signatures  (now  at  Scotland 
Yard)  to  assist  his  own  memory,  for  other- 
wise he  could  never  have  kept  pace  with  his 
own  aliases.  His  wife,  who  had  no  alter- 
native but  to  carry  out  his  mysterious  orders, 
believed  that  he  was  an  honest  millionaire 
carrying  on  a  secret  political  propaganda.  In 
all  innocence  she  posed  as  his  sister,  little 
knowing  that  he  was  trading  on  her  innocence, 
and  that  the  women  who,  from  time  to  time, 
were  introduced  to  her  were  being  defrauded 
heartlessly  and  cruelly  in  the  most  ignoble 
manner  a  man  can  rob  a  woman.  Her  cup 
of  bitterness,  indeed,  overflowed  at  last  when 
circumstances  betrayed  some  of  his  evil  habits 
within  her  own  circle  of  friends.  I  prefer  to 
say  little  on  this  side  of  his  character. 

I  first  sought  his  acquaintance  in  connec- 
tion with  a  number  of  anarchists  who  gathered 
at  the  Holborn  Restaurant  meetings  of  the 
Legitimation  League  in   1897.     He  dodged 


me  out  of  the 
building,  anxious 
not  to  let  me 
see  his  face ;  for 
at  that  time  we 
only  knew  him  as 
De  Villiers,  the 
anarchist  million- 
aire. 

Later  he  enter- 
tained  Lilian 
H  ar  man,  the 
famous  and 
beautiful  Ameri- 
can free-lover 
anarchist,  whose 
father,  aged 
eighty,  has  just 
been  released 
from  prison. 
His  audacity 
knew  no  bounds. 
Surrounded  by 
his  faithful  detec- 
tives he  avoided 
police,  so  that 
recognising    him. 


actual  contact  with  the 
we  had  no  chance  of 
The  first  person  to  connect  De  Villiers 
with  the  fraudulent  origin  of  his  vast 
wealth  was  a  solicitor  named  Wyatt  Digby, 
whom  this  man  was  instrumental  in  ruin- 
ing. Mr.  Digby,  in  an  unfortunate  moment, 
had  been  instructed  to  defend  a  client 
towards  whose  defence  De  Villiers  had 
contributed  some  money.  De  Villiers  was 
deeply  concerned  in  the  case,  but  the  solicitor 
recognised  his  duty  only  to  the  client  he  was 
defending,  with  the  result  that  at  the  Old 
Bailey  trial  the  prisoner  was  released  and  the 
judge  made  some  scathing  remarks  against 
the  real  culprit,  De  Villiers.  De  Villiers,  in 
revenge,  succeeded  by  a  plentiful  supply  of 
perjury  in  getting  Digby  struck  off  the  rolls. 
Digby,  in  seeking  for  evidence  against  his 
enemy,  found  a  clue  which  in  our  hands  led 
us  to  identify  De  Villiers  with  a  whole  host 
of  frauds  and  other  crimes.  He  died  within 
an  hour  of  his  sensational  arrest  in  a  secret 
passage  of  his  baronial  mansion  in  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  lived  as  Dr.  Sinclair.  Had 
he  stood  his  trial,  the  evidence  would  have 
made  the  most  famous  criminal  romance  of 
our  times.  He  was  a  Don  Juan,  Whitaker 
Wright,  and  Charles  Peace  in  one.  What 
romance  lost  by  his  death  the  world  gained 
by  being  rid  of  a  dangerous,  although 
brilliant,  scoundrel, 
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II.-Mr.  JOHN    WALSH-An  Interview. 


WO  million  pounds*  worth  of 
stolen  property  recovered  and 
three  thousand  men  arrested 
A  — among  them  many  of  the 
cleverest  and  most  desperate 
criminals  of  modern  times — 
that  is  a  record  which,  shared  between  half- 
a-dozen  detectives,  would  suffice  to  give  each 
one  of  them  a  claim  to  more  than  ordinary 
distinction.  Considered  as  the  work  of  one 
man  alone,  it  stamps  Inspector  John  Walsh, 
late  of  Scotland  Yard,  as  a  veritable 
Napoleon  of  his  profession. 

Thirty  years  of  Mr.  Walsh's  life  have  gone 
to  the  compilation   of   this   record,    in   the 
course  of  which,  incidentally,  he  has  been 
brought  face  to  face  with  death  over  a  score 
of  times.      And  now   he   has   retired   from 
official  service  to  establish 
an  international  detective 
bureau,  for,   with  all    his 
gorgeous  opportunities,  he 
has  never  "feathered  his 
own  nest." 

His  life -story  is  more 
fascinating  and  interesting 
than  any  detective  work 
of  fiction.  It  deals  with 
thrilling  adventures  and 
hairbreadth  escapes,  and 
captures  of  world-famous 
criminals.  It  brings  one 
in  contact  with  Royalty — 

with     the     Sovereign    of  

nearly    every     nation     in 

Europe.       It    takes    one 

scurrying  over   the  world 

in     pursuit    of     murderers,     counterfeiters, 

forgers,  dynamiters,  and  anarchists. 

Mr.  Walsh  is  a  big  man.  He  stands  six 
feet  two  inches  and  tips  the  scales  at  two 
hundred  and  twenty-five  pounds.  He  is  an 
Irishman  by  birth,  with  the  typical  Irishman's 
love  of  fighting,  for,  as  he  told  of  his  "  scraps  " 
with  criminals,  one  could  not  help  perceiving 
that  he  rather  enjoyed  these  contests.  His 
eyes  are  small  and  have  the  quick,  all- 
embracing  glance  of  the  highly-trained  stalker 
of  criminals.  His  shoulders,  slightly  stooped, 
suggest  great  physical  strength.  Hands  that 
are  large  and  muscular  and  wrists  that  are 
square  bear  out  this  impression.  Altogether 
he  is  a  formidable  figure. 

By  way  of  drawing  Mr.  Walsh  out,  the  well- 
known  fact  was  mentioned  that  Sherlock 
liolmes  had  very  little  respect  for  Scotland 
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Yard  and  its  methods.     Mr.  Walsh  smiled 
broadly,  as  he  said  : — 

"  I  have  very  great  admiration  for  Sir 
Arthur  Conan  Doyle.  He  has  a  wonderful 
imagination,  but  it  is  foolish  to  compare  his 
creation,  Sherlock  Holmes,  with  the  detective 
of  to  day.  Everybody  must  know  that 
Holmes's  keys  are  made  to  fit  his  own  locks. 
Put  Mr.  Holmes  and  his  methods  in  real  life, 
pitted  against  a  Scotland  Yard  man,  and,  to 
use  a  racing  term,  he  would  not  be  one,  two, 
three." 

Mr.  Walsh  is  probably  the  most  famous 
protector  of  Royalty  in  the  world.    He  is  the 
favourite  of  kings,  of  queens,  and  princes. 
Immediately  upon  their  landing  in  England, 
for  many  years  past,  it  has  been  the  practice 
of  the  British   authorities  to  deliver  Royal 
visitors  into    the   care   of 
Inspector  Walsh.  It  speaks 
volumes  for  the  thorough- 
ness of  his  work  that  harm 
has  never  befallen  a  Royal 
person  upon  whom  he  was 
in  attendance. 

So  highly  is  he  esteemed 
by  Royalties  that  the 
decorations  he  has  received 
from  them  would  cover  his 
own  unusually  broad  chest. 
He  is  a  member  of  the 
Order  of  Christ  of  Portu- 
gal, a  gift  of  the  King  of 

that  country ;  a  Chevalier 

of  the  Order  of  Isabel  the 
Catholic,  one  of  the 
highest  honours  at  the 
disposal  of  the  King  of  Spain ;  and  a 
member  of  the  Order  of  Merit  of  Greece, 
a  present  from  the  King  of  Greece.  Among 
his  gifts  from  Royalty  are  a  valuable 
pin  from  the  German  Emperor,  a  pin  and 
studs  from  the  Czar  of  Russia,  a  gold  watch 
and  chain  from  the  King  of  Italy,  sleeve- 
links  carrying  the  Royal  monogram  and  a 
cheque  for  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
from  the  King  of  Portugal,  a  gold  watch 
from  the  Prince  of  Bulgaria,  a  diamond  and 
emerald  pin  carr5nng  the  Royal  initials  and 
crown  from  the  King  of  Spain,  a  pin  from 
the  Queen  of  Spain,  sleeve-links  from  the 
latter's  mother,  Princess  Henry  of  Batten- 
berg,  numerous  presents  from  the  late 
Queen  Victoria,  and  a  gold  watch  and 
chain  from  the  Dowager  Empress  of  Russia. 
Upon  all    these   Royal    personages   he   has 
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been    in    attendance    during    their    various 
travels  in  this  country. 

"  Royalties,  and  especially  reignini;  Sove- 
reigns,   are     in     receipt     of    hundreds     of 
threatening   letters    every    week,"   said    Mr. 
Walsh.     "  Little  or  no  attention  is  paid  to 
the  great  majority  of  them.     The  late  Queen 
Victoria  received  a  very  great  many,  but  I 
know  that  she  was  in  no  fear  of  assassination. 
I   remember   arresting  one   man  who  wrote 
threatening  to  shoot  her  at 
the  first  opportunity.     This 
man  had  been  in  an  insane 
asylum  for  seven  years  after 
shooting  a  man,  and  one  day 
got  away  from  his  attendants. 
I  traced  him  from  a  descrip- 
tion   and     his    letter,    and 
landed  him   in    the   asylum 
again.     I    believe    that    he 
really  intended  to  shoot  the 
Queen. 

"  Royalty  is  not  guarded 
so  strongly  as  is  the  common 
belief.  Usually  two  men  are 
assigned,  except  in  special 
cases.  For  instance,  when 
the  Czar  of  Russia  visited 
England,  all  the  available 
men  at  Scotland  Yard  were 
sent  out  to  be  in  personal 
attendance  upon  him.  His 
guard  consisted  of  ten  de- 
tectives in  addition  to  his 
personal  stafif. 

"  I  have  been  in  many  tight  places,  but  I 
think  the  adventure  that  brought  my  life  into 
most  peril  was  the  arrest  of  a  gang  of  safe- 
breakers  in  the  old  Seven  Dials,  in  the  early 
days  of  my  career.  I  was  attached  to  the 
Bow  Street  station.  The  Seven  Dials,  in 
those  days,  was  one  of  the  worst  places  for 
criminals  in  the  world,  if  not  the  very  worst. 
Every  type  of  crook  sought  refuge  there. 

"  One  of  the  worst  gangs  of  this  district 
included,  among  others,  probably  the  most 
desperate  safe-breakers  in  the  history  of 
crime,  *  Blinkey  Tim  '  Davey,  and  his  partner, 
Morrison.  The  gang  had  committed  a  series 
of  bold  and  successful  robberies  in  the  North 
of  England,  and  had  come  to  the  Seven  Dials 
to  enjoy  the  proceeds.  I  noticed  Davey  at 
a  race  meeting,  very  flashly  dressed  and  with 
plenty  of  money.  I  was  known  to  him,  so 
I  put  another  man  on  to  him,  and  he  was 
followed  to  a  house  at  King's  Cross.  Subse- 
quent watching  showed  that  the  men  entered 
the  house  only  from  the  rear,  the  front  being 
perfectly  dark. 
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"  We  finally  decided  upon  a  raid,  and  three 
of  us  repaired  to  the  house  one  night  after 
Davey  had  been  followed  there.  One  man 
remained  on  the  outside,  while  another  man 
and  I  let  ourselves  in  by  a  false  key.  As  we 
entered  we  ran  plump  into  Davey  and  four 
other  men.  Davey  seemed  to  be  the  only 
one  armed,  and  his  revolver  stared  me  right 
in  the  face. 

"  *  Put  your  handcuffs   on   the   floor,'   he 
said,  *or  you're  dead  men.' 

"  I  saw  there  was  no  good 
delaying  matters,  so,  making 
a  bluff  to  obey,  I  jumped  at 
Davey,  and  before  he  could 
pull  the  trigger  knocked  the 
revolver  from  his  hand,  and 
in  a  moment  was  rolling  on 
the  floor  with  him.  My  com- 
panion grabbed  the  gun  and 
held  the  other  four  men  at 
bay.  I  broke  two  of  Davey's 
ribs  in  the  fight,  and  we 
finally  handcuffed  the  men 
and  took  them  to  the  station. 
"  Davey  was  eventually 
identified  as  the  man  who, 
during  a  burglary  in  Bir- 
mingham, shot  twice  at  a 
man  and  wounded  him  in 
the  shoulder.  He  and  one 
other  of  the  gang  got  fifteen 
years,  another  ten,  and  a 
fourth  seven.  Jerry  Schriven, 
the  remaining  member,  was 
turned  over  to  the  Liverpool  police,  who  had 
something  against  him. 

"  What  do  I  consider  my  best  job  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Walsh,  in  answer  to  a  question.  **It 
is  hard  to  say,  but  perhaps  the  arrest  of  the 
Russian  rouble-note  counterfeiters  deserves 
that  distinction.  Thousands  of  these  notes 
were  put  in  circulation  on  the  Continent  by 
a  gang  composed  of  Russians  and  Poles  to 
the  number  of  ten,  living  in  Paris,  Berlin, 
Vienna,  and  Amsterdam.  So  very  clever 
were  they  that  they  successfully  defied 
detection  for  many  months.  The  leaders  of 
this  gang  had  been  in  the  United  States, 
Posinoski  having  *  done  time '  in  New  York 
and  Dempski  having  had  the  same  experienco 
in  Chicago. 

"  Eventually  finding  things  pretty  hot  for 
them  on  the  Continent,  the  gang  came  here, 
but  made  frequent  trips  between  London  and 
the  big  cities  across  the  Channel.  'I'hey  did 
not  attempt  to  pass  any  of  their  fake  money 
here,  however,  and  I  stumbled  on  them 
quite  by  accident.     I  was  at  the  Alexandra 
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Park  races  one  day,  when  a  well-known  crook 
whom  I  knew  came  up  to  me,  and,  handing 
me  what  was  apparently  a  Russian  note, 
asked  me  if  it  was  any  good.  It  seems  that 
he  had  got  it  from  a  young  Russian  girl,  who 
had  in  turn  received  it  from  a  Russian  whom 
she  had  never  seen  before.  I  brought  it  to 
the  City,  found  that  it  was  one  of  the  now 
famous  rouble-notes  with  which  the  Con- 
tinent was  being  flooded,  and  the  quest  for 
the  counterfeiters  was  begun. 

"  I  got  in  touch  with  the  girl,  and  for  days 
upon  days  was  with  her.  My  patience  was 
finally  rewarded  when  she  pointed  out  the 
man  who  had  given  her  the  note.  I  followed 
the  man  to  Kensington,  and  from  that  time 
on  the  house  and  its  occupants  were  never 
unwatched.  VVe  picked  the  whole  ten  men 
up,  one  at  a  time,  and  followed  them  all 
over  the  Conti- 
nent.     Finally      y  ^ 

we  had  enough 
evidence  against 
them  to  con- 
vict, and  de- 
cided upon  a  raid 
of  the  Kensing- 
ton house.  Two 
of  Ihe  gang  were 
in  Europe,  but 
on  the  night  we 
entered  eight  of 
the  men  were  in 
the  house.  VV^e 
had  previously 
got  a  man  in 
touch  with  the 
gang,  and,  un- 
known to  them, 
had  obtained  im- 
pressions of  the 
keys  to  the  front 
and  back  doors 
of  the  house. 

"Now,  to  un- 
derstand    just 
what    happened, 
I  must  go  ahead 
of  my  story  and 
tell  you  that  the 
gang  had    pre- 
pared   against  a 
raid  in  the  follow- 
ing way.     Instead  of  hiring  only  one  house, 
as  we  thought,  they  had  hired  as  well  the  two 
houses  above  them  on  the  street.     They  had 
cut   connecting    doors    between    the    three 
houses,     but    these    were    blind   doors   and 
could  not  be  seen  very  easily.     They  figured 
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on  going   through  to  the  third    house   and 
thence  to  the  street. 

"  Six  of  us  entered  the  house,  leaving  some 
men  at  the  front  and  back  in  case  of  an 
escape.  The  gang  heard  us  and,  taking  the 
alarm,  passed  through  the  blind  doors  to  the 
third  house.  We  thought  they  had  gone 
upstairs,  and  were  about  to  ascend  when,  in 
the  rush,  I  fell  against  the  blind  door  and  it 
gave  way. 

"  *  Halloa  !  what's  this  ? '  says  I,  and 
while  three  of  the  men  went  upstairs  three 
went  through  the  blind  door  into  the  next 
house. 

**  In  the  meantime  the  gang  had  attempted 
to  leave  by  the  front  door  of  the  third  house, 
and  had  been  discovered  by  our  men 
waiting  on  the  outside.  The  alarm  was  given 
and  we   all   filed   into   the   street.     We  got 

five  of  the  gang, 

._ —       _        _      but       Posinoski, 

,      Dempski,  and  a 

<      fellow     named 

Leveshon  refused 

to    come    out. 

The  men  we  had 

captured  said  all 

three  were  heavily 

armed    and   had 

sworn  not  to  be 

taken  alive. 

"  We  were  at 
a  loss  how  to  get 
at  the  men,  as 
we  were  not 
anxious  to  lose 
our  lives,  until  I 
hit  on  a  novel 
scheme.  Three 
of  us  went  into 
the  middle  house 
and  posted  our- 
selves by  the 
blind  door  lead- 
ing into  the  house 
where  the  three 
men  were  hiding. 
Then  the  fire 
brigade  wa  s 
called  out  and  a 
stream  of  water 
played  on  the 
house.  It  was  not 
long  before  the  three  men  emerged  through  the 
blind  door,  and  were  promptly  captured." 

Inspector  Walsh's  arrest  of  Fran9ois,  a 
famous  French  anarchist,  was  one  of  the 
most  sensational  in  the  history  of  crime.  In 
this  arrest  he  was  assisted  by  three  men  from 
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Scotland  Yard,  including  Superintendent 
Melville.  Francois  and  another  man  named 
Mennier  were  suspected  of  dynamiting  a 
caf^  in  Paris,  and  had  escaped  to  England. 
They  were  desperate  men,  and  Francois  had 
sworn  never  to  be  captured  alive.  In  telling 
of  the  arrest,  Mr.  Walsh  said  that  a  delay  of 
a  few  moments  undoubtedly  saved  his  life, 
as  well  as  that  of  another  inspector. 

"  Francois,"  he  said,  "  had  taken  a  floor  of 
a  house  at  Poplar,  and  four  of  us  went  down 
there.  We  did  not  want  to  approach  the 
house  openly,  and,  as  luck  would  have  it, 
while  we  were  discussing  plans  the  tenant  of 
the  house  came  out.  I  got  into  conversation 
with  him,  and  finally  took  him  into  the  public- 
house  in  the  comer.  He  told  me  that 
Francois  was  a  very  peculiar  man,  that  every 
time  anybody  knocked  at  the  street  door  he 
looked  out  of  the  window,  and  that  he  had 
taken  the  carpet  off  the  stairs  so  that  no  one 
could  go  up  quietly  to  his  rooms.  It  was 
evident  that  we  were  going  to  have  trouble, 
and  it  was  finally  decided  that  Mclntyre  and 
I  should  go  up  and  that  Melville  and  the 
other  man  should  remain  below. 

"  *  One  more  drink,'  said  Mclntyre  to  me. 
*  You  know  it  may  be  our  last,  John.'  We 
had  the  drink  and  it  undoubtedly  saved  our 
lives,  for,  while  we  delayed,  Fran9ois  took 
one  of  his  very  few  excursions  from  his 
rooms.  He  passed  us  just  as  we  emerged 
from  the  public-house,  with  an  oil-can  in 
his  hand.  We  let  him  pass,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  returned.  As  he  passed  us  I 
spoke  to  him  by  name,  and  he  replied.  I 
then  grabbed  him  and  we  rolled  in  the 
gutter.  He  was  a  small  man,  but  a  perfect 
Samson  in  strength.  It  took  all  four  of  us 
to  get  the  handcuffs  on  him,  and  to  make 
matters  worse  the  crowd  that  had  gathered 
sided  with  him.  There  was  danger  of  inter- 
ference until  I  yelled,  *  Don't  meddle.  He's 
Jack  the  Ripper.'  Then  we  had  all  we  could 
do  to  prevent  a  lynching. 

"  How  very  near  we  were  to  death  we  did 
not  realize  until  we  made  a  visit  to  Francois's 
room.  The  door  was  screwed, down  so  that 
it  opened  but  a  foot — ^just  wide  enough  to 
admit  one  man  at  a  time.  On  a  table  facing 
the  door  was  a  fully-loaded  revolver  and 
fifteen  cartridges.  Francois  told  me  that  he 
was  prepared  to  shoot  us  one  at  a  time  as 
we  came  into  his  room,  and  then  make  his 
escape  through  the  rear  window. 

"  Another  case  in  which  I  had  a  very 
narrow  escape  was  the  arrest  of  one  Dempsey, 
who  was  wanted  for  highway  robbery.  He 
held  up  a  man,  robbed  him  of  fifty  pounds 


and  a  watch  and  chain,  and  left  him  in  such 
a  condition  that  his  life  was  despaired  of  for 
some  time  afterwards.  I  located  Dempsey 
in  a  house  in  Queen  Street,  Seven  Dials,  and 
decided  to  arrest  him  there.  He  got  the  tip 
from  someone  and  was  prepared.  Two  of 
his  pals  stationed  themselves  on  the  roof  of 
the  house  adjoining  his,  and,  as  I  passed 
below,  let  a  coping  weighing  about  ihree 
hundred  pounds  come  down.  It  missed  me 
by  a  couple  of  inches,  and  a  flying  piece  broke 
the  leg  of  a  man  at  my  side.  I  did  not  get 
Dempsey  that  day,  but  I  did  eventually,  and 
saw  him  sent  away  for  ten  years." 

Inspector  Walsh  joined  the  Metropolitan 
Police  force  in  1878,  and  was  immediately 
attached  to  the  Bow  Street  station.  Here  he 
early  won  his  spurs  by  his  work  in  breaking 
up  the  famous  "  Forty  Thieves "  and  other 
criminal  organizations.  So  rapid  was  his 
advance  that  in  six  months  he  was  made  a 
detective,  and  in  1883  he  was  transferred  to 
Scotland  Yard. 

During  his  thirty  years  in  the  force  the 
aggregate  amount  which  he  has  recovered 
in  money,  precious  stones,  plate,  and 
property  does  not  fall  short  of  two  millions. 

"  I  always  had  an  aptitude  for  detective 
work,"  said  Mr.  Wa:lsh,  "and  I  joined  the 
force  with  that  end  in  view.  Even  as  a  boy 
I  was  intensely  interested  in  the  solution  of 
crime  problems,  and  read  a  great  deal  of 
literature  dealing  with  them." 

Asked  for  an  estimate  of  Scotland  Yard, 
Mr.  Walsh  said : — 

"  I  have  travelled  in  almost  every  country 
in  the  world,  and  am  pretty  well  informed 
concerning  their  police  systems.  Scotland 
Yard  is  undoubtedly  the  best  in  the  world. 
I  believe  it  is  as  near  perfect  as  such  an 
organization  can  be." 

Referring  to  unsolved  mysteries  which 
had  recently  occurred  in  London,  noticeably 
the  famous  "  studio  murder  "  and  the  "  Mers- 
tham  Tunnel  murder,"  Mr.  Walsh  was  asked 
if  he  thought  Scotland  Yard  was  as  good  as 
it  used  to  be. 

"  Better,"  said  he,  "  much  better  than  it 
ever  was  before.  You  must  know  that  there 
are  cases  here  where  it  is  not  convenient  for 
Scotland  Yard  to  take  the  public  into  its 
confidence.  I  cannot  tell  you  the  inside 
facts,  but  I  can  say  that  Scotland  Yard  was 
pretty  well  satisfied  with  its  investigation  of 
these  cases.  Nowadays  you  don't  hear  of 
any  big  hauls  being  made  by  burglars  or 
highwaymen,  the  race  tracks  were  never 
cleaner  or  safer,  and  crime  is  steadily  on  the 
decrease." 
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R.  DOWSON  sat  by  the 
kitchen  fire  smoking  and  turn- 
ing a  docile  and  well-trained 
ear  to  the  heated  words  which 
fell  from  his  wife's  lips. 

"  She'll  go  and  do  the  same 
as  her  sister  Jenny  done,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson, 
with  a  side  glance  at  her  daughter  Flora ; 
"  marry  a  man  and  then  'ave  to  work  and 
slave  herself  to  skin  and  bone  to  keep  him." 
"  I  see  Jenny  yesterday,"  said  her  husband, 
nodding.     "Getting  quite  fat,  she  is." 

"  That's  right,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson,  violently, 
"  that's  right !  The  moment  I  say  something 
you  go  and  try  and  upset  it." 

**  Un'ealthy  fat,  p'r'aps,"  said  Mr.  Dowson, 
considering;  "don't  get  enough  exercise,  I 
s'pose." 

"Anybody  who  didn't  know  you,  Joe 
Dowson,"  said  his  wife,  fiercely,  "would 
think  you  was  doing  it  a-purpose." 

"  Doing  wot  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Dowson, 
removing  his  pipe  and  regarding  her  open- 
mouthed.     "  I  only  said " 
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"  I  know  what  you  said,"  retorted  his  wife. 
"  Here  I  do  my  best  from  morning  to  night 
to  make  everybody  'appy  and  comfortable ; 
and  what  happens  ?  " 

"Nothing,"  said  the  sympathetic  Mr. 
Dowson,  shaking  his  head.     "  Nothing." 

"Anyway,  Jenny  ain't  married  a  fool," 
said  Mrs.  Dowson,  hotly;  "she's  got  that 
consolation." 

"  That's  right,  mother,"  said  the  innocent 
Mr.  Dowson,  "  look  on  the  bright  side  o' 
things  a  bit.  If  Jenny  'ad  married  a  better 
chap  I  don't  suppose  we  should  see  half  as 
much  of  her  as  wot  we  do." 

"  I'm  talking  of  Flora,"  said  his  wife, 
restraining  herself  by  an  effort.  "One 
unfortunate  marriage  in  the  family  is 
enough ;  and  here,  instead  o'  walking  out 
with  young  Ben  Lippet,  who'll  be  'is  own 
master  when  his  father  dies,  she's  gadding 
about  with  that  good  -  for  -  nothing  Charlie 
Foss." 

Mr.  Dowson  shook  his  head.  "  He's  so 
good-looking,    is  Charlie,"  he    said,   slowly ; 
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"that's  the  worst  of  it.  Wot  with  'is  dark 
eyes  and  his  curly  'air " 

"  Go  on !"  said  his  wife,  bitterly,  "  go  on ! " 

Mr.  Dowson,  dimly  conscious  that  some- 
thing was  wrong,  stopped  and  puffed  hard  at 
his  pipe.  Through  the  cover  of  the  smoke 
he  bestowed  a  sympathetic  wink  upon  his 
daughter. 

"You  needn't  go  on  too  fast,"  said  the 
latter,  turning  to  her  mother.  "  I  haven't 
made  up  my  mind  yet.  Charlie's  looks 
are  all  right,  but  he  ain't  over  and  above 
steady,  and  Ben  is  steady,  but  he  ain't  much 
to  look  at." 

"  What  does  your  'art  say  ?  "  inquired  the 
sentimental  Mr.  Dowson. 

Neither  lady  took  the  slightest  notice. 

"  Charlie  Foss  is  too  larky,"  said  Mrs. 
Dowson,  solemnly ;  "  it's  easy  come  and  easy 
go  with  'im.  He's  just  such  another  as  your 
father's  cousin  Bill — and  look  what  'appened 
to  him!" 

Miss  Dowson  shrugged  her  shoulders  and, 
subsiding  in  her  chair,  went  on  with  her  book, 
until  a  loud  knock  at  the  door  and  a  cheerful 
but  peculiarly  shrill  whistle  sounded  outside. 

"There  is  my  lord,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Dowson,  waspishly ;  "  anybody  might  think 
the  'ouse  belonged  to  him.  And  now  he's 
dancing  on  my  clean  door-step." 

"  Might  be  only  knocking  the  mud  off 
afore  coming  in,"  said  Mr.  Dowson,  as  he 
rose  to  open  the  door.  "  I've  noticed  he's 
very  careful." 

"  I  just  came  in  to  tell  you  a  joke,"  said 
Mr.  Foss,  as  he  followed  his  host  into  the 
kitchen  and  gazed  tenderly  at  Miss  Dowson — 
"  best  joke  I  ever  had  in  my  life ;  I've  'ad 
my  fortune  told — guess  what  it  was  I  I've 
been  laughing  to  myself  ever  since." 

"  Who  told  it  ? "  inquired  Mrs.  Dowson, 
after  a  somewhat  awkward  silence. 

"  Old  gipsy  woman  in  Peter  Street,"  replied 
Mr.  Foss.  "  I  gave  'er  a  wrong  name  and 
address,  just  in  case  she  might  ha'  heard 
about  me,  and  she  did  make  a  mess  of  it ; 
upon  my  word  she  did." 

"  Wot  did  she  say  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Dowson. 

Mr.  Foss  laughed.  "  Said  I  was  a  wrong 
'un,"  he  said,  cheerfully,  "  and  should  bring 
my  mother's  grey  hairs  to  the  grave  with 
sorrow.  I'm  to  'ave  bad  companions  and 
take  to  drink  ;  I'm  to  steal  money  to  gamble 
with,  and  after  all  that  I'm  to  'ave  five  years 
for  bigamy.  I  told  her  I  was  disappointed  I 
wasn't  to  be  hung,  and  she  said  it  would  be 
a  disappointment  to  a  lot  of  other  people 
too.  Laugh !  I  thought  I  should  'ave 
killed  myself." 


"I  don't  see  nothing  to  laugh  at,"  said 
Mrs.  Dowson,  coldly. 

"  I  shouldn't  tell  anybody  else,  Charlie," 
said  her  husband.  "Keep  it  a  secret,  my 
boy." 

"But  you — you  don't  believe  it?"  stam- 
mered the  crestfallen  Mr.  Foss. 

Mrs.  Dowson  cast  a  stealthy  glance  at  her 
daughter.  "  It's  wonderful  'ow  some  o'  those 
fortune-tellers  can  see  into  the  future,"  she 
said,  shaking  her  head. 

"  Ah ! "  said  her  husband,  with  a  con- 
firmatory nod.  "  Wonderful  is  no  name  for 
it  I  'ad  my  fortune  told  once  when  I  was  a 
boy,  and  she  told  me  I  should  marry  the 
prettiest,  and  the  nicest,  and  the  sweetest- 
tempered  gal  in  Poplar." 

Mr.  Foss,  with  a  triumphant  smile,  barely 

waited  for  him  to  finish.     "  There  you " 

he  began,  and  stopped  suddenly. 

"What  was  you  about  to  remark,"  inquired 
Mrs.  Dowson,  icily. 

"  I  was  going  to  say,"  replied  Mr.  Foss — 
"  I  was  going  to  say — I  'ad  just  got  it  on  the 
tip  o'  my  tongue  to  say,  *  There  you — you — 
you  'ad  all  the  luck,  Mr.  Dowson.' " 

He  edged  his  chair  a  little  nearer  to 
Flora;  but  there  was  a  chilliness  in  the 
atmosphere  against  which  his  high  spirits 
strove  in  vain.  Mr.  Dowson  remembered 
other  predictions  which  had  come  true, 
notably  the  case  of  one  man  who,  learning 
that  he  was  to  come  in  for  a  legacy,  gave  up 
a  two-pound-a-week  job,  and  did  actually 
come  in  for  twenty  pounds  and  a  bird-cage 
seven  years  afterwards. 

"It's  all  nonsense,"  protested  Mr.  Foss; 
"  she  only  said  all  that  because  I  made  fun 
of  her.  You  don't  believe  it,  do  you, 
Flora?" 

"  I  don't  see  anything  to  laugh  at,"  returned 
Miss  Dowson.  "  Fancy  five  years  for  bigamy  ! 
Fancy  the  disgrace  of  it ! " 

"  But  you're  talking  as  if  I  was  going  to  do 
it,"  objected  Mr.  Foss.  "I  wish  you'd  go 
and  'ave  your  fortune  told.  Go  and  see  what 
she  says  about  you,  P'r'aps  you  won't  believe 
so  much  in  fortune-telling  afterwards." 

Mrs.  Dowson  looked  up  quickly,  and  then, 
lowering  her  eyes,  took  her  hand  out  of  the 
stocking  she  had  been  darning  and,  placing 
it  beside  its  companion,  rolled  the  pair  into  a 
ball. 

"  You  go  round  to-morrow  night.  Flora," 
she  said,  deliberately.  "  It  sha'n't  be  said  a 
daughter  of  mine  was  afraid  to  hear  the 
truth  about  herself;  father'll  find  the 
money." 

"  And  she  can  say  what  she  likes  about 
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you,  but  I  sha'n't  believe  it,"  said  Mr.  Foss, 
reproachfully. 

"  I  don't  suppose  it'll  be  anything  to  be 
ashamed  of,"  said  Miss  Dowson,  sharply. 

Mr.  Foss  bade  them  good  night  suddenly, 
and,  finding  himself  accompanied  to  the  door 
by  Mr.  Dowson,  gave  way  to  gloom.  He 
stood  for  so  long  with  one  foot  on  the  step 
and  the  other  on  the  mat  that  Mr.  Dowson, 
who  disliked  draughts,  got  impatient. 

"You'll  catch 
cold,  Charlie," 
he  said  at  last. 

"That's  what 
I'm  trying  to 
do,"  said  Mr. 
Foss;  "my 
death  o'  cold. 
Then  I  sha'n't 
get  five  years 
for  bigamy,"  he 
added,  bitterly. 

"Cheer  up," 
said  Mr.  Dow- 
son ;  "  ^v^  years 
ain't  much  out 
of  a  lifetime  ; 
and  you  can't 
expect  to  'ave 
your  fun  with- 
out  " 

He  watched 
the  retreating 
figure  of  Mr. 
Fo  s  s  as  it 
stamped  its  way 
down  the  street, 
and  closing  the 
door  returned 
to  the  kitchen 
to  discuss  palm- 
istry and  other 
sciences  until 
bedtime. 

Mrs.  Dowson 
saw  husband 
and  daughter  off  to  work  in  the  morning, 
and  after  washing-up  the  breakfast  things 
drew  her  chair  up  to  the  kitchen  fire  and 
became  absorbed  in  memories  of  the  past. 
All  the  leading  incidents  in  Flora's  career 
passed  in  review  before  her.  Measles,  whoop- 
ing-cough, school- prizes,  and  other  things 
peculiar  to  the  age  of  innocence  were  all 
there.  In  her  enthusiasm  she  nearly  gave 
her  a  sprained  ankle  which  had  belonged  to 
her  sister.  Still  shaking  her  head  over  her 
mistake,  she  drew  Flora's  latest  portrait  care- 
fully from  its  place  in  the  album,  and  putting 


•  '  CHEER    UP,'   SAID   MR.    DOWSON  ;   *  KIVF.  YEARS  AIN'T   MUCH   OUT  OF 
A   LIFETIME.'" 


on  her  hat  and  jacket  went  round  to  make 
a  call  in  Peter  Street. 

By  the  time  Flora  returned    home   Mrs. 
Dowson    appeared    to    have    forgotten    the 
arrangements    made    the   night  before,  and, 
being    reminded    by    her     daughter,    ques- 
tioned  whether  any    good    could   come  of 
attempts  to  peer  into  the  ftiture.     Mr.  Dow- 
son    was     still     more     emphatic,     but     his 
objections,  being  recognised  by  both  ladies 
as     trouser  -  pocket 
nes,     carried     no 
eight.      It   ended 
1  Flora  going  off 
ith   half  a  crown 
1    her    glove    and 
n   urgent    request 
om  her  father  to 
lake  it  as  difficult 
5  possible  for  the 
byl    by  giving    a 
ilse    name    and 
ddress. 

No     name     was 
5ked  for,  however, 
5     Miss    Dowson 
as  shown  into  the 
ntidy    little    back 
Dom   on    the  first 
oor,  in  which  the 
3rceress  ate,  slept, 
and     received 
visitors.     She 
rose     from     an 
old     rocking- 
chair    as    the 
visitor    entered, 
and,     regarding 
her  with  a  pair 
of  beady   black 
eyes,    bade    her 
sit  down. 

"Are  you 
the  fortune- 
teller?" inquired 
the  girl. 

"  Men  call  me  so,"  was  the  reply. 
"  Yes,    but    are    you  ? "     persisted    Miss 
Dowson,  who  inherited  her  father's  fondness 
for  half-crowns. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  other,  in  a  more  natural 
voice. 

She  took  the  girl's  left  hand,  and  pouring 
a  little  dark  liquid  into  the  palm  gazed  at  it 
intently.  "  Left  for  the  past ;  right  for  the 
future,"  she  said,  in  a  deep  voice. 

She  muttered  some  strange  words  and  bent 
her  head  lower  over  the  girl's  hand. 

"I  see  a  fair-haired  infant,"  she  said,  slowly; 
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"I  see  a  little  girl  of  four  racked  with 
the  whooping-cough ;  I  see  her  later,  eight 
she  appears  to  be.  She  is  in  bed  with 
measles." 

Miss  Dowson  stared  at  her  open-mouthed. 

"  She  goes  away  to  the  seaside  to  get 
strong,"  continued  the  sorceress ;  "  she  is 
paddling  ;  she  falls  into  the  water  and 
spoils  her  frock;  her  mother " 

"  Never  mind  about  that,"  interrupted  the 
staring  Miss  Dowson,  hastily.  "  I  was  only 
eight  at  the  time  and  mother  always  was 
ready  with  her  hands." 

"  People  on  the  beach  smile,"  resumed  the 
other.     "They " 

"  It  don't  take  much  to  make  some  people 
laugh,"  said  Miss  Dowson,  with  bitterness. 

"  At  fourteen  she  and  a  boy  next  door  but 
seven  both  have  the  mumps." 

"And  why  not  ?  "  demanded  Miss  Dowson, 
with  great  warmth.     "  Why  not  ?  " 


I  see  her  apprenticed  to  a  dressmaker.  I  see 
her " 

The  voice  went  on  monotonously,  and 
Flora,  gasping  with  astonishment,  listened  to 
a  long  recital  of  the  remaining  interesting 
points  in  her  career. 

"That  brings  us  to  the  present,"  said  the 
soothsayer,  dropping  her  hand.  "Now  for 
the  future." 

She  took  the  girl's  other  hand  and  poured 
some  of  the  liquid  into  it.  Miss  Dowson 
shrank  back. 

"If  ifs  anything  dreadful,"  she  said, 
quickly,  "I  don't  want  to  hear  it.  It — it 
ain't  natural." 

"I  can  warn  you  of  dangers  to  keep 
clear  of,"  said  the  other,  detaining  her 
hand.  "  I  can  let  you  peep  into  the  future 
and  see  what  to  do  and  what  to  avoid. 
Ah  ! " 

She  bent  over  the  girl's  hand  again  and 
uttered   little   ejaculations    of    surprise  and 


'  1   SUE  A   DARK   YOUMG  MAN   AND  A   FAIR  YOUNG  MAN.      THBY  WILL  BOTH   INFLUENCE  YOUR   LIFE. 


"  I'm  only  reading  what  I  see  in  your  hand," 
said  the  other.  "At  fifteen  I  see  her  knocked 
down  by  a  boat-swing ;  a  boy  from  opposite 
brings  her  home." 

"Passing  at  the  time,"  murmured  Miss 
Dowson. 

"  His  head  is  done  up  with  sticking-plaster. 


"  I  see  you  moving  in  gay  scenes  sur- 
rounded by  happy  faces,"  she  said,  slowly. 
"You  are  much  sought  after.  Handsome 
presents  and  fine  clothes  are  showered  upon 
you.  You  will  cross  the  sea.  I  see  a  dark 
young  man  and  a  fair  young  man.  They  will 
both  influence  your  life.     The  fair  young  man 
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works  in  his  father's  shop.     He  will  have 
great  riches." 

"What  about  the  other?"  inquired  Miss 
Dowson,  after  a  somewhat  lengthy  pause. 

The  fortune-teller  shook  her  head.  "  He  is 
his  own  worst  enemy,"  she  said,  "  and  he  will 
drag  down  those  he  loves  with  him.  You  are 
going  to  marry  one  of  them,  but  I  can't  see 
clear — I  can't  see  which." 

"  Look  again,"  said  the  trembling  Flora. 

"  I  can't  see,"  was  the  reply,  "  therefore  it 
isn't  meant  for  me  to  see.  It's  for  you  to 
choose.  I  can 
see  them  now  as 
plain  as  I  can  see 
you.  You  are  all 
three  standing 
where  two  roads 
meet  The  fair 
young  man  is 
beckoning  to  you 
and  pointing  to  a 
big  house  and  a 
motor-car  and  a 
yacht" 

''And  the 
other?"  said  the 
surprised  Miss 
Dowson. 

'•He's  in 
knickerbockers," 
said  the  other, 
doubtfully. 
"  What  does  that 
mean?  Ah,  I 
see !  The/ve  got 
the  broad  arrow 
on  them,  and  he 
is  pointing  to  a 
jail.  It's  all  gone 
—  I  can  see  no 
more."  ,  __ 

She  dropped 
the  girl's  hand 
and,  drawing  her 
hand  across  her  eyes,  sank  back  into  her  chair. 
Miss  Dowson,  with  trembhng  fingers,  dropped 
the  half-crown  into  her  lap  and,  with  her  head 
in  a  whirl,  made  her  way  downstairs. 

After  such  marvels  the  streets  seemed 
oddly  commonplace  as  she  walked  swiftly 
home.  She  decided  as  she  went  to  keep  her 
knowledge  to  herself,  but  inclination  on  the 
one  hand  and  Mrs.  Dowson  on  the  other 
got  the  better  of  her  resolution.  With  the 
exception  of  a  few  things  in  her  past,  already 
known  and  therefore  not  worth  dwelling 
upon,  the  whole  of  the  interview  was 
disclosed. 


MK.    FOSS   FOUND  MR.    LIPPBT 
USED  TO 


"  It  fair  takes  your  breath  away,"  declared 
the  astounded  Mr.  Dowson. 

"The  fair  young  man  is  meant  for  Ben 
Lippet,"  said  his  wife,  "  and  the  dark  one  is 
Charlie  Foss.  It  must  be.  It's  no  use 
shutting  your  eyes  to  things." 

"  It's  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff,"  agreed  her 
husband.  "  And  she  told  Charlie  five  years 
for  bigamy,  and  when  she's  telling  Flora's 
fortune  she  sees  'im  in  convict's  clothes. 
How  she  does  it  I  can't  think." 

"It's  a  gift,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson,  briefly, 
"and  I  do  hope 
that  Flora  is  going 
to  act  sensible. 
Anyhow,  she  can 
let  Ben  Lippet 
come  and  see  her, 
without  going  up- 
stairs with  the 
toothache." 

"  He  can  come 
if  he  likes,"  said 
Flora;  "though 
why  Charlie 
couldn't  have  'ad 
I  the  motor-car  and 
'im  the  five  years, 
I  don't  know." 

Mr.  Lippet 
came  in  the  next 
evening,  and  the 
evening  after.  In 
fact,  so  easy  is  it 
to  fall  into  habits 
of  an  agreeable 
nature  that  nearly 
every  evening  saw 
him  the  happy 
guest  of  Mr.  Dow- 
son.     A  spirit  of 

^  resignation, 

NSTALLBD  IN  THB  SEAT  THAT         losterecl  Dy  a  prC" 
BB  HIS."  sent   or   two   and 

a  visit  to  the 
theatre,  descended  upon  Miss  Dowson. 
Fate  and  her  mother  combined  were  in  a 
fair  way  to  overcome  her  inclinations,  when 
Mr.  Foss,  who  had  been  out  of  town  on  a 
job,  came  in  to  hear  the  result  of  her  visit  to 
the  fortune-teller,  and  found  Mr.  Lippet 
installed  in  the  seat  that  used  to  be 
his. 

At  first  Mrs.  Dowson  turned  a  deaf  ear  to 
his  request  for  information,  and  it  was  only 
when  his  jocularity  on  the  subject  passed  the 
bounds  of  endurance  that  she  consented  to 
gratify  his  curiosity. 

"  I  didn't  want  to  tell  you,"  she  said,  when 
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she  had  finished,  "  but  you  asked  for  it,  and 
now  you've  got  it." 

"  It's  very  amusing,"  said  Mr.  Foss.  "  I 
wonder  who  the  dark  young  man  in  the  fancy 
knickers  is  ?  " 

"  Ah,  I  dessay  you'll  know  some  day," 
said  Mrs.  Dowson. 

"  Was  the  fair  young  man  a  good-looking 
chap  ?  "  inquired  the  inquisitive  Mr.  Foss. 

Mrs.  Dowson  hesitated.  "  Yes,"  she  said, 
defiantly. 

"  Wonder  who  it  can  be  ? "  muttered  Mr. 
Foss,  in  perplexity. 

*'  You'll  know  that  too  some  day,  no 
doubt,"  was  the  reply. 

Mr.  Foss  assented.  "  I'm  glad  it's  to  be 
a  good-looking  chap,"  he  said  ;  "  not  that  I 
think  Flora  believes  in  such  rubbish  as 
fortune-telling.     She's  too  sensible." 

"I  do,"  said  Flora.  "How  should  she 
know  all  the  things  I  did  when  I  was  a  little 
girl  ?     Tell  me  that." 

"  I  believe  in  it,  too,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson. 
"  P'r'aps  you'll  tell  me  Fm  not  sensible  ! " 

Mr.  Foss  quailed  at  the  challenge  and  re- 
lapsed into  moody  silence.  The  talk  turned 
on  an  aunt  of  Mr.  Lippet's,  rumoured  to 
possess  money,  and  an  uncle  who  was 
"  rolling "  in  it.  He  began  to  feel  in  the 
way,  and  only  his  native  obstinacy  prevented 
him  from  going. 

It  was  a  relief  to  him  when  the  front  door 
opened  and  the  heavy  step  of  Mr.  Dowson 
was  heard  in  the  tiny  passage.  If  anything  it 
seemed  heavier  than  usual,  and  Mr.  Dowson's 
manner  when  he  entered  the  room  and 
greeted  his  guests  was  singularly  lacking  in 
its  usual  cheerfulness.  He  drew  a  chair  to 
the  fire,  and  putting  his  feet  on  the  fender 
gazed  moodily  between  the  bars. 

"  I've  been  wondering  as  I  came  along," 
he  said  at  last,  with  an  obvious  attempt  to 
speak  carelessly,  "  whether  this  'ere  fortune- 
telling  as  we've  been  hearing  so  much  about 
lately  always  comes  out  true." 

"  It  depends  on  the  fortune-teller,"  said 
his  wife. 

"  I  mean,"  said  Mr.  Dowson,  slowly — "  I 
mean  that  gipsy  woman  that  Charlie  and 
Flora  went  to." 

"  Of  course  it  does,"  snapped  his  wife. 
"  I'd  trust  what  she  says  afore  anything." 

"I  know  five  or  six  that  she  has  told,"  said 
Mr.  Lippet,  plucking  up  courage  ;  "and  they 
all  believe  'er.  They  couldn't  help  them- 
selves ;  they  said  so." 

"  Still,  she  might  make  a  mistake  some- 
times," said  Mr.  Dowson,  faintly.  "  Might 
get  mixed  up,  so  to  speak." 


"  Never  !  "  said  Mrs.  Dowson,  firmly. 

"  Never  !  "  echoed  Flora  and  Mr.  Lippet. 

Mr.  Dowson  heaved  a  big  sigh,  and  '  his 
eye  wandered  round  the  room.  It  lighted 
on  Mr.  Foss. 

"  She's  an  old  humbug,"  said  that  gentle- 
man. "  I've  a  good  mind  to  put  the  police 
on  to  her." 

Mr.  Dowson  reached  over  and  gripped  his 
hand.     Then  he  sighed  again. 

"  Of  course,  it  suits  Charlie  Foss  to  say 
so,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson  ;  "  naturally  he'd  say 
so ;  he's  got  reasons.  I  believe  every  word 
she  says.  If  she  told  me  I  was  coming  in 
for  a  fortune  I  should  believe  her  ;  and  if  she 
told  me  I  was  going  to  have  misfortunes  I 
should  believe  her." 

"  Don't  say  that,"  shouted  Mr.  Dowson, 
with  startling  energy.  "  Don't  say  that. 
That's  what  she  did  say  ! " 

"  Whatl "  cried  his  wife,  sharply.  "  What 
are  you  talking  about  ?  " 

"I  won  eighteenpence  off  of  Bob  Stevens," 
said  her  husband,  staring  at  the  table. 
"  Eighteenpence  is  'er  price  for  telling  the 
future  only,  and,  being  curious  and  feeling 
I'd  like  to  know  what's  going  to  'appen  to 
me,  I  went  in  and  had  eighteenpennorth." 

"  Well,  you're  upset,"  said  Mrs.  Dowson, 
with  a  quick  glance  at  him.  "You  get 
upstairs  to  bed." 

"  I'd  sooner  stay  'ere,"  said  her  husband, 
resuming  his  seat ;  "  it  seems  more  cheerful 
and  life-like.  I  wish  I  'adn't  gom,  that's 
what  I  wish." 

"  What  did  she  tell  you  ? "  inquired  Mr. 
Foss. 

Mr.  Dowson  thrust  his  hands  into  his 
trouser  pockets  and  spoke  desperately. 
"  She  says  I'm  to  live  to  ninety,  and  I'm 
to  travel  to  foreign  parts " 

"  You  get  to  bed,"  said  his  wife.  "  Come 
along." 

Mr.  Dowson  shook  his  head  doggedly. 
"  I'm  to  be  rich,"  he  continued,  slowly — "  rich 
and  loved.  After  my  pore  dear  wife's  death 
I'm  to  marry  again ;  a  young  woman  with 
money  and  stormy  brown  eyes." 

Mrs.  Dowson  sprang  from  her  chair  and 
stood  over  him  quivering  with  passion. 
"How  dare  you?"  she  gasped.  "You — 
you've  been  drinking." 

"  I've  'ad  two  arf-pints,"  said  her  hus- 
band, solemnly.  "I  shouldn't  'ave  'ad  the 
second  only  I  felt  so  miserable.  I  knmv  I 
sha'n't  be  'appy  with  a  young  woman." 

Mrs.  Dowson,  past  speech,  sank  back  in 
her  chair  and  stared  at  him. 

"I    shouldn't    worry   about    it    if    I    was 
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you,  Mrs.  Dowson,"  said  Mr.  Foss,  kindly. 
"Look  what  she  said  about  me.  That 
ought  to  show  you  she  ain't  to  be  relied  on." 

"Eyes  like  lamps,"  said  Mr.  Dowson, 
musingly,  "and  Fm  forty-nine  next  month. 
Well,  they  do  say  every  eye  'as  its  own  idea 
of  beauty." 

A  strange  sound,  half  laugh  and  half  cry, 
broke  from  the  lips  of  the  over-wrought  Mrs. 
Dowson.     She  controlled  herself  by  an  effort. 

"  If  she  said  it,"  she  said,  doggedly,  with  a 
fierce  glance  at  Mr.  Foss,  "it'll  come  true. 
If,  after  my  death,  my  'usband  is  going  to 
marry  a  young  woman  with — with " 

"  Stormy  brown  eyes,"  interjected  Mr.  Foss, 
softly. 

"It's  his  fate  and  it  can't  be  avoided," 
concluded  Mrs.  Dowson. 

"But  it's  so  soon,"  said  the  unfortunate 
husband.  "  You're  to  die  in  three  weeks  and 
I'm  to  be  married  three  months  after." 


Mrs.  Dowson  moistened  her  lips  and  tried, 
but  in  vain,  to  avoid  the  glittering  eye  of 
Mr.  Foss.  "  Three  ! "  she  said,  mechanically, 
"  three  !  three  weeks  !  " 

"  Don't  be  frightened,"  said  Mr.  Foss,  in  a 
winning  voice.  "I  don't  believe  it;  and, 
besides,  we  shall  soon  see  I  And  if  you  don't 
die  in  three  weeks,  perhaps  I  sha'n't  get  five 
years  for  bigamy,  and  perhaps  Flora  won't 
marry  a  fair  man  with  millions  of  money  and 
motor-cars." 

"  No ;  perhaps  she  is  wrong  after  all, 
mother,"  said  Mr.  Dowson,  hopefully. 

Mrs.  Dowson  gave  him  a  singularly  unkind 
look  for  one  about  to  leave  him  so  soon,  and, 
afraid  to  trust  herself  to  speech,  left  the  room 
and  went  upstairs.  As  the  door  closed 
behind  her,  Mr.  Foss  took  the  chair  which 
Mr.  Lippet  had  thoughtlessly  vacated,  and 
offered  such  consolations  to  Flora  as  he  con- 
sidered suitable  to  the  occasion. 
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7  My    Most    Thrilling    Experience/' 

A  Symposium  of  Celebrated  Big^Game  Hunters. 


MONGST     Englishmen,     fol- 
lowers   of    Nimrod    are    pro- 
bably more  numerous  than  in 
any  other  country  in  the  world, 
and  this  despite  the  fact  that 
Britons  have  to  go  so  far  afield 
in  quest  of  game  worthy  of  the  true  hunter's 
prowess.     And  yet,  so  modest  withal  is  the 
big-game  sportsman  that  he  cannot  often  be 
induced  to  narrate  his  adventures.     Recently 
a  large  gathering  of  such  mighty  hunters  sat 
down  to  a  *'  Shikar "  dinner  in  London,  but 
not  one  of    them  imitated  the  example  of 
Ulysses  and  recounted  his  splendid  deeds  of 
daring  on  the  thitherward  side  of  the  sea. 
Yet  the  lives  of  these  men  have  been  packed 
with  adventure ;  they  have  stalked  the  lion 
to  his  lair,  the  tiger  to  his  native  jungle ;  they 
have    pursued    the   elephant 
and  waylaid  the  rhinoceros — 
often  at  the  risk  of  their  lives 
— as  many  of  them  have  nar- 
rated   in    print.      None   but 
brave  men  can  hunt  big  game. 
He  who  does  so  carries  his 
life  in  his  hands. 

"  What  was  your  most 
thrilling  hunting  experience ?'* 
was  the  question  recently 
addressed  t»  a  dozen  of  the 
leading  sportsmen  in  the 
kingdom. 

In  the  opinion  of  Sir  H. 
Seton  -  Karr,  one  of  the 
foremost  exponents  of  the  art 
of  big -game  shooting,  the 
most  exciting  incident  of  his 
sporting  career  occurred  during  a  hunting 
expedition  to  the  Rockies  in  1877. 

We  had,  writes  this  well-known  sportsman, 
killed  about  a  dozen  grizzlies  without  any 
serious  difficulty,  and  were  beginning  to 
wonder  where  all  the  "  fighting  grizzlies," 
of  which  we  had  heard  so  much,  had 
concealed  themselves.  But  an  opportunity 
of  making  their  acquaintance  was  to  come 
sooner  than  we  anticipated.  One  afternoon, 
when  riding  in  search  of  a  bear  we  had 
seen  from  a  distance  with  our  binoculars, 
we  came  upon  an  open  park,  in  the  centre 
of  which  lay  a  fallen  tree.  "  There's  a  bear  ! " 
whispered  my  companion  to  me  as  a  big 
grey  head  appeared  over  the  tree.  I  sprang 
from  the  saddle,  when  suddenly  an  enormous 
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grizzly  jumped  up  on  to  the  prostrate  trunk. 
As  I  raised  my  rifle  to  shoot  he  sprang— a 
gigantic  mass  of  claws,  hair,  and  teeth — right 
at  us.  Just  at  that  moment  I  pulled  the  first 
trigger,  but  the  shot  went  over  his  head  as 
he  jumped  down. 

The  situation  was  not  a  pleasant  one; 
Here  was  an  infuriated  grizzly,  actuated  by 
the  most  sanguinary  motives,  charging  down- 
hill at  a  tremendous  pace  straight  for  us.  I 
pulled  the  second  trigger,  and  was  glad  to 
see  the  bullet  go  home — right  in  the  centre  of 
his  huge  shaggy  chest,  as  we  subsequently 
ascertained.  Bruin  rolled  head  over  heels, 
but,  regaining  his  feet,  he  continued  his  rush, 
apparently  impervious  to  half  inch  expanding 
bullets. 

Feeling  that  I  was  figuring  in  some  horrid 
nightmare,  I  turned  and 
jumped  desperately  for  the 
saddle.  But  my  steed — view- 
ing with  alarm  the  imminent 
prospect  of  carrying  a  thou- 
sand pounds  weight  of  bear 
upon  his  back  in  addition  to 
his  ordinary  rider — swerved 
and  bolted.  The  bear  was 
now  only  a  few  yards  away. 
Already  one  gigantic  sinewy 
claw,  that  could  with  a  single 
blow  break  a  buffalo's  back 
or  tear  out  all  his  ribs,  was 
raised  to  strike.  A  cold  thrill 
ran  down  my  spine  and  was 
accompanied  by  a  curious 
sinking  sensation  at  the  pit  of 
my  stomach,  which  conjured 
up  unpleasant  memories  of 
the  Fourth  Form  room  at  Harrow. 

But  I  had  no  time  to  stay  and  ruminate 
over  those  bygone  episodes.  Turning  tail,  I 
bolted  up  the  hill  in  lengthy  strides  for  all 
I  was  ever  worth.  My  companion,  who  all 
this  time  had  been  sitting  on  his  horse  some 
distance  away,  his  unloaded  rifle  thrown  to 
the  ground,  now  took  occasion  to  empty  his 
six-shooter  at  the  bear.  But,  for  all  the  effect 
his  shots  produced,  he  might  as  well  have 
spared  himself  the  trouble.  The  distance  was 
too  great  for  so  small  a  weapon. 

Pausing  in  my  flight  to  glance  nervously 
over  my  shoulder,  I  perceived  that  the  fight 
was  over.  Cirizzly,  having  missed  his  blow, 
was  blundering  aimlessly  on  downhill.  He 
was  obviously  mortally  wounded,  for  even  an 
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TURNKD  AND  JUMPED  DESPERATELY   FOR  THE  SADDLE. 


old  king  of  the  Divide  is  not  altogether  proof 
against  a  half-inch  expanding  bullet  crashing 
through  his  vitals. 

I  pulled  up  short,  rapidly  reloaded,  and, 
putting  two  more  bullets  behind  the  shoulder 
of  the  bear,  laid  him  dead  at  our  {kt^l. 
Curiously  enough,  returning  past  the  scene 
of  this  adventure  an  hour  later,  I  found 
and  killed  another  large  grizzly  almost  on 
the  same  spot — this  time  taking  the  bear 
unawares.  The  attraction  for  both  animals 
had  been  a  dead  elk  behind  the  fallen  tree. 

Lion  stories  are  far  from  rare,  writes 
Lord  Hindlip,  an  enthusiastic  big  game 
hunter,  to  The  Strand  ;  yet  it  has  not,  on 
the  whole,  fallen  to  my  lot  as  yet  to  meet 
with  a  more  exciting  few  minutes  than  those 
which  I  will  attempt  to  describe. 

In  the  summer  of  1904  I  found  myself  for 
the  second  time  in  my  life  on  the  Uashingishu 
Plateau,  in  British  East  Africa,  in  the  neigh- 
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bourhood  of  a  hill  called  Sirgiot.  I  had, 
owing  to  the  grass  being  too  long,  hunted 
for  several  days  without  seeing  any  of  the 
feline  tribe,  which  I  knew  from  previous 
experience  to  be  plentiful  in  the  vicinity. 
One  morning,  while  spying  out  the  land  from 
a  small  hill  near  camp,  I  saw  three  lions 
slinking  away  from  water,  evidently  just 
returning  to  their  lair  to .  sleep  during  the 
day.  Camp  was  immediately  in  a  state  of 
excitement,  a  couple  of  ponies  were  saddled 
with  as  little  delay  as  possible,  and  a  stern 
chase  began.  On  reaching  the  place  where  I 
had  last  seen  the  quarry,  nothing  was  visible 
except  their  tracks  in  the  wet  soil  near  the 
drinking  place,  and  we  had  to  commence,  on 
a  small  scale,  practically  to  drive  the  country 
in  the  most  likely  direction,  sending  the 
ponies,  ridden  by  two  Somalis,  on  ahead. 

After  some  considerable  time  we  heard  a 
welcome  yell,  and  one  mounted  Somali  came 
galloping  up  in  a  feverish  state  of  excitement, 
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saying  that  they  had  found  the  lions,  two  of 
which  had  got  away,  but  that  Aidid,  the  other 
Somali,  was  watching  the  one  they  had 
rounded  up.  Sending  the  excited  Somali 
back  to  assist  in  keeping  the  animal 
cornered,  we  puffed  along  at  our  best  pace  till 
we  came  in  sight  of  the  two  horsemen  circling 
round  where  our  game  was  at  bay ;  and 
going  cautiously  forward  with  my  two  boys, 
also  Somalis,  I  got  on  to  a  small  ant-hill, 
which  gave  me  a  view  of  the  enraged  beast 
at  some  fifty  yards  over  the  top  of  the  long 
grass. 

What  with  excitement  and  want  of  breath, 
my  first  shot  from  a  '370  magazine  missed 
clean.  A  quick  second,  finding  a  billet  in 
the  lungs,  caused  the  huge  cat  to  twirl  round 
and  round  two  or  three  times,  during 
which  performance  my  boys  stupidly  fired 
— and,  of  course,  missed  Then  she — for 
it  was  a  lioness — saw  us,*  and,  with  a 
suppressed  roar,  came  on.  A  more  perfect 
picture  of  fury  and  rage  I  never  hope  to  see. 
Keeping  her  long,  lithe  body  low,  she  charged 
through  the  long  grass,  head  out,  the  very 
personification  of  anger.  My  two  boys  fired 
their  remaining  barrels,  missed,  and  waited 
with  empty  rifles,  one  on  each  side  of  me, 
like  two  immovable  statues. 

Waiting  till  she  was  within  a  very  few  feet 
and  I  felt  I  could  not  miss,  I  fired  and 
jumped  aside.  As  I  did  so  her  body  hit  me, 
and  I  found  myself  several  yards  away  sitting 
up,  an  inch  of  dirt  up  my  rifle  muzzle, 
wondering  if  it  was  up  to  me  to  make  the 
next  move  or  whether  my  last  shot  had  been 
successful.  It  had  ;  the  lioness  was  several 
yards  behind  where  we  had  stood,  and  biting 
the  gra.ss  in  a  death  struggle;  one  boy  was 
picking  himself  up,  and  the  other,  still  standing 
in  his  place,  was  surveying  the  scene  with  a 
delighted  countenance,  but  probably  thinking 
with  myself  that  a  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile. 

The  exploits  of  Mr.  F.  C.  Selous  are  known 
all  the  world  over.  This  distinguished  sports- 
man is  the  author  of  "Travel  and  Adventure 
in  South  East  Africa,"  "A  Hunter's  Wander- 
ings in  Africa,"  and  other  books  on  big-game 
hunting,  all  of  which  abound  in  graphic 
narrative  and  stirring  incident ;  but  of  his 
many  adventures  the  one  which  Mr  Selous 
considers  to  be  the  most  notable  of  his 
experience  is  concerned  with  a  momentous 
night  he  once  spent  in  the  company  of  five 
lions  in  Umtali,  South-East  Africa, 

During  the  night  previous  to  the  little 
adventure  I  am  about  to  narrate,  slates  Mr. 
Selous,  one   of  our  cattle   was   seized   and 


carried  off  by  a  number  of  lions.  A  short 
distance  from  camp  they  stopped  and  com- 
menced to  devour  their  prey,  but  as  the 
night  was  too  dark  to  allow  us  to  get  a  shot 
at  them  we  were  obliged,  during  the  hours 
which  preceded  the  dawn,  to  content  our- 
selves by  listening  to  the  crackling  sound 
made  by  these  great  beasts  as  they  fell  to 
upon  their  grim  repast.  But  before  the  first 
rays  of  the  rising  sun  tipped  the  tree-tops 
of  the  surrounding  forest  with  silver  they  had 
abandoned  their  meal  and  slunk  off  into  the 
impenetrable  bush. 

As  I  felt  pretty  sure  that  the  lions  would 
return  the  next  night  to  finish  off  the  partially- 
consumed  ox,  I  decided  to  lie  in  wait  for 
them.  There  was  no  tree  near  the  carcass 
big  enough  to  support  a  platform,  so  I  decided 
to  build  a  shelter  on  the  ground.  A  small 
hut,  made  by  first  leaning  three  forked  poles 
together  in  the  shape  of  a  tripod,  and  then 
filling  in  the  interstices  with  stout  saplings, 
all  meeting  at  the  common  apex,  was  soon 
put  up.  This  was  then  covered  with  light 
boughs,  leaving  two  holes  to  fire  through  on 
the  side  of  the  carcass,  and  a  small  hole  on 
the  other  side  by  way  of  entrance. 

About  six  o'clock  my  companion,  Mr. 
W.  L.  Armstrong,  and  I  took  up  our  posi- 
tions in  the  hut,  first  blocking  up  the 
entrance- hole  with  a  few  short  poles.  The 
sun  had  already  set,  and  night  fell  with 
astonishing  rapidity.  An  hour  was  passed 
in  expectant  waiting,  and  then  we  heard 
the  soiind  of  animals  treading  on  the  dry 
mohoho-hoho  leaves  with  which  the  ground 
was  covered  in  the  adjacent  bush.  As  they 
cleared  the  bush  and  reached  the  open 
roadway  their  footsteps  became  noiseless. 
Suddenly  a  dark  shadow  loomed  up  a  little 
beyond  the  carcass  of  the  ox.  It  was 
impossible  to  distinguish  its  outline  by  the 
faint  light  shed  by  a  two-day-old  moon,  but 
its  boldness  made  me  think  it  was  a  lion. 
Then  two  more  vague  and  shadowy  figures 
appeared  on  my  right,  and  the  foremost 
advanced  noiselessly  towards  the  hut.  Within 
three  feet  of  the  muzzle  of  my  rifle  it  paused, 
and  at  that  moment  I  fired.  The  sharp 
report  of  the  rifle  rang  out  loudly  in  the  silence 
of  the  night,  but  was  instantly  drowned  by  the 
terrific  roaring  grunts  made  by  the  wounded 
lion.  Within  a  few  yards  from  the  hut  was 
the  steep  bank  of  a  small  stream,  and  down 
this  the  stricken  animal  rolled,  its  choking 
gurgles  showing  that  it  was  at  the  very  point 
of  death. 

Scarcely  had  I  slipped  another  cartridge 
into  my  rifle  when  a  second  animal  appeared 
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out  of  the 
darkness.  I 
fancied  it 
might  be  a 
hyena,  and 
put  a  bullet 
into  it  at  close 
range,  but  the 
hoarse  grunt- 
ing roars  that 
followed  the 
shot  speedily 
convinced  us 
that  my  bullet 
had  not  been 
wasted  on  a 
mere  hyena. 
Like     her 

companion,  she  (for  it  was  a  lioness)  rolled 

over  and   fell   down   the    steep   bank    into 

the  dry  bed  of  the  stream.     She  had  just 

strength  enough  to  clamber  up  the  farther 

bank  and  then  she  dropped,  and  after  a  few 

low  moans  yielded  up  the  ghost. 

A  minute  of  intense  silence  passed  and  I 

began  to  think  that  our  sport  was  over  for 

the  night,  when  suddenly  we 

heard  the  sound  of  an  ani- 
mal's heavy  breathing  within 

a  few  feet  of  us.     The  next 

moment  the  hut  was  gently 

shaken,  and  one  of  the  loose 

branches  with  which   it  was 

covered  was  torn  off.     It  was 

evident  that  the  animal  was 

looking  for  an   entrance   to 

our  shelter. 

Try    for    a    moment     to 

imagine  our  situation. 

Here    was  a   flimsily-con- 

structed  hut  consisting  of  a 

few  poles  fastened  together, 

far  from  any  protective  base, 

and  our  sole   protection 

against  an  unknown  number 

of  lions  prowling  about  out- 
side.   The  moon  had  already 

sunk  below  the  tree-tops,  and 

not  a  ray  of  light  now  illu- 
mined   the   inky   blackness. 

To  distinguish   the   outlines 

of  the  great  beasts  was  im- 
possible ;  our  orlly  guide  to 

their  whereabouts  was  their 

stertorous  breathing,  and  the 

occasional     inquisitive     pat 

bestowed    upon  our    fragile 

shelter   by  some   mammoth 

paw.      Branch  after  branch 


we  heard  impatiently  snapped  off,  as  the 
animal  sought  for  the  entrance.  Presently 
he  found  it,  and  essayed  to  introduce  his 
paw  between  the  apertures.  Instant  action 
was  necessary,  for  I  knew  that  once  our  visitor 
endeavoured  to  force  his  head  through  the 
gaps  the  whole  construction  would  inevitably 
come  to  the  ground 

To  prevent  this  I  pushed  the  muzzle  of  my 
rifle  between  the  poles,  where  I  could  hear 
them  being  moved,  and,  pointing  it  upwards, 
pulled  the  trigger.  My  shot  was  answered 
by  the  most  terrific  roaring  I  have  ever  heard 
in  my  life.  The  expanding  Metford  bullet, 
fired  at  such  close  range,  had  evidently  given 
the  lion  a  nasty  shock.  My  companion, 
Armstrong,  now  fired  through  his  opening  in 
the  direction  of  the  roars,  and  the  wounded 
beast,  still  roaring  loudly,  rushed  through  the 
bushes  to  the  edge  of  the  stream  and  fell 
with  a  splash  into  a  shalloV  pool  of  water. 
Three  lions  in  five  minutes !  We  began 
to  feel  very  pleased  with  ourselves.  I 
knew  there  were  at  least  two  others 
somewhere  about,  but  thought  there  was 
very    little    chance    of    getting    in    another 
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shot  that  night.    We  now  spread  our  blankets 
and  lay  down,  but  not  to  sleep.     Occasion- 
ally we  would   be  disturbed   by  the  sound 
of   sniffing  at   the   back  of   our  hut,  show- 
ing that  another  lion   was    making  a  tour 
of    investigation,    but    we   did    not    get    a 
chance    of  having  a  shot   at   it.     Between 
midnight   and  two  o'clock  in  the   morning 
we  heard  the  sound   of   two    lions    tearing 
at    the  carcass    of  the  ox.     But  strain  our 
eyes   as   i^e  would   not  a   vestige  of  them 
was  visible.     What  would  I  not  have  given 
for  the  faintest  glimmer  of  a  moon,  or  even 
for  the  short-lived  brilliance  of  a  decent-sized 
shooting  star  !     And  so  the  night  wore  away 
to  an  accompaniment  of  the  angry  snarls  of 
the  feeding  lions, 
and   a  crunching 
and  tearing  sound 
as  the  ox's  carcass 
was    rapidly    de* 
voured.     One  by 
one     the     hours 
dragged     their 
weary  length,  and 
still    the    lions 
munched     and 
crunched,   and 
still    the    veil   of 
night      remained 
impenetrable. 

Then  in  the 
distance  we  could 
hear  the  cries 
of  the  hyenas 
as  they  called 
to  one  another 
out  of  the  dark- 
ness. About  an 
hour  before  dawn 
the  two  lions,  ap- 
parently startled 
by  something, 
abandoned  their 
prey  and  rushed 
off  into  the  bush. 

A  cold,  grey 
dawn  now  broke 

and  we  crawled  out  of  our  hut  and  looked 
around  us.  We  found  the  lion  first  shot  lying 
on  its  back  in  the  stream.  It  proved  to  be 
a  very  big  old  lioness,  excessively  fat,  and  in 
excellent  condition.  The  second  animal,  also 
a  lioness,  was  a  fine  animal,  but  not  quite  full 
grown.  As  for  the  last  lion  hit,  it  had  dis- 
appeared. Large  pools  of  blood  marked 
the  spot  where  it  had  lain  during  the 
greater  part  of  the  night.  But  the  blood 
must  have  ceased  running  towards  morning 


when  it  dragged  itself  away  into  the  bush, 
and  we  could  not  follow  the  spoor;  and 
although  I  was  perfectly  sure  that  somewhere 
in  that  impenetrable  bush,  within  a  few 
hundred  yards  of  us,  the  animal  lay  dead,  it 
was  never  found,  and  we  were  obliged  to 
abandon  the  search.  We  had  to  content 
ourselves  with  bagging  two  lionesses ;  but 
with  a  little  light  and  a  little  luck  it  might 
easily  have  been  four. 

There  are  few  keener  sportsmen  in  the 
kingdom  than  Mr.  W.  A.  Baillie-Grohman, 
whose  recent  book,  "The  Land  in  the 
Mountains,"  dealing  with  the  Austrian 
Tyrol,    has   been   so    much   appreciated  by 

travellers  and 
others.  Mr. 
Baillie-Grohman's 
talents  are  not 
confined  to  track- 
ing and  killing  big 
game.  He  is  in 
addition  an  expert 
marksman, '  and 
not  very  long  ago 
brought  off  a 
record  in  quick 
shooting  which  is 
altogether  unique 
in  the  annals  of 
sport.  It  was  at 
a  chamois  drive 
at  a  well-known 
English  man's 
"  Gemsjagd  "  in 
Austria,  and  in 
the  presence  of 
several  keepers 
and  drivers,  he 
killed,  with  the 
six  cartridges  in  a 
Mannlicher-Scho- 
enauer  '256 -inch 
bore  rifle,  five 
chamois  occupy- 
ing a  ledge  at  the 
top  of  a  high  cliff, 
shooting  in  such  quick  succession  (at  long 
range)  that  at  one  moment  three  of  the  beasts 
were  in  the  air  tumbling  down  the  precipice, 
which  was  many  hundred  feet  high. 

1  am  afraid,  writes  Mr.  Baillie-Grohman  to 
1  HE  Strand,  that  I  have  but  a  small  stock 
of  adventures  to  draw  upon,  and  none  are 
of  the  "creepy  creepy"  kind  such  as  befall 
big -game  hunters  who  pursue  the  really 
dangerous  game  of  India  and  Africa.  None 
of  the   sixteen    or  seventeen   bears  that    I 


W.    A.    BAILLIE-GROHMAN, 

Frvm  a  Photoffraph. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


"MV  MOST   THRILLING    EXPERIENCE:' 


i8i 


bagged  in  the  Rockies  and  beyond  gave  me 
the   chance   to   depict   hairbreadth  escapes, 
though   on  one   occasion    a  wounded   she- 
grizzly  came  near  obliging  me  in  this  respect 
by  compelling  me  to  shin  up  a  tree  in  un- 
dignified haste.     A  more  amusing  adventure 
occurred  to  me  during  my  first  visit  to  the 
Teton  Basin,  on  the  borders  of  Wyoming 
and  Idaho,  nearly  thirty  years  ago,  when  it 
was   still   an   entirely  uninhabited   big-game 
hunter's  paradise. 
It  occurred  to  me 
while   I   was   en- 
gaged in  hunting 
grasshoppers      to 
be  used  as  a  bait 
for  the  big  trout 
for    which    the 
head- waters  of  the 
Snake    River  are 
famous.     I    must 
mention     that 
these  "bugs,"  as 
the  Western  man 
calls     them,    are 
lively  animals. 

They  jump, 
dodge  about,  and 
creep  out  of  your 
way  with  astonish- 
ing rapidity,  and 
the  only  manner 
I  could  stalk  them 
successfully  was 
to  throw  my  limp 
felt  hat  at  them 
with  sufficient 
force  to  stun  with- 
out squashing 
them.     Even  this 


two,  but  I  know  very  well  who  was  the  most 
frightened.  My  heart  seemed  all  of  a  sudden 
to  be  in  two  places  ;  for  had  I  not  felt  a 
great  lump  of  it  in  my  throat,  I  could  have 
sworn  it  was  leaking  out  at  a  big  rent  in  the 
toes  of  my  moccasins. 

Now,  grizzly  shooting  is  a  fine  healthy  sport 
— I  know  none  I  used  to  be  foncjer  of ;  but 
there  ought  to  be  trees  near  by  to  facilitate 
"centralization  to  the  rear,"  and  above  all  I 

must  be  handling 
my  old  "trail- 
stopper" —  and 
that  moment  I 
was  here  on  a 
treeless  barren,  en 
Jace  with  one  "  I 
was  not  looking 
for  or  had  not 
lost "  ;  and  yon- 
der, a  hundred 
yards  off,  lay  that 
famous  old  rifle, 
while  in  the  dis- 
tance my  horse 
**Borcas''  was 
putting  some 
spare  ground  be- 
tween him  and 
th^t    noxious    in- 


tiJEider.  Fortu- 
nately for  me, 
tfie    old    uncle 


*  HE   LOUKEU  THE    BIGUKST  GKIZZLV   1   EVER   SAW. 


requires    some 

quickness  and  undivided  attention.  Well,  one 
day,  going  along  with  bent  form,  now  hitting 
and  then  again  missing  my  plump  game, 
my  whole  attention  being  fixed  upon  my 
occupation,  I  reached  a  clump  of  dense 
service-berry  bushes.  I  had  just  delivered  a 
successful  throw,  and  was  about  to  stoop  to 
gather  in  the  prize,  when  out  of  the  bushes, 
as  if  growing  from  the  earth,  there  rose — 
a  grizzly !  Rearing  up  on  his  hind  legs, 
as  they  invariably  do  on  being  surprised, 
he  stood,  his  head  and  half-opened  jaws  a 
foot  and  a  half  or  two  feet  over  my  six 
foot  of  humanity,  and  hardly  more  than  a 
yard  between  gigantic  him  and  pigmy  me. 
He  looked  the  biggest  grizzly  I  ever  saw,  or 
want  to  see  so  close.  It  would  be  diflficult 
to  say  who  was  the  more  astonished  of  the 


of  the  Rockies 
had  probably 
never  had  any- 
thing to  do  with 
human  beings,  for 
I  saw  very  plainly 
that  he  was  more 
puzzled  as  to 
my  identity  than  I  was  regarding  his. 
His  small  pig  eyes  were  not  very  ferocious- 
looking,  and  first  one,  then  the  other,  ear 
would  move,  expressing,  as  I  interpreted  it, 
more  impatience  than  ill-feeling.  I  do  not 
exactly  remember  who  first  moved,  but  I  do 
recollect  that  on  looking  back  over  my 
shoulder  I  saw  the  old  gentleman  actually 
running  away  from  me.  On  regaining 
possession  of  my  rifle,  which  on  this  quite 
exceptional  occasion  I  had  allowed  to  get 
beyond  my  reach,  as  it  interfered  with 
my  "buggings,"  I  felt  considerably  braver, 
and  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in  a  vain 
endeavour  to  resume  our  acquaintanceship  on 
more  satisfactory  terms.  But  the  old  gentle- 
man evidently  thought  he  had  frightened  me 
sufficiently,  and  so  kept  out  of  my  way. 
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A  somewhat  more  thrilling  adventure 
befell  me  some  thirty- five  years  ago  in  Tyrol 
while  attempting  to  rob  a  golden  eagle's 
eyrie  of  its  young.  The  nest  was  built  in  a 
cleft  on  the  face  of  a  perpendicular  wall 
of  rock  nearly  a  thousand  feet  in  height, 
about  two  hundred  feet  from  the  top.  My 
eight  companions — brawny  woodcutters  and 
keepers  —were  to  lower  me  on  a  rope  from 
the  top,  and,  as  the  precipice  was  actually 
overhanging,  I  took  with  me  a  long  pole 
with  a  hook  at  one  end,  by  which  I  could 
draw  myself  in  when  I  reached  the  level  of 
the  eyrie. 

To  prevent  the  rope  being  cut  by  the  sharp 
rocks  forming  the  edge  a  block  of  wood  was 
rigged    up    over   which   the   rope  travelled. 
And  as  the  parent  birds  are  apt  to  swoop 
down  and  make  things  uncomfortable  for  the 
despoiler  of  their  eyrie,  one  of  the  keepers, 
rifle  in  hand,  was  posted  as  guard.     Dangling 
over  an  abyss  nearly  three  times  the  altitude 
of  St.  Paul's  cross  was  a  novel  sensation,  but 
all  would  have  gone  well  had  not,  at  the  last 
moment— when  starting  back  after  securing 
my  two  young  eagles,  who  were  already  of 
quite  a  formidable  size — a  too  vigorous  pull 
on  the  part  of  the  men  above 
wrenched  the  pole  out  of  my 
hand  and  sent  me  swinging  out- 
wards.    This  caused  the  block 
over  which  the   rope  travelled 
to  slip  from   its   place  and  to 
fall,   flashing   past   me  while  I 
was  swinging  helplessly  about. 
As  the  men  did  not  dare  to  pull 
me  up  without  a  block,  one  of 
the  woodcutters  was  sent  down 
to  the  nearest  patch  of  trees  to 
fetch  another  suitable  piece  of 
wood.      A  heavy  thunderstorm 
coming  on  added   to   the  dis- 
comfort and  risks  of  my  situa- 
tion,  though  I   fortunately  did 
not   know  till   afterwards   how 
nearly  the  man  dispatched  for  the  new  block 
came  to  grief ;  for  one  of  the  crashing  flashes 
of  lightning  struck  a  rock  near  him,  stunning 
him  for  the  time.     Four  very  long  hours  did 
my  "  suspense "  last,   and  for   part  of   that 
period  the  most  vivid  flashes  of  lightning  and 
claps  of  thunder,  such  as  one  hears  only  in 
the  high  Alps,  were  making  somewhat  awe- 
inspiring  fireworks  round  me. 

Major-General  Alexander  Kinloch, 
C.B.,  author  of  "  Large  Game  Shooting  in 
Thibet,  the  Himalayas,  Northern  and  Central 
India,"  relates  an  exciting  adventure  he  had 
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with  a  wild  boar  in  India  early  in  the  year 
1868. 

We  were,  he  remarks,  encamped  about 
twenty  miles  from  Moradabad,  on  the  Bareilly 
road.  The  country  hereabouts  is  very  flat, 
and  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  speaking  was 
covered  with  growing  corn  about  eighteen 
inches  high.  Lounging  near  our  mess  tent 
late  one  afternoon  we  were  suddenly  aroused 
by  loud  cries  of  "  Jangli  SCir  !  "  Looking  out 
we  saw  a  large  boar  galloping  through  some 
shallow  water  about  three  hundred  yards 
away.  To  jump  into  the  saddle  and  set 
off  in  pursuit  was  the  work  of  less  than  two 
minutes.  I  speedily  overhauled  the  quarry, 
and  induced  him  to  quicken  his  pace,  when 
two  wretched  natives  who  were  standing  in 
the  com  attracted  his  attention.  They  turned 
to  flee,  but  were  rapidly  overtaken  by  the 
infuriated  beast,  and  one  of  them  was  sent 
flying  head  over  heels. 

Seeing  me  just  behind  him,  however,  the 
animal   did   not   stop   to   damage  the   man 
further,  but  made  off  as  fast  as  it  could.     I 
soon   caught    him  up,  and   gave  him  three 
spears  in  rapid  succession.     To  my  horror, 
I  found  that  in  my  haste  I  had  picked  up 
a  blunt  spear,  and  none  of  my 
thrusts  did  much  harm.     Each 
attack  was  followed  by  a  deter- 
mined  and  vicious   charge   on 
the  part  of  the  animal,  which, 
having  no  spurs,  I  found  hard 
to  avoid.    We  had  now  reached 
a  field  of  higher  corn,  and  here 
the     boar,     turning     suddenly 
round,  charged  full  tilt   at   my 
horse's  chest.      My  mount  was 
knocked  completely  off  its  legs, 
and     I     found     myself    flying 
through   space.     Regaining  my 
feet,  I  had  just  time  to  lower  my 
spear  when  the  ferocious  beast 
rushed     at     me.       The    point 
glanced   aside  from  the   tough 
hide,  I  was  thrown  violently  to  the  ground,  and 
the  pig  continued  to  attack  me  most  savagely. 
My  only  chance  now  of  escaping  with  my 
life  was  to  prevent  the  boar  from  getting  his 
tusks  into  my  stomach ;  so,  keeping  my  left 
hand  to  the  front  and  letting  him  rip  at  it,  I 
seized  him  by  the  foreleg  with  my  right  and 
tried   to   throw   him.      My  efforts  were   in- 
effectual, and   meanwhile   the  vicious  beast 
kept  cutting  me  with  his  tusks.     I  then  tried 
the  dodge  of  shamming.     Lying  flat  on  my 
face,  and  keeping  perfectly  still,  I  hoped  the 
boar  would  leave   me  for  dead.      But   the 
obdurate    animal    kept    digging    at    me    as 
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savagely  as  ever,  and  I  got  two  severe  cuts 
on  the  head. 

This  evidently  would  not  no,  so  I  jumped 
up  and,  grasping  my  spear  with  both  hands, 
drove  it  with  all  the  strength  I  was  capable 
of  against  the  brute's  chest  But  the  blunted 
point  would  not  penetrate,  and  once  again  I 
was  knocked  down. 

Matters  were  now  becoming  serious  indeed. 
I  was  all  but  giving  myself  up  for  lost,  when 
to  my  unspeakable  relief  I  heard  the  sound 
of  horses  galloping.  My  shouts  for  help 
were  heard,  and  as  the  riders  came  up  the 
boar  discreetly  perceived  that  it  was  time  for 
him  to  make  himself  scarce.  I  was  scarlet 
from  head  to  foot — my  clothes  cut  into 
ribbons — and  I  was  carried  back  to  camp  in 
a  doolie.  Altogether  I  had  received  about 
fifty  wounds,  many  of  them  very  severe, 
which  took  nearly  four  hours  to  dress.  For- 
tunately I  was  in  good  health  at  the  time, 
and  within  a  month  I  was  on  horseback 
again.  But  the  tendons  of  my  left  arm  were 
damaged,  and  from  that  day  to  this  I  have 
never  recovered  the  perfect  use  of  my  left 
hand. 

What    became    of   the    boar?     He    was 


hunted  for  next  day; 
but,  though  my 
friends  found  a 
savage  boar  which 
they  failed  to 
account  for,  it  was 
impossible  to  say 
whether  it  was  my 
enemy  or  not. 

One  of  the  many 
exciting  incidents, 
writes  Mr.  C.  V.  A. 
Peel,  F.R.G.S.,  a 
sportsman  whose 
trophies  hail  from 
nearly  every  country 
in  the  world,  which 
I  have  witnessed 
whilst  hunting  big 
game  occurred  to 
me  in  Somaliland 
in  1895. 

I  had  wounded  a 
rhinoceros,  and,  fol- 
lowing the  spoor,  I 
and  my  gun-bearers 
found  him  standing 
above  us  on  a  rocky 
slope.  When  he 
saw  us  he  tossed  his 
head  and  made  a 
most  determined  charge  straight  for  the 
middle  of  us. 

Seeing  him  coming  at  a  terrific  pace,  I 
yelled  "  Fire  !  "  at  the  same  time  firing  my 
left-hand  barrel.  The  next  thing  I  remember 
was  seeing  a  huge  head  coming  through  the 
smoke.  I  was  hurled  to  the  ground  as  the 
rhinoceros  struck  me  with  his  fore-feet,  and 
as  the  large  brute  dashed  past  I  felt  the 
wind  from  his  nostrils  in  my  face.  My 
second  gun-bearer  and  another  man  had 
jumped  aside.  For  a  moment  I  was  con- 
scious of  nothing  but  a  cloud  of  dust  and 
smoke  and  a  loud  rumbling  of  stones.  When 
I  looked  up  I  was  horrified  to  behold  my 
head  gun-bearer  racing  downhill,  closely 
followed  by  the  infuriated  rhinoceros.  I 
yelled  out  to  the  man  to  dodge  aside,  but 
straight  downhill  he  rushed.  At  length  he 
appeared  to  stumble  just  as  the  rhinoceros 
was  upon  him.  The  great  brute  caught  the 
man  behind  with  his  horn,  and  tossed  him  at 
least  five  feet  up  in  the  air,  my  rifle,  which 
he  still  carried,  going  up  to  perhaps  double 
that  height. 

My  gun-bearer,  being  a  very  heavy  man, 
was  turned  literally  head  over  heels  in  the 
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the  thick  thorn  bush  which  partly  broke  his 
fall  upon  the  rocky  ground. 

The  head  of  this  rhinoceros  is  now  to  be 
seen  in  my  "  Big  Game  Museum "  in  the 
Woodstock  Road,  Oxford,  which  institution 
was  opened  in  July  of  last  year  by  that  prince 
of  big-game  hunters,  Mr.  F.  C.  Selous. 

Captain  F.  G.  Jackson,  the  celebrated 
Arctic  explorer,  the  fame  of  whose  exploits 
is  world-wide,  selects,  as  one  of  his  most 
exciting  sporting  experiences,  an  encounter  he 
had  with  a  bear  during  his  Polar  Expedition 
to  Franz-Josef  Land. 

About  five  on  the  morning  of  February  7th, 
1895,  remarks  Captain  Jackson,  I  was  aroused 
by  the  sound  of  dogs  barking  to  the  west- 
south-west  of  the  ship.    I  immediately  slipped 
on  a  pair  of  "  finsko "  boots  and  started  off 
with    my   rifle    to   investigate 
matters.  After  stumbling  along 
for  about  two  and  a  half  miles 
— for  the  snow  and  the  mist 
made  the  light  very  bad  and 
rendered  progress  difficult — I 
at  length  came  up  to  the  dogs. 
I    found    them    yelping    and 
snarling  around  a  huge  bear, 
who  from  time  to  time  made 
ineffectual  dashes  at  his  tor- 
mentors.    I  managed  to  get 
up  to  within  ten  yards  of  him 
without   being  observed,  and 
from  this  distance  succeeded 
in    planting  a   bullet   in   the 
lower    portion  of    his    neck. 
Although  badly  wounded  his 
bearship  was    by    no   means 
placed  hors  de  combat;  he  dived  with  a  splash 
into  the  water  and  tried  to  get  away. 

There  was  a  thickness  of  about  an  inch 
of  bay  ice  upon  the  water,  and  consequently 
Master  Bruin  found  it  rather  difficult  to  swim 
through.  Soon  he  abandoned  the  water,  and 
started  off  across  the  floe  at  a  good  pace. 
I  immediately  set  off  in  hot  pursuit.  Every 
now  and  then  the  bear  would  stop  and  make 
a  savage  rush  at  one  or  other  of  the  dogs, 
who  were  harassing  him  greatly,  but  they 
generally  managed  to  avoid  these  onslaughts. 

The  bear  was  now  about  sixty  paces  away, 
and  as  he  appeared  to  be  outdistancing  me, 
and  I  was  getting  rather  blown  from  my  exer 
tions,  I  had  another  shot  at  him.  Whether 
it  hit  him  or  not  I  could  not  say,  but  he 
immediately  s\«erved  round  and  again  made 
for  the  open  Avater.  I  had  hastily  caught 
up  three  caruidges  as  I  came  out,  and 
now  had  only  one  left,  so  I  was  naturally 


CAPTAIN    F.    C. 

From  a  P*oto. 


anxious  to  make  certain  of  killing  him 
at  the  next  attempt.  Thirty  yards  from 
the  water  the  bear  stopped,  and  with  sup- 
pressed roars  made  frantic  rushes  at  the 
yelping  dogs.  This  enabled  me  to  approach 
within  six  or  seven  yards,  when  suddenly  he 
charged  straight  for  me. 

I  fired  at  his  head,  which  he  carried  low 
down,  but  just  at  that  moment  he  threw  it 
up,  and  the  bullet  went  between  his  forelegs. 
Uttering  a  fearful  roar,  he  rushed  upon  me, 
his  huge  jaws  gaping  to  their  widest  extent. 
His  warm  breath  was  upon  my  face,  his  long, 
cruel  fangs  glinted  in  the  dim  light,  and  I 
could  see  the  furious  glare  in  his  savage 
eyes  as  he  dashed  at  me. 

Half-blinded  by  the  flash  of  the  rifle  in 
the  darkness,  I  thrust  the  barrel  with  all 
my  force  down  the  animal's  throat.  My 
left  hand  entered  his  mouth 
up  to  the  wrist,  the  sharp  teeth 
inflicted  several  deep  cuts,  and 
the  shock  of  the  collision 
nearly  knocked  me  down.  I 
now  drew  the  rifle  back  for 
another  thrust,  but  the  first 
one  was  evidently  a  trifle  too 
much  for  Bruin.  Turning 
sharp  round,  he  made  for  the 
water,  crashing  his  way  through 
the  thin  ice  with  which  it  was 
covered.  What  would  I  not 
have  given  for  another  cart- 
ridge just  then,  for  I  could 
have  killed  him  easily.  But 
the  bear  managed  to  reach 
another  floe  about  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  yards  off,  where 
it  was  impossible  to  get  him,  and  I  was 
reluctantly  obliged  to  abandon  the  pursuit. 

Although  Mr.  H.  A.  Bryden,  the  dis- 
tinguished sportsman  and  author  of  several 
standard  works  on  big -game  hunting, 
modestly  disclaims  the  inclusion  of  any 
hairbreadth  escapes  among  his  numerous 
sporting  enterprises,  he  has,  nevertheless, 
met  with  a  number  of  intensely  exciting  ad- 
ventures, as  the  following  narrative  testifies. 

If,  remarks  Mr.  Bryden,  I  were  asked 
to  point  to  one  of  my  most  interesting 
sporting  experiences,  I  should  certainly  select 
a  giraffe  hunt  which  fell  to  my  lot  in  August, 
1890.  After  a  long,  hot  day  in  the  saddle  we 
slept  with  our  bush  men  on  the  veldt.  Next 
morning  we  resumed  the  chase.  For  four 
hours  we  had  been  following  the  spoor  of  a 
herd  of  "  camel "  (as  these  beautiful  creatures 
are  called  in  Southern  Africa),  but  found  at 
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yards  of  them,  and  an 
amazing  and  most 
beautiful  sight  met  our 
view.  Under  the  spread- 
ing shade  of  a  number 
of  acacia  trees — all  of 
them  just  breaking  into 
tender  greenery  after 
the  long,  dry  winter — 
stood  nearly  a  score  of 
tall  giraffes,  their  long 
necks  upstretched,  and 
all  feeding  busily  on  the 
new  and  verdant  leafage. 
It  would,  I  think,  be 
impossible  to  conceive 
a  more  beautiful  picture 
of  wild  animal  life  than 
this  bevy  of  gigantic 
game  all  gathered  round 
the  green  camel-thorn. 

Nearer  and  nearer  we 
crept,  scarce  able  to 
suppress  our  excite- 
ment, until  only  about 
two  hundred  yards 
separated  us  from  the 
game.  Then  a  tall  head 
swung  round  and  two 
liquid  eyes  regarded  us 
wonderingly  for  some 
seconds.  Apparently 
the  scrutiny  was  not 
quite  satisfactory,  for  the 
leader  of    the   herd,   a 

"I    IHKUSr   THE    BARREL   WITH    ALL   MY    FORCE    DOWN   THE   ANIMALS   THROAT."  ^^^S^J        QarR         OlQ        DUll, 

began    to     shuffle    off. 

length  that  they  had  got  our  wind  and  run.  Immediately    all    was    commotion    in     the 

We  now  made  for  another  part  of  the  forest,  ranks  of  the  nineteen  beautiful  giants ;  and, 

in  the  rather  faint*  hope  of  finding  fresh  spoor  headed  by  the  old  bull,  they  started  off  at  a 

elsewhere.      Once   again  we   met  with   dis-  good  pace  right  across  our  front 
appointment,  and  were  just   setting   off  on  They  were  evidently  making  for  the  forest, 

the  long  journey  homewards  in  a  very  dis-  and,  as  our  tactics  were  to  drive  them  out  in 

contented   frame   of  mind,   when   we   spied  the  open,  we  also  galloped  obliquely  to  the 

a    number    of  giraffes  feeding  under    some  right  with  the  object  of  cutting  them  off.    As 

scattered  trees  a  good  distance  to  the  right.  we  neared  them,  the  sight  became  even  more 

Hastily  putting   on   our  cord  coats  as  a  wonderful.     Like  tall  ships  rising  and  falling 

protection  against  the  thorn  forest  into  which  upon  a  troubled  sea  the  giraffes  came  stringing 

we    expected   the  game   to  run,   we  walked  along  in  line,  their  long  necks  swinging  grace- 

our  nags  quietly  along,  so  as  to  place  ourselves  fully  up  and  down  like  pendulums.    Suddenly 

between  the  forest  and  the  isolated  patch  of  a  large  portion  of  the  troop  halted,  feeling,  I 

bush  and  timber  which  sheltered  the  giraffes,  suppose,  that  they  could  not  pass  us  ;  seven 

For  fifteen  minutes  we  .crept  cautiously  along,  more,  led  by  the  old  bull,  continued  gallantly 

and  still  the  quarry  fed  on  unsuspectingly,  on  their  course,  and  succeeded  in  reaching 

My  throat  and  tongue  were  parched  and  dry  the    forest    unscathed.       Jumping    off    our 

with  intense  anxiety  lest  the  "  camel "  should  horses,    we    fired    hastily    ai     the     nearest 

esca[)e  us,  for  every  instant  we  expected  to  giraffes  ;  the  bullets  clapped  loddly,  and  the 

be  discovered.  remainder  of  the  herd,  swinging  off  again, 

At  length  we  got  to  within  three  hundred  bore  straight  for  the  open  plaiiy. 
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Off  again 
we  started  in 
hot  pursuit, 
our  nags  tear- 
ing and  jump- 
ing through 
the  low  haak- 
dorn  bush 
which  lay  in 
our  course, 
and  caring 
little  for  the 
cruel  thorns 
they  bore. 
Here  I  had 
my  left  stirrup 
clean  torn 
away  from  the 
saddle  ;  and, 
hampered  as  I  was  by  the  heavy  double  rifle 
I  was  carrying  and  the  rough  ground  we  were 
traversing,  you  may  imagine  that  I  had  my 
work  cut  out  for  me.  In  a  few  minutes,  how- 
ever, we  reached  open  ground.  I  raced  up 
to  a  young  bull,  which  1  had  before  hit,  and 
gave  him  a  shot  in  the  stern.  Breaking  off 
sharply  to  the  right  he  ran  another  fifty  yards, 
then  came  crashing  to  the  ground. 

I  now  directed  my  course  towards  a  very 
large  dark  cow  —  the 
biggest  of  the  troop — 
who  was  going  at  a 
tremendous  pace  about 
two  hundred  yards  to 
the  left.  My  pony 
answered  nobly  to  my 
call,  and  presently, 
with  a  wonderful  and 
prolonged  spurt,  took 
me  up  to  within  ten 
yards  of  the  big  cow. 
Raising  •  my  rifle  and 
aiming  with  difficulty, 
I  fired  twice  from  the 
saddle,  my  first  shot 
hitting  her  in  the 
stern,  the  second 
breaking  her  off  fore- 
leg close  up  to  the 
shoulder.  Now  she 
reeled  perceptibly  as 
we  raced  up  a  slight 
incline.  Then  she 
fell  behind  the  rest 
and,  with  a  thrill  of 
indescribable  exulta- 
tion, I  realized  that  she 
was  mine.  She  ran  but 
another  hundred  yards,  ^ 


staggering  as  she  went ;  faltered,  tottered  on 
again,  and  then,  trying  hard  to  save  her- 
self, toppled  over  and  fell  with  a  crash  on  to 
her  left  side.  Jumping  off,  I  went  up  to 
finish  her.  Twice  she  raised  her  beautiful 
head  and  tried  to  rise,  but  another  bullet 
at  the  back  of  the  head  speedily  put  an  end 
to  her  sufferings. 

I  now  looked  round  for  my  after-rider. 
He  also  had  killed  his  giraffe,  and  then 
galloping  after  the  others  brought  down  a 
young  cow  by  a  lucky  shot  at  a  distance 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  yards.  Thus  in 
fifteen  minutes  we  had  bagged  four  giraffes, 
a  sufficiency  of  sport  to  satisfy  the  most 
ambitious  hunter. 

On  recalling  this  hunt  I  find  it  difficult  to 
say  which  was  the  most  exciting  part  of  the 
business  —  the  wonderful  view  we  had  of  these 
rare  and  extraordinary  creatures  as  they  fed 
together  at  their  favourite  acacia,  or  the  short 
but  intensely  thrilling  moments  of  the  actual 
chase.  But  the  event  will  always  live  in  my 
memory  as  one  of  the  most  stirring  incidents 
of  my  African  career. 

I  ought  to  add  that  we  were  shooting  this 
day  to  supply  meat  for  a  neighbouring  village 
of  Bakurutoe  people,  and  that  not  an  ounce 
of  the  flesh  we  had  secured  was  wasted. 


I   FIRED  TWICE   FROM   THE  SADDLE. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


WITHOUT   THE    PALE. 

By  Lieutenant  Hugh  M.  Kelly,  U.S.A. 


HE  three  men  lay  flat  on  their 
bellies  in  the  road.  It  was 
not  from  choice  that  they  lay 
thus,  but  because  it  was  more 
healthful.  A  man  lying  close 
to  his  mother  earth  oflers  the 
smallest  target,  and  there  are  times  when  this 
simple  physical  law  rises  and  assumes  an 
importance  not  to  be  appreciated  by  one  who 
has  never  been  shot  at.  Regularly  froLi 
three  sides  of  them  came  the  pop,  pop, 
pop  of  Remingtons,  with,  occasionally,  the 
sharper  crack  of  a  Mauser. 

Strange  whispers  stirred  above  the  men ; 
at  times  faintly,  and  then  sharply,  as  though 
someone  had  cut  the  air  over  their  heads 
with  a  whip.  Sleepy,  delusive  whispers  they 
were,  not  calculated  to  alarm  a  child  ;  but 
interspersed  with  these  same  whispers  were 
other  uncanny  noises — wild  shrieks  that  tore 
the  air  like  the  despairing  moans  of  lost 
souls ;  beginning  with  a  slirill  crescendo 
where  the  white  spurt  of  dust  leaped  from 
the  ground  and  ending  in  a  long-drawn, 
quivering  wail,  gradually  dying,  dying  away, 
so  that  the  ear  could  not  distinguish  where 
the  sound  ended.  The  key  of  these  death 
groans  constantly  varied.  There  was  no 
chance  for  monotony.  From  the  deep 
tremolo  of  the  "  G  "  string  of  the  bass  viol  to 
the  sharp  whine  of  the  "  E  "  of  the  violin,  so 
sharp  that  the  ear  flinched  before  it,  the  key 
ranged. 

The  little  spurts  of  dust  rose  constantly ; 
now  close,  now  farther  away ;  now  from  the 
limestone  of  the  road,  now  from  the  paddy 
fields  on  each  side.  At  times  the  course  of 
a  bullet  could  be  traced  for  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  as  it  skipped  merrily  along  the  powdery 
highway,  or  skimmed  across  the  top  of  the 
rice  dykes. 

Straight  and  true  the  white  road  ran  for  a 
mile  through  the  rice  fields.  There  was  no 
shelter  except  that  which  could  be  gained 
by  flattening  like  a  lizard  in  the  small 
inequalities  of  the  surface.  The  object  of 
these  three  soldiers — all  that  were  left  of 
fifteen— was  to  work  their  way  across  the 
open,  in  which  they  had  been  caught,  to  the 
cover  of  the  bamboo  and  palms  behind  them. 
To  prevent   this,  certain  little  brown   men, 


lying  flat  on  their  little  brown  stomachs 
behind  the  little  brown  rice  dykes,  were 
strenuously  engaged. 

They  were  rather  proud  of  themselves  as  it 
was,  these  same  little  brown  men.  They  had 
had  a  good  day.  Twelve  splendid  "  Krags  " 
and  ammunition  to  match  was  a  prize  indeed. 
The  ugly  little  scoundrel  who  had  planned 
the  coup  was  already  dreaming  of  a  brigadier- 
general's  star.  Lying  snugly  behind  a  bamboo 
hedge  on  the  far  side  of  this  open  plain,  they 
had  allowed  these  big,  self-assured  Ameri- 
canos to  come  on.  It  was  proof  enough  of 
their  godlike  courage  that  they  had  let  these 
immense  white  devils,  whose  sole  delight 
seemed  to  be  in  messing  around  among  the 
Filipino  anatomy  with  bayonets  and  gun- 
butts,  to  get  as  close  qs  fifty  yards,  and  then 
to  pot  nine  out  of  the  fifteen  with  the  first 
volley.  So  well  were  they  concealed  that  the 
"point,"  or  scouting  party,  passed  without 
seeing  them.  This  was  very  reprehensible  of 
the  "point";  but  the  "point"  helped  to 
settle  the  reckoning,  for  while  it  passed  for- 
ward it  never  came  back,  and  lay  upon  the 
road,  three  big  privates  and  a  big  sergeant, 
glaring  at  the  unending  sky. 

The  six  survivors  fell  back.  There  was 
nothing  else  to  do.  Even  the  most  severe 
military  critic  must  admit  that  six  is  too  few 
to  render  offensive  operations  advisable 
against  two  hundred.  Back  across  the  mile 
of  open  they  worked  their  weary  way.  And 
the  crawling  was  very  bad,  for  crawl  they 
had  to,  every  foot,  or  be  annihilated  by  the 
hail  of  lead  that  sang  over  them.  Their 
route  was  marked  by  a  trail  of  empty,  glisten- 
ing shells  ;  every  halt  by  little  piles  of  them, 
and,  at  intervals,  sprawled  three  crumpled 
figures  in  blue  shirts  and  khaki  trousers. 
They,  at  least,  would  crawl  no  more,  and  lay 
as  though  they  were  very  tired  and  needed 
rest. 

They  were  now  three  out  of  fifteen,  and 
presently,  in  the  din  of  firing  and  whining  of 
bullets,  there  was  a  sound  as  though  some- 
one had  slapped  a  piece  of  dough  with  a 
flat  stick,  and  Private  Dolan  laid  his  hot 
rifle  down.  Then  he  turned  on  his  side, 
placed  his  head  on  his  arm,  and  his  eyes 
closed.     His  shoulders  rose  once  or  twice, 
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then  all  was  quiet,  save  that  a  thin,  dark 
stream  flowed  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth 
to  the  white  dust,  where  it  spread  slowly,  as 
ink  spreads  on  a  blotter.  Private  Dolan  had 
gone  to  sleep,  and  the  three  were  two. 

They  were  strong  men,  these  two — strong 
in  body  and  strong  in  spirit.  On  the  shirt- 
sleeve of  the  taller  a  section  of  chevron  pro- 
claimed to  the  rice  dykes  and  paddy  fields 
that  he  was  a  corporal.  Though  this  little 
indication  of  rank  was  now  red  and  not 
white,  the  corporal  was  of  the  infantry.  He 
had  dyed  the  thing  himself  a  few  moments 
before,  and  the  colour  was  deepening  con- 
stantly. Three  cartridge  belts,  those  of  the 
tired  men  on  the  road  in  front,  were  slung 
about  his  person,  and,  methodically,  he 
abstracted  the  shells  one  at  a  time,  and  spat 
them  through  the  hot  tube  in  his  hands  at 
the  aforesaid  chocolate-coloured  pieces  of 
humanity  who  surrounded  them  on  three 
sides.  LFndemeath  the  sweat-drenched  shirt 
the  muscles  of  his  back  coiled  and  twitched 
as  his  arm  manipulated  the  bolt  of  the  rifle. 

His  face  was  clear  and  serene — the  face 
of  a  strong  man  who  had  met  agony  of  spirit 
and  conquered  it ;  but  in  the  winning  of  the 
fight  certain  lines  had  grown  and  left  the 
countenance  grim  and  very  weary.  A  gory 
"  fust-aid  "  bandage  encircled  his  head. 

The  corporal's  duty  was  to  hold  back  the 
right-hand  quadrant  of  the   semicircle   that 


threatened  to  envelop  them,  and  discourage 
any  attempts  of  that  same  quadrant  to  grow 
into  another  semicircle,  and  so  surround 
them. 

When  there  was  danger  of  being  thus 
flanked  they  would  be  forced  to  crawl  back 
along  the  road.  Shooting  was  much  easier 
than  crawling,  as  his  elbows  and  knees  were 
already  through  his  clothes,  and  raw  and 
bleeding. 

The  other  man  was  an  officer.  He,  too, 
was  a  strong  man,  with  features  clearly 
cut,  and  a  pair  of  grey  eyes  that  glanced 
along  the  rifle  sights  from  either  side  of 
a  fine,  straight  nose.  From  a  long,  angry 
seam  across  the  cheek  a  thin  red  line  trickled 
to  the  big  chin,  from  which  thick  drops 
slowly  fell  and  spattered  on  his  bare  arms. 
The  officer's  face  was  as  determined  as  the 
soldier's ;  but  it  was  not  a  scrupulous  face, 
nor  that  of  one  who  would  allow  any  thought 
of  others  to  stand  in  the  way  of  the  attain- 
ment of  a  desire.  It  was  not  so  thin  as  the 
enlisted  man's,  and  his  life  had  evidently  been 
one  of  happy  contentment.  The  corporal's 
face  was  that  of  one  who  was  striving  for  a 
peace  that  he  could  not  find;  the  officer's 
countenance  told  of  the  existence  of  that 
peace.  He  was  struggling,  if  anything,  harder 
than  the  other  to  put  a  period  of  certain 
death  to  his  quadrant  of  the  semicircle. 

He  fought  more  earnestly  and  faster  thaiL^ 
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the  corporal,  and  evidently  had  not  the 
slightest  desire  to  die.  He  fired  rapidly,  and 
constantly  measured  the  distance  behind  hira 
to  the  shelter  of  the  grove.  Never  once  did 
the  corporal  look  back.  It  was  plain  that  he 
did  not  care  a  straw  whether  he  died  now  or 
another  time. 

Thus  they  lay  in  the  popping,  scorching 
hail  that  swept  over  and  around  them.  The 
shrivelling  heat  played  about  them  in  waves, 
and  eddies  of  dust  raised  by  the  bullets  and 
the  hot  breeze  powdered  their  scorched  bodies. 
Dolan  lay  quietly  between  them. 

There  was  suddenly  a  lull  in  the  attack, 
and  during  this  the  corporal  slipped  the  belt 
off  the  private's  still  form  and  added  it  to 
his  own  collection. 

"  Well,  I  guess  we  shall  have  to  move, 
lieutenant.  They  are  cutting  in  on  us  right 
and  left,"  and  leav- 
ing Dolan,  his  face 
decently  covered 
with  his  battered 
hat,  the  two 
crawled  away. 

They  gained 
three  hundred 
yards  before  they 
were  forced  to  stop 
and  loose  sudden 
death  upon  the 
white  -  clad  imps 
that  were  pursuing 
them.  The  enemy 
saw  that  the  sol- 
diers' effective 
force  was  reduced 
by  thirty- three  and 
a  third  per  cent., 
and  grew  very 
courageous.  They 
began  to  advance 
by  rushes 'in  small 
bunches  of  three 
or  four.  This  was 
the  beginning  of 
the  end.  The  dust 
was  thrown  over 
the  two  in  clouds,  j 
fiendish  whispers,  mo; 
howls  that  lashed 
around  told  how  the 
increasing. 

They  had  hardly  go 
in  a  small  carabao 
beside  the  road  whe 
sharp  spats,  and  the  ncuicnitiu  s  ciuuws 
collapsed  under  him  so  suddenly  that  his 
chin  struck  the  ground.     Two  hundred 


and  twenty  grains  of  lead  had  crashed  through 
his  body  at  the  shoulders  ;  the  next  instant 
ditto  through  both  his  hips.  The  corporal 
looked  around  between  shots  and  smiled 
grimly.  The  sight  of  his  erstwhile  couimand- 
ing  oflficer  rolling  in  ensanguined  mud  of  his 
own  manufacture  appeared  to  amuse  him 
immensely. 

"  Help  me  !  help  me !"  choked  the  wounded 
man,  his  face  buried  in  the  dust  of  the  road  ; 
"  I'm  smothering." 

"Help  yourself!  What's  the  matter  ?  Don't 

you  like  the  taste  of  dust  ?     It's  not  pleasant, 

is  it  ?     But  never  fear,  you  will  get  used  to  it. 

I  know ;  I've  eaten  dust  myself  for  the  last 

fi\Q.  years."     Nevertheless,  the  corporal  gave 

the  man  behind  him  a  kick  and  turned  his 

body  over.    A  terrible  groan  of  pain  answered 

this  rough  treatment.  The  corporal  continued, 

sarcastically,    be- 

ipid 

the 

»    A 

hink 


"what's  the  trouble,    DANNY?      A    PERSON   WOULD  THINK   YOU 
WEKK   IN   PAIN." 
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you  were  in  pain.  Come,  come,  be  a  man ; 
you  have  quite  ten  minutes  yet  to  live,  if  I 
can  keep  these  fiends  back  that  long.*' 

At  the  sound  of  his  name  spoken  in  that 
manner  the  officer  turned  over  with  a  start, 
in  spite  of  his  wounds.  He  raised  himself 
on  his  blood-smeared  elbows,  his  jaw 
dropped  down,  his  lips  hanging  loosely,  his 
head  wabbling  foolishly  from  side  to  side  as 
he  endeavoured  to  fix  his  wandering  gaze  on 
the  other. 

"  Who — who  are  you,  man  ?  "  he  cried, 
glaring  with  wide,  startled  eyes. 

"Why,  Anderson,  is  it  possible  that  you 
don't  recognise  an  old  friend?"  and  the 
soldier  looked  back  over  his  shoulder  with 
cold,  level  glance.  "Perhaps  it's  because 
my  moustache  is  gone.  It  makes  a  great 
difference  in  some  people." 

"  It's  Weston " ;  and  the  officer's  arms 
crumpled  under  him  again,  his  head  striking 
the  ground  with  a  thump.  He  lay  with  his 
eyes  rolled  upward  so  as  to  keep  his  feverish 
gaze  on  the  man  in  front  of  him,  his  laboured 
breathing  blowing  up  little  clouds  of  dust 
that  fell  back  on  his  already  parched  lips. 

"  Yes,  it's  Weston.  Surprised  to  see  me, 
aren't  you  ?  It  is  a  trifle  informal,  I  admit. 
Rather  irregular,  too.  You  will  remember 
that,  according  to  the  One  Hundredth 
Article  of  W'ar,*  it  is  scandalous  to  associate 
with  me.  You  will  probably  have  to  explain, 
in  writing,  to  the  Adjutant-General." 

A  shuddering  moan  was  all  the  answer  he 
received. 

"You  hardly  expected  ever  to  see  me 
again,  did  you  ?  But  I  have  waited  quite  a 
considerable  time  for  this  moment.  Five 
years  of  living  torment,  and  patience  ceases  to 
be  a  virtue  worth  troubling  about.  I  had  an 
idea,  though,  that  I  could  see  my  hour  com- 
ing when  I  volunteered  for  this  trip.  I  was 
rather  disturbed  just  now  for  fear  that  our 
brown  brothers  were  going  to  beat  me  to  it, 
but  the  luck  seemed  to  be  mine.  You  prob- 
ably thought  that  I  was  looking  for  a  medal 
of  honour  when  I  jumped  in  and  took  this 
bolo  cut  on  my  arm  to  save  you  the  incon- 
venience; but  it  is  my  private  opinion  that 
before  our  little  interview  is  over  you  will 
wish  you  had  got  it.  Then  one  by  one  they 
left  us,  until  now  we  are  alone,  you  and  I  and 
death.  Rather  melodramatic  situation,  you 
must  admit ;  but  you  can  take  my  word  for 

'Article  lotx — *'  When  an  officer  is  dismissed  from  the 
service  for  cowardice  or  fraud,  the  sentence  shall  further  direct 
that  the  crime,  punishment,  name,  and  place  of  abode  o<  the 
delinquent  shall  be  published  in  the  newspapers  in  nnd  aliout 
the  caunp,  and  in  the  State  from  which  the  offender  came,  or 
where  he  usually  resides ;  and  after  such  publication  it  shall  be 
scandalous  for  an  oflScer  to  associate  with  him." 


it — it  is  nothing  to  what  is  coming.  Five 
years  is  a  long  time  to  wait,  but  unless  I  am 
mistaken  the  finale  is  going  to  justify  the 
prelude." 

The  man's  voice  quivered  with  intense 
excitement  and  he  laughed  a  short,  hard 
laugh,  like  a  file  on  metal.  His  words  were 
interspersed  with  rapid  shots,  for  the  enemy 
was  closing  in  on  them  surely.  His  cool 
eyes  turned  swiftly  from  side  to  side,  and 
every  white  form  that  showed  itself  was 
greeted  with  a  venomous  crack.  The  natives 
bided  their  time  now  and  came  more  slowly, 
as  they  knew  that  the  end  was  at  hand. 
This  lying  out  and  fighting  at  a  distance, 
with  overwhelming  odds  in  their  favour,  was 
good  sport.     Why  hurry  the  game  ? 

The  wounded  officer  stirred  uneasily  and 
said  nothing,  but  his  eyes  maintained  their 
strained  contemplation  of  the  man  before 
him.  The  corporal  continued,  his  voice 
hard  and  vibrant: — 

"You  lied  before  the  court;  you  know 
you  lied.  Your  testimony  was  all  lies ;  a 
monstrous  mass  of  fabrication.  Your  seem- 
ing reluctance  at  giving  such  damaging  facts 
against  a  brother  officer  was  a  magnificent 
piece  of  acting,  or  I'm  no  judge.  Why,  I 
almost  believed  it  myself.  It  was  so  artistic 
that  I  was  forced  to  admire  it,  in  spite  of 
the  horrible  light  in  which  it  placed  me.  I 
can  remember  now  the  sort  of  wonder  that 
struck  me  when  I  saw  what  you  were  driving 
at;  that  you  were  bent  on  ruining  me  for 
good  and  all ;  that  you  were  determined  to 
get  me  out  of  the  way,  merely  because  you 
thought  she  was  beginning  to  care  for  me. 
And  she  was  ;  I  know  she  was." 

Weston  turned  t<5  face  Anderson,  and  in 
doing  so  knocked  against  his  bullet  -  torn 
body.  A  sternly  suppressed  cry  of  agony 
leaped  from  the  latter's  lips,  and  he  dug  the 
ground  with  his  nails. 

"  Heavens,  man,  be  careful ! "  he  gasped. 

"  Be  careful  ?  Be  careful  ?  Well,  you  are  a 
cool  one,"  and  the  condensed  and  restrained 
bitterness  of  five  years  rose  up  and  surged 
from  VN'eston's  lips.  "  Here  you  are  with  a 
few  nice,  clean,  merciful  bullets  through  you, 
and  you  complain  as  though  it  were  real  hard 
luck — actually  have  the  gall  to  tell  me  to  be 
careful — really  labour  under  the  delusion 
that  you  are  in  pain.  Why,  my  dear  fellow, 
just  wait  until  you  have  spent  a  few  months 
and  years  sitting  up  nights  with  the  dear, 
bleached  bones  of  the  past.  Then  you  will 
be  qualified  to  kick. 

"  Did  you  ever  get  up  one  single  morn- 
ing   in    your    life    with    everything     black 
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before  you — absolutely  without  hope  for  any- 
thing, past  or  future  ?  You  know  the  feeling. 
Multiply  that  by  five,  then  by  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five,  and  you  will  have  a  fairly 
accurate  idea  of  my  existence  for  some  years. 


Fve  dreamed  it  time  after  time."  He 
continued,  in  his  tones  a  note  of  grim 
pleasantry : — 

"Oh,   it   will   be  a  great   satisfaction  to 
grind  my  knees  into  your  chest  and  feel  you 


"  '  HBAVBNS,   MAN,    BE  CAREFUL  ! '    HE  GASPED." 


It  is  rather  tough  that  this  pleasant  interview 
must  necessarily  be  so  short,  seeing  how  long 
1  have  waited.  I  shall  really  try,  however,  to 
be  as  entertaining  as  possible  and  not  bore 
you  ;  also  to  collect  as  much  of  the  debt  as 
the  limited  time  will  permit.  That,  you 
understand,  was  my  idea  in  allowing  myself 
to  be  cut  up  just  now  instead  of  you.  I  am 
afraid  that  shortly  you  won't  appreciate  my 
unselfishness.  I  was  simply  saving  you  for 
myself ;  for  my  own  exclusively  private  use. 
I  shall  continue  to  benevolently  assimilate 
these  brown  gentry  until  they  are  nearly  on 
us,  and  then  I  shall  devote  my  time  to  you. 

"  You  will  probably  be  shocked  to  hear  it, 
Danny,  but  I  intend  to  kill  you."  The 
corporal's  voice  was  steady  and  as  cold  and 
hard  as  steel.  "  Yes,  I  shall  strangle  you  with 
my  hands  in  the  most  approved  *  Old  Sleuth ' 
style.  It's  strange,  isn't  it  ?  Five  years  ago 
the  thought  of  choking  a  kitten  would  have 
sickened  me ;  but  familiarity  accustoms  one 
to  anything.  Night  after  night  I've  had  my 
grip  on  your  throat ;  but  I  always  awoke  too 
soon.    I  know  just  how  you  will  act,  though  ; 


squirm  and  twist  and  fight  for  one  more 
breath.  It  will  amuse  me  mightily  to  see 
your  eyes  starting  and  glazing.  All  the  time 
I  shall  look  into  them  and  laugh.  That 
cheerful  laugh  of  mine  will  probably  be  the 
last  thing  you  will  hear.  I'll  see  to  that." 
The  corporal  laughed  now — a  dry,  mirthless 
laugh — and  through  it  ran  the  timbre  of  the 
beast,  with  little  of  the  human  in  it.  "  Not 
quite  the  kind  of  a  shuffling  off  you  would 
desire,  is  it  ?  So  rough  and  crude.  Not  refined 
and  artistic,  like  killing  the  soul  and  leaving 
the  body.  I  could  shoot  you,  but  I'll  waste 
no  clean  lead  and  steel  that  way.  It  would 
also  be  great  fun  to  pound  your  face  into  the 
dust  with  a  gun-butt.  However,  I  can  do 
that— afterwards." 

"Good  heavens,  Weston  !  You  don't  mean 
that?  You  can't  kill  a  helpless  man  that 
way,  like  a  rat  in  a  trap.  You  know  me. 
You  know  that  I  don't  fear  death  in  itself. 
Leave  me  to  the  natives.  At  least,  give  me 
a  fighting  chance.  Don't  murder  me  like  a 
fiend." 

"  Like  a  fiend  ?     Good  !    Your  descriptive 
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powers  are  truly  remarkable.  That's  just 
what  I  am  ;  at  least,  it  appears  so.  It  seems 
that  I  have  nothing  in  common  with  this 
virtuous  world.  1  am  quite  without  the 
pale.  I  have  met  old  enemies,  and  they,  at 
least,  haven't  changed  ;  they  are  still  enemies. 
Tve  found  that  I  can  stand  their  presented 
backs  better  than  the  averted  faces  and 
sneers  of  those  who  call  themselves  my 
friends.  The  humanity  in  me  has  been 
burned  to  a  crisp.  It  rattles  round  like  a 
pea  in  a  pod.  Oh,  no,  Danny,  I  won't 
murder  you.  Justifiable  homicide,  we  will 
call  it.  I  shall  simply  dispense  a  little  rough 
justice  on  my  own  hook.  Sweet  Providence 
works  too  slowly  for  me.  I  might  do  it  now 
and  finish  it ;  but  Fm  not  selfish.  I  want 
to  give  you  a  little  time  to  enjoy  the  idea  of 
your  approaching  demise.  I  would  be 
charmed  to  hear  any  remarks  you  care  to 
make  on  the  subject.  Ah,  that  was  a  good 
shot — ^four  hundred  yards — did  you  see  that 
little  wretch  turn  somersault  ?  " 

"  Oh,  come,  Weston,"  the  officer  replied, 
recovering  himself  somewhat,  though  scarcely 
above  a  whisper,  and  shaking  with  the  fever 
of  his  wounds,  "  I  know  that  I  have  done 
you  a  terrible  wrong.  But  two  wrongs  don't 
make  a  right.  If  it  were  only  for  myself  I 
would  tell  you  to  kill  away  and  be  hanged. 
I  have  nothing  but  my  pay,  though,  and  I 
must  get  out  of  this,  for  the  sake  of  those 
who  are  dependent  on  me.  They  at  least 
believe  in  me  and  care  for  me." 

"  Well,  you  are  a  cool  hand.  I  see  that 
your  nerve  hasn't  deserted  you  in  the  last 
five  years.  You  are  a  pretty  one  to  appeal  to 
me  in  the  name  of  those  who  care  for  you. 
I  suppose  you  were  truly  sorry  for  that  poor 
old  gentleman,  my  father,  when  you  told  the 
Court  of  the  sweet  dissipated  life  you  had 
invented  lor  me;  and  how  I  stole  the  Q.M. 
funds  at  Reno."  For  the  first  time  the  cor- 
poral lost  control  of  his  voice  ;  it  shook  with 
suppressed  passion.  "  I  suppose  it  pained 
you  a  great  deal  as  you  watched  the  gnawing 
disgrace  and  shame  break  that  proud  old 
soldier's  spirit  and  crush  him  into  his  grave. 
Ah  !  and  he  believed  it ;  died,  believing  that 
the  last  Weston  was  a  thief ! 

"She  believed  it,  too,"  the  corporal  con- 
tinued, a  note  of  triumph  growing  in  his  tense 
tones ;  "  but  when  we  are  found  here  and 
they  learn  who  Corporal  Saunders  really  is, 
it  will  be  another  story.  It  will  appear  that 
I  have  made  si  great  fight,  and  have  done  my 
best  to  bring  you  in.  You,  the  man  whose 
evidence  drove  me  from  the  service.  A  finish 
like  that  will  go  far  toward  making  her  forget 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 26. 


what — thanks  to  you — she  believes  me  to 
have  been.  She  will  understand,  because  she 
cared.  You  see  what  a  fine  sense  of  honour 
I  have  left.  I  want  to  deceive  the  one  person 
who  will  have  faith  in  me,  even  at  the  end. 
But  still,  she  will  remember  me,  Danny,  dear, 
when  you  are  rotting  in  well-earned  oblivion." 

"  Oh,  then  you  are  quite  determined,  are 
you  ?  "  And  the  wounded  man,  by  agonized 
effort,  raised  himself  on  his  elbow.  "  Well, 
you  are  a  bigger  fool  than  I  thought."  He 
chuckled  drunkenly,  a  ghastly  grin  on  his 
blood-streaked  features.  "  Yes,  I  lied  to  the 
Court.  My,  but  your  innocent  face  was  a 
study  !  It  was  rather  artistically  done,  as  you 
say,  and  I  would  do  it  again.  Why  not? 
Do  you  suppose,  my  dear  Weston,  when 
she  meant,  to  me,  all  the  happiness  in  this 
world  or  the  next,  that  I  would  allow  a  few 
lies  and  the  fear  of  a  mythical  hereafter  to 
bluff  me  ?     Not  much. 

"Love  you?  Why,  you  idiot" — and  he 
pointed  a  crimson,  derisive  finger  at  the 
corporal,  who  had  ceased  to  fire  in  the 
intensity  of  his  listening — "why,  she  never 
thought  twice  of  you.  She  told  me  so.  We 
were  married  six  months  after  you  left." 

"Oh — you — liar ! "  burst  from  the  corporal's 
white  lips. 

"Liar,  you  say?  Look  here."  Painfully 
the  officer  dragged  a  locket  from  his  shirt 
and  threw  it  at  the  other.  With  shaking 
fingers  Weston  seized  it  and  tore  it  open. 
Inside  was  a  miniature,  and  the  corporal's 
soul  welled  up  into  his  eyes.  "  Oh,  ho ! " 
sneered  Anderson.  "  Things  appear  to  have 
become  a  trifle  twisted.  *The  best -laid 
plans  '—you  know.  You  had  it  all  fixed  to 
make  things  unpleasant  for  me ;  but,  as  you 
say,  your  methods  are  crude  at  the  best. 
Your  pretty  little  melodrama  has  rebounded 
on  your  own  head.  Why,  you  actually 
appear  to  have  shrunk  a  foot.  Ah  ! "  The 
final  strain  was  too  much,  and  he  sank 
forward  on  his  face. 

In  truth,  the  corporal  did  shrink.  He 
seemed  to  have  grown  smaller,  his  face 
drawn  and  grey.  A  sudden,  uncontrollable 
quivering  racked  him  from  head  to  foot.  His 
rifle  fell  neglected  at  his  side,  and  the  whistling 
lead  passed  unheeded  over  him.  He  held 
the  picture  in  both  hands,  and  all  his  strength 
seemed  concentrated  in  his  eyes. 

"  Oh,  little  girl,  little  girl,"  he  shuddered, 
"  haven't  I  had  enough  without  this  ? 
Haven't  I  had  my  share  ?  Must  justice  fail 
at  the  last?  Must  all  that  I  have  gone 
through  count  as  nothing?"  He  dropped 
his  head  on  his  arms.     "  Yes,  yes  ;  I  can't 
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**  HS    HELD  THE    PICTURE   IN    DOTH    HANDS,    AND   ALL    HIS  STKENGTH    SEEMED 
CONCENTRATED   IN    HIS   BYES." 


hurt  him  now.  I  can't  do  it.  I  can't  do  it. 
Oh,  why  is  it  ?  Where  is  the  fairness  ? 
Where  is  the  justice  ?  Where  ?  Where  ? 
Where?  Is  there  nothing,  then,  for  me — 
nothing  but  darkness  without  end  ?  "  He 
turned  to  Anderson.  "  You  were  married  ? 
She  is  yours  ?  Does  she  care — much  ?  "  he 
asked,  dully,  his  eyes  dark  and  wide  with 
pain. 

"Yes,"  gasped  the  ofificer.  "Fm— not 
worth  it.  1  know — that  ;  but  it's  true, 
Weston — I  swear — it's  true." 

"  Come  !  We  must  get  out  of  this,"  and 
the  corporal  reached  for  his  rifle,  all  the 
dullness  gone. 

"  Fool,  fool !  Weston,  my  friend,  you 
were  always  a  fool,  always  will  be.  You 
might  have  known.  It's  too  late  now,  my 
boy,  too  late.  You've  botched  the  finish  as 
you've  botched  everything  else."  And  so  it 
seemed. 

The  natives,  taking  advantage  of  the  cessa- 
tion of  firing,  had  crept  in,  and  a  party  of 
twenty  was  advancing  on  a  run  scarce  a 
hundred  and  fifty  yards  distant. 


Weston  leaped 
to  his  feet. 

"  Quick,  Ander- 
son, get  on  my 
back." 

There  was  no 
answer;  the  officer 
was  unconscious. 
The  soldier  seized 
the  rag-like  figure, 
slung  it  under  his 
arm  like  a  bag  of 
meal,  and  lurched 
down  the  road. 
He  made  twenty 
yards,  when  a 
heavy  Remington 
ball  smashed 
through  his  shoul- 
der;  but  he  did 
not  fall.  The 
blood,  and  sweat, 
and  dust  blinded 
him,  but  he  stag- 
gered on  and  on, 
his  breath 
whistling  in  sobs 
through  his 
clenched  teeth  ; 
but  it  was  no  use, 
and,  dropping  An- 
derson's limp  form, 
he  stood  astride  it, 
fixing  his  bayonet 
As  he  towered  there  he  was  a  wonderful 
and  terrible  figure,  and  even  the  twenty 
hesitated  before  they  rushed  him.  He  had 
searched  the  world  for  it  and  now  stood  face 
to  face  with  the  death  he  courted  ;  but  the 
instinct  of  the  animal  to  live  bade  him  fight, 
and,  besides,  between  his  feet  was  the  man 
sAe  loved  and  whom  he  must  send  back  to 
her.  His  face  was  calm  and  a  great  peace 
had  settled  on  it. 

The  first  native  who  came  was  received 
on  the  bayonet  and  tossed  aside  like  a  sheaf 
of  wheat.  The  skull  of  the  second  was 
crushed  like  a  rotten  cocoanut  with  the 
butt  of  the  piece ;  then  they  closed  on 
him  from  all  sides  like  hounds  on  a  wild 
boar. 

'i'he  stock  of  the  rifle  was  splintered  now, 
but  he  whirled  the  barrel  like  a  flail,  and 
when  it  struck  there  was  sudden  death. 
Once  he  went  down,  blinded  with  blood, 
from  a  bolo  cut  in  the  forehead,  but  he  shook 
them  ofl*as  a  dog  shakes  off  water,  and  the 
man  who  cut  him  would  thereafter  cut  no 
more.     The  antinganting  he   wore  did  not 
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prevent  his  head 
from  being  smashed 
to  a  pulp. 

But  this  could 
not  last.  One 
against  two  hun- 
dred are  odds  not 
to  be  sustained  by 
mortal  man. 

Weston  went 
down  again,  and  as 
he  struggled  to  his 
feet  there  came 
faint  and  far  away 
the  stirring  trum- 
pet call,  "As  skir- 
mishers," immedi- 
ately succeeded  by 
"Commence 
firing.'*  There  was 
a     ripping    sound,  , 

such  as  might  have 
followed  when  the 
veil  of  the  temple 
was  rent  in  twain,  \ 

and  several  of  the  \ 

hombres  on  the . 
outskirts  of  the 
pack  that  was 
closing  in  jumped 
into  the  air  and 
then  fell  on  their 
heads  in  the  dust. 
The  rest  of  the 
ragged  force  stood 
still  for  an  instant 
like  frightened 
deer  and  then 
scattered,  darting 
away  in  all  direc- 
tions. 

One,  as  he 
rushed  by  the  cor- 
poral's reeling 
figure,  plunged  his 

bolo,  with  an  upward  swing,  through  the 
soldier's  body,  the  ugly  blade  standing 
out  a  foot  behind  the  back.  Weston 
lurched  forward,  clutching  the  hilt  in  a 
vain  effort  to  draw  the  weapon  out ;  then 
he  fell  on  his  face,  turned  slowly  over,  and, 
like  Private  Dolan,  went  to  sleep  with  his 
head  on  his  arm,  as  the  khaki-clad  line 
whirled  by. 

An    officer  and   a   big,   puffing   and    per 
spiring   surgeon  halted  and   bent   over   the 


THE   STOCK   OK   THE   RIFLE  WAS  SPLINTERED   NOW, 
LIKE    A    FLAIL." 


BUT  HE  WHIRLED  THE    BARREL 


two  figures  in  the  road.  "  This  one  is 
done  for,"  the  latter  said,  pointing  to 
Weston,  "  and  this— Great  Scot !  It's  Ander- 
son," he  cried,  ripping  open  the  shirt. 
"  Pshaw,  nothing  but  loss  of  blood,"  he 
continued,  in  a  relieved  voice.  "  He  will 
pull  through  all  right." 

And  he  did.  He  lived  to  go  back  to  the 
girl  who  loved  him,  and  whose  picture  the 
quiet  figure  beside  him  still  clutched  in  a 
blood-smeared  hand. 
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HUNDRED  and  fifty  years 
ago  such  a  sight  as  may  be 
seen  any  day  during  the  season 
at  popular  resorts  like  Black- 
pool, Margate,  and  Ramsgate 
was  undreamed  of.  Seaside 
holidays  had  not  then  been  invented.  The 
seaside  itself  had  not  been  discovered.  Holi- 
days in  those  days  were  spent  in  the  country 
or  at  inland  water ing-places,  and  the  coast 
was  considered  unhealthy. 

But  about  1750  or  1760,  mainly  owing  to 
Dr.  Richard  RusselFs  book  on  the  merits  of 
sea-breezes  and  sea  bathing,  a  change  began 
to  take  place.  Every  year  people  visited 
the  seashore  in  gradually  increasing  numbers. 


to  tide  them  over  till  the  next  season  brought 
another  crowd  of  visitors.  All  round  the 
coast  these  holiday  resorts  sprang  into  being, 
and  the  names  of  Margate,  Ramsgate,  Wey- 
mouth, Brighton,  and  many  other  places 
became  household  words.  In  order  that  our 
readers  may  see  how  rapidly  certain  of  these 
towns  have  grown,  the  present-day  photo- 
graphs in  this  article  show  the  various  places 
from  as  nearly  as  possible  the  same  point  of 
view  as  that  of  the  old  views. 

Wonderful,  indeed,  has  been  the  growth 
of  some  of  these  towns  by  the  sea.      Take 
Blackpool,  for  example.     Who   that  knows 
the   Blackpool   of  to-day   would   think  that 
about  seventy  years  ago,  at  the  time  of  our 
first    illustration,    its    popu- 
lation was   only   some   two 
thousand?      In    1905    this 
number   had    increased    to 
fifty- five  thousand  seven  hun- 
dred and  twelve.     What  the 
population  rises  to  in  July 
and  August  it  is  impossible 
to  say.  To  see,  in  the  height 
of  the  season,  the  miles  of 
broad   promenades,  the 
spacious  sands,  and  no  small 
portion  of  the  sea  literally 


BLACKPOOL  ABOUT 
SEVENTY  YEARS  AGO. 

From  the  Snfframng  bv 
W.  H.  BartleU. 


and  when  the  rail- 
ways did  away  with 
much  of  the 
tedium  of  travel 
the  watering- 
places  were  among 
the  first  to  reap 
the  benefit.  Places 
which  a  few  years 
previously  had 
been  little  more 
than  fishing  ham- 
lets now  earned 
suflficient  in  the 
summer      months 


From  a  Photo.  &yj 


BLACKPOOL   TO-DAY. 
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packed  with  humanity,  is  to  wonder  where 
they  all  find  room  to  sleep. 

When  the  stranger  within  our  gates  com- 
plains that  English  seaside  resorts  do  not 
know  how  to  amuse  their  visitors,  it  is  safe  to 
say  he  has  never  been  to  Blackpool  If 
there  is  one  thing  this  enterprising  Lancashire 
town  takes  pride  in,  it  is  the  extraordinary 
number  and  variety  of  the  amusements  it 
provides   for   its   patrons.      To   be    dull    in 


the  same  thing  may  not  in  time  happen  to 
many  of  the  other  towns  round  this  portion 
of  the  coast 

Modem  Brighton  may  be  said  to  owe  nearly 
everything  to  two  men — Dr.  Richard  Russell 
and  George  IV.  At  the  time  Dr.  Russell 
published  his  book  in  praise  of  sea-bathing, 
to  which  we  have  already  referred,  he  was 
living  at  Brighton,  and  the  first  to  visit  the 
seaside  in  search  of  health  were  his  patients. 
To   George   IV.,   as    Prince   of   Wales, 


^■\J^*         a  WiJVri  K 


ing,  especially  on 
the  south  and  south- 
east coasts,  that  the  day  may  not  be  so  very 
distant  when  all  the  coast  towns  from,  say, 
Whitstable  to  Bognor  will  have  joined  hands. 
It  will  not  come  about  in  our  time,  perhaps, 
but  a  glance  at  a  map  will  show  that  the  idea 
is  not  so  far-fetched  as  may  at  first  sight 
appear.  Consider  the  cases  of  Brighton  and 
Hove,  Hastings  and  St.  Leonards,  and  St. 
Leonards  and  Bexhill,  and  ask  yourself  if 


BRIGHTON   AT  THE   PRESENT  TIME. 

Vrom  a  Photo,  by   Valentine  d  Son$,  Dundee, 


earlier  There  was,  it  is  said,  but  one  witness 
of  the  final  scene — a  lady  living  in  one  of 
the  houses  facing  the  pier.  In  the  height  of  the 
storm,  hearing  a  peculiar  noise,  she  went  to 
the  window  just  in  time  to  see  the  giant 
chains  collapse.  Next  morning  practically 
nothing  of  the  structure  remained,  while  the 
beach  for  miles  was  strewn  with  wreckage. 
A  favourite  Kent  resort  is  Sandgate,  the 
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quiet  little  town  which  has  for  neighbours 
Folkestone,  Shomcliffe,  and  Hythe.  To  many 
its  great  attraction  is  the  fact  that  the  sea 
always  appears  to  be  in,  accounted  for  by  the 
great  dip  in  the  shingle.  What  has  been 
said  of  another  town  with  a  similar  situation 
is  equally  true  of  Sandgate  :  "  Telescopes  are 
not  needed  to  watch  the  white  crested  waves 
chase  each  other  in-shore.  They  roll  gaily 
at  one's  feet,  and  occasionally,  to  the  dread 
of  the  inhabitants,  but  to  the  delight  of  the 


would  the  present-day  Londoner,  with  his 
weekend  habit,  think  if  he  had  to  make  his 
choice  between  spending  about  eleven  hours 
on  the  road  and  the  uncertainty  of  one  of  the 
old  sailing  yachts  or  packets?  The  latter 
mighty  and  frequently  did,  succeed  in  reach- 
ing Margate  in  eight  or  nine  hours ;  but  with 
a  contrary  wind,  or  in  calm  weather,  the  trip 
often  lasted  more  than  a  day  and  a  night. 

Nowadays  the  boat  ser\'ice  is  maintained 

with  the  regularity  of  a  railway,  and  the  three 

companies    sometimes    run 


aci   null  up  lui    UlC  i.VtmiaP*oto.6,rl 

winter. 

*'  No  one  can  tell  what  it  is  in  the  air  of 
Margate,  but  practical  experience  has  proved 
that  none  better  can  be  found."  Such  was 
the  opinion  of  that  famous  doctor,  the  late 
Sir  James  Paget,  and  countless  thousands  of 
happy  holiday-makers  and  grateful  health- 
seekers  have  echoed  his  words. 

Our  great-grandfathers  held  more  or  less 
the  same  opinion,  though  it  was  at  a  very 
different  Margate  they  spent  their  annual 
holidays,  and  a  very  different  journey 
they  had   to   undergo   to   reach   it.      What 


SANDGATE   AS    IT   AHI'HAKS   TO-UAY. 


I  W.  H.  Jacob,  aatalitaU. 


one  which  no  visitor  should  miss.  Many 
of  the  steamers  making  the  journey 
between  London  and  Margate  continue 
round  the  North  Foreland  to  Ramsgate,  the 
name  of  which  to  most  people  at  once  calls 
to  mind  W.  P.  Frith's  well  known  picture  of 
the  life  on  its  famous  sands.  This  picture 
was  painted  over  fifty  years  ago,  but  the  sands 
to-day  are  as  popular  as  ever,  and  the  crowd, 
if  anything,  has  increased  with  time. 

Ramsgate,  like  its  friendly  rival,  Margate, 
is  really  two  distinct  places,  appealing  to  two 
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Fmm  the  Dravdno  by] 


MARGATE    IN    1 786. 


trmn  a  Fkoio.  by] 


MARGATE  AT  THE   VRRSSNT  TIME. 


quite  different  classes  of  visitors.  The  East 
and  West  Cliffs,  as  is  the  case  with  the 
Clifton ville  end  of  Margate,  are  almost  an 
unknown  land  to 

the  visitor  whose     r— — 

one  idea  of  Rams- 
gate  is  the 
crowded  life  of 
the  seashore,  with 
its  noise  and 
niggers,  its  cockles, 
whelk  s,  and 
oysters,  and  its 
persuasive  photo- 
graphers. In  re 
cent  years  the  sea- 
front  has  under- 
gone a  wonderful 


change,  which 
would  make  it 
almost  unrecog- 
nisable to  one 
familiar  with  the 
town  thirty  or 
forty  years  ago. 
The  construction 
of  the  fine  broad 
road  connecting 
the  two  cliffs,  with 
the  many  other 
improvements 
carried  out  at  the 
same  time,  have 
made  the  town 
one  of  the  most 
attractive  on  the 
Kent  coast.  A 
comparison  of 
the  old  and  pre- 
sent -  day  views 
will  show  how 
the  town  has  ex- 
panded both  east 
and  west. 

Quiet  little  Broadstairs,  situated  between 
its  boisterous  sisters,  Margate  and  Ramsgate, 
possesses  a  character  all  its  own.     Though 


[  W.  J.  Fair,  Margate. 


KAMSGATK    IN    1791. 


[Old  Print. 
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RAMSGATE  TO-DAY,    AS  SEEN   FROM   THE   HARBOUR. 
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weeks,  writing,  not,  as  is 
generally  assumed,  the 
novel  bearing  that  title,  but 
many  chapters  of  "  David 
Copperfield "  and  other 
books. 

Ask  a  dozen  lovers  of 
Hastings  what  it  is  that 
makes  the  place  so  attrac- 
tive to  them,  and  most  of 
them  will  probably  agree 
that   its  charm    lies   in   its 


Frwn  aw\ 


BKOAUSTAIRS    NEARLY   SIXTY   YKARS   AGO. 


[OW  Print. 
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DROADSTAIRS  AT  THE   PRESENT  TIME. 
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it  has  been  steadily  growing,  it  still  manages 
to  retain  its  appearance  of  cosiness,  and  has 
a  respect  for  its  traditions  that  is  only  too  rare 
in  these  bustling  times. 

One  of  the  most  promi- 
nent features  in  both  our 
views  is  Bleak  House, 
standing  at  the  edge  of  the 
cliff  just  above  the  pic- 
turesque old  pier.  In  this 
house,  which  was  enlarged 
a  few  years  ago,  Charles 
Dickens  spent  many  happy 


delightful  blend  of  seaside  and  country. 
It  is,  perhaps,  not  too  much  to  say  that 
the  inland   scenery  alone  would   make  the 
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SEVENTY   YEARS   AGO. 
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HASTINGS   TO-DAY. 


I  VidetUine  it  Son*,  Dundm. 


place  a  popular 
resort  if  by  some 
strange  chance  it 
were  forsaken  by 
the  sea.  What  this 
double  appeal 
means  to  Hastings 
can  only  be  under- 
stood by  those  who 
have  become 
wearied  of  the 
monotony     of 
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DOVER  ABOUT  ONE  HUNDRED  YEARS  AGO. 

From  the  Drawing  bv  J.  T.  Snren. 


Frvm  a  Photo,  bv] 


DOVER   AT  THE   PRESENT  TIME. 


the  ordinary  seaside  town,  with  its  prome- 
nade and  pier — and  little  else.  The  view 
we  reproduce  showing  the  old  Cinque  Port 
seventy  years  ago, 

before  the  building  ""'  """^  ""^ —  '^  '  ~ 
of  the  promenade, 
makes  a  striking 
contrast  to  the 
Hastings  of  to-day, 
with  its  fine  fron- 
tage and  crowd  of 
happy  holiday- 
makers. 

Dover,  another 
of  the  Cinque 
Ports,  shows  its 
best  face  to  the 
traveller  when  ap- 
proached   by    sea.         FrwnUuDravBingby^ 

As  the  steamer 
nears  the  white 
cliffs,  the  castle, 
grey  and  grim,  is 
seen  standing  clear- 
cut  against  the  sky, 
while,  far  below, 
the  new  Admiralty 
harbour  stretches 
wide  its  gigantic 
arms.  Thus  the 
spectator  obtains 
in  a  glance  a  rapid  Fnmx  a  photo.  by] 
Vol.  vtxiv.— 29, 


1  impression  of  Dover's  position  in 
our  national  life.  What  the  castle 
was  in  the  past  the  harbour  will 
be  in  the  future — one  of  Eng- 
land's bulwarks  against  the  in- 
vader. With  such  a  history  to 
draw  upon,  next  year's  Pageant 
at  Dover  should  be  a  most  strik- 
ing spectacle. 

Scarborough  must  be  accounted 
one  of  the  veterans  among  sea- 
side resorts.  Our  illustration  of 
the  town  in   1797  shows  it  as  a 

place   of  no  small 

size,  while  for  many 
years  previous  the 
reputation  of  its 
waters  had  drawn 
crowds  of  visitors. 
To  most  people  the 
Spa  is  Scarborough. 
This  is  not  to  say 
that  it  is  frequented 
because  of  the 
waters,  for,  truth 
to  tell,  very  few 
make  even  a  pre- 
tence of  taking  them.  It  is  more  as  "a 
kind  of  open-to  everyonewho-is-respectable 
club  "  that  visitors  patronize  it. 


[  Valentine  db  Son*,  Dundee. 
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IJ.  Homaey. 


SCARBOROUGH  TO-OAV. 


[tha  Phot9chfvm  Col,  Lt4, 


Digitized  by  L:iOOQIC 


CELIACS  CONVICT:  A  Seaside  Episode. 


By  Catherine  Adams. 


?s*« 

1 

HE  incessant  crying  of  the  sea- 
gulls, hurrying  inland  before 
the  wind,  betokened  a  storm. 
All  the  boats  were  drawn 
high  on  the  beach,  and  the 
few  bathing-machines  boasted 
of  by  the  little  South  Devonshire  village  of 
Tycombe  were  being  pulled  up  into  the 
sandy  road  above  the  shore,  well  out  of 
reach  of  the  incoming  tide.  To  the  east- 
ward, outside  the  tiny  harbour,  could  be 
seen  a  few  belated  trawlers  beating  up 
hurriedly  for  shelter. 

Celia  Manners  noted  all  these  signs  with 
a  smile.  She  had  been  longing  for  a  storm. 
The  last  three  weeks  had  been  ideal  for 
holiday  -  making,  and  she  and  her  camera 
had  been  very  busy  in  securing  pictures  of 
Tycombe  and  its  lovely  neighbourhood.  But 
the  sea  had  been  almost  too  monotonous  in 
its  placidity.  The  girl  hungered  for  a  real 
storm,  for  splendid  effects  of  great,  towering 
waves  dashing  against  a  wild  and  rocky 
shore.  Now  it  seemed  that  her  wish  was 
about  to  be  gratified.  About  two  miles  away 
from  the  village  Celia  had  one  day  found 
a  particularly  rugged  bit  of  coast  scenery. 
With  a  high  sea  running  the  spot  ought  to 
furnish  something  very  grand  by  way  of  a 
stormy  seascape. 

Miss  Manners  made  hasty  preparations  for 
a  rough  walk.  Later  she  was  most  grateful 
for  her  forethought  in  providing  herself  with 
cake,  biscuits,  and  a  flask  of  currant  wine. 

She  toiled  bravely  up  the  steep  path  that 
led  over  the  cliff,  and  soon  the  little  stone 
houses  wherein  dwelt  the  fisher-folk  of 
Tycombe  were  left  far  behind.  Presently  she 
came  to  the  coastguard  station,  and  she 
wondered  why  no  one  was  about  as  usual 
with  whom  to  exchange  the  time  of  day  or 
state  of  weather,  'l^hough,  for  the  most  part, 
her  way  lay  right  in  the  teeth  of  the  gale,  she 
plodded  on  determinedly.  For  all  her  slight 
figure  she  was  healthily  built  and  not  easily 
daunted.  The  force  of  the  wind,  however, 
retarded  her  progress  considerably,  and  it  was 
a  long  time  before  she  finally  reached  the 
first  [)oint  of  the  headland  for  which  she  was 
making.  She  found  a  path  leading  down  the 
cliff-side,  and  she  climbed  down  on  to  the 


rocks  below.  At  the  farther  end  of  the  cove 
in  which  she  found  herself  was  a  rocky 
promontory,  which  was  affording  the  waves 
fine  sport.  Their  immense  crests  came 
curling  and  dashing  up  against  the  giant 
rocks  in  furious  onslaughts,  and,  as  the  jagged 
outlines  of  the  boulders  caught  them,  they 
divided  into  vast  wreaths  of  white  spray. 
It  was  a  grand,  never-to-be-forgotten  sight. 
Celia  caught  her  breath  with  delight.  "  Oh, 
my  poor  little  camera  ;  how  totally  inadequate 
you  are  to  depict  all  this  grandeur ! "  she 
exclaimed. 

Completely  absorbed  by  her  wild  environ- 
ment, she  watched  the  incoming  waves 
awesomely.  Then  with  a  start  and  a  smile 
she  recollected  her  errand.  She  ventured 
as  near  as  she  dared  to  the  seething, 
creamy  spray,  and  used  her  camera  to  some 
purpose.  She  had  now  only  a  couple  of 
plates  left.  She  clambered  round  the  first 
mass  of  boulders  and  found  the  view  from 
thence  even  more  superb.  But  the  wind 
blew  too  boisterously.  At  a  little  distance 
ahead  a  giant  rock  reared  its  enormous 
height,  and  Celia  decided  that  its  lee  side 
would  afford  sufficient  shelter.  So  intent  was 
she  on  securing  the  finest  effects  for  her 
remaining  plates,  she  did  not  notice  how 
ominously  narrow  was  the  margin  of  dry  rocks 
by  which  she  rounded  this  second  promon- 
tory. In  another  half-hour  the  rocks  over 
which  she  was  now  walking  would  be  quite 
impassable ! 

Time  went  by  quickly  as  the  artistic 
element  in  the  girl  was  absorbed  by  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  before  her.  This  grati- 
fication of  her  artistic  sense  presently  gave 
way  to  some  pleasant  daydreaming  in  which 
ambition  had  some  share.  And  yet  the  truth 
of  the  aphorism  that  "  Time  and  tide  wait  for 
no  man  "  was  being  borne  to  her  rapidly  and 
dangerously. 

Celia  had  built  up  a  very  alluring  castle  in 
Spain.  She  was  no  longer  the  humdrum 
governess  at  Minerva  House — she  was  an 
artist  of  renown ;  her  pictures,  mostly  sea- 
scapes, by  the  by,  were  the  talk  of  the  town ; 
even  the  Academy  had 

A  wave  swept  rudely  and  unexpectedly 
over  her  feet,  almost  upsetting  her  balance. 
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The  daydream  vanished,  the 
present  was  borne  in  upon  her 
with  a  distinct  shock.  The 
rocks  by  which  she  had  come 
round  the  promontory  were 
entirely  covered  by  the  tide. 
She  gave  a  quick,  scared  look 
the  other  way.  No,  there  was 
no  retreat  possible  on  that 
side  either. 

She  was  imprisoned  between 
two  small  promontories,  over 
the  rocks  of  which  the  waves 
were  now  lashing  furiously. 

Her  heart  sank,  but  only 
for  a  minute.  At  the  worst  it 
would  merely  mean  an  en- 
forced stay  of  a  few  hours 
between  the  two  points.  She 
would  have  to  wait  until  the 
tide  again  receded.  A  long, 
dismal  wait,  truly,  for  the  rain, 
which  hitherto  had  only  been 
falling  in  half-hearted,  fitful 
gusts,  now  came  on  in  real 
earnest ;  but  still  there  was  no 
cause  for  alarm.  She  moved 
along  the  narrow  strip  of 
shingle  lying  between  the  two 
promontories,  seeking  for  a 
path  by  which  she  might  reach  the  cliff  above. 
There  was  none,  and  the  cliffs  rose  sheer  from 
the  shore  and  were  quite  impracticable. 

All  at  once  she  uttered  a  little  cry.  That 
dark,  green  line  along  the  cliff  side,  what  did 
it  mean  ?  With  a  chill  dread  creeping  over 
her,  Celia  gazed  at  it  as  if  fascinated.  It  was 
high-water  mark.  Only  above  that  line  was 
safety  to  be  found,  and — the  line  was  several 
inches  above  the  level  of  her  head  ! 

She  caught  her  breath  sharply. 

She  was  caught  by  the  tide.  She  was  in 
deadly  peril  of  drowning.  The  two  facts 
were  being  stamped  into  her  brain  with 
fearful  insistence. 

She  sprang  away  from  the  towering  cliffs, 
and  ran  back  to  the  promontory  round  which 
she  had  come.  She  hastily  took  off  her 
boots ;  she  was  sure  the  water  could  not  yet 
be  very  deep.  At  the  first  step  she  plunged 
into  deep  water,  and  an  incoming  wave  caught 
her  angrily  and  dashed  her  against  a  rock. 
She  scrambled  back,  spent  and  breathless. 

She  returned  to  the  beach  and  cast  appeal- 
ing looks  at  the  cliff  above,  in  hopes  that  a 
friendly  ledge  might  be  found  whereon  she 
could  cling  desperately  for  life  during  the 
next  few  hours.  The  waves  were  creeping 
quickly  up  the  shingle.     All  too  soon  they 


"  THBRK   WAS   NO   RETREAT    POSSIBLE." 

would  be  dashing  against  the  cliffs,  and 
she— Celia?  Oh!  she  could  picture  it  a!l 
so  well. 

The  minutes  were  speeding  by  and  she 
could  do  nothing.  She  ran  along  the  beach 
yet  again,  her  eyes  sweeping  the  cliff-side 
despairingly.  She  could  not  discern  the 
tiniest  foothold  anywhere.  Wringing  her 
hands  miserably,  she  turned  about  once 
more.     Ah,  there  was  something  ! 

In  a  slight  depression  of  the  cliff,  not 
noticeable  as  she  had  come  from  the  other 
end  of  the  beach,  was  a  small  ledge.  Celia, 
as  she  beheld  it,  uttered  a  cry  of  joy.  She  ran 
quickly  to  the  place,  and  then,  recognising 
her  utter  inability  to  reach  it,  she  sank  down 
on  the  stones,  sobbing  bitterly.  The  cliff 
was  perfectly  precipitate  at  that  point,  and 
the  ledge  was  too  high  for  her  to  clamber 
up  to  it.  She  seemed  to  have  been  crying  a 
long  time — in  reality  it  was  but  a  few  minutes 
— when  above  the  noise  of  wind  and  sea  the 
sound  of  a  voice  came  to  her : — 

"  If  you  will  leave  off  crying  I  can  help 
you." 

Celia  looked  round  hastily,  but,  seeing  no 
one,  concluded  that  her  senses  had  begun  to 
fail  her.  But  a  loud  shout,  and  the  end  of  a 
rope  dangling  in  front  of  her,  at  length  con- 
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vinced  her  that  there  was  someone  else  in 
this  desolate  bit  of  world  besides  herself. 

She  looked  up.  Peering  over  the  ledge 
above  her,  on  which  he  lay  prone,  a  man's 
pale  face  was  set  like  a  cameo  against  the 
dark  rock.  He  was  so  pale  that  Celia  shrank 
back  a  little,  but  a  bare  arm  holding  the 
rope  looked  reassuring  and  eminently  fitted 
for  the  business  in  hand. 

**  You  are  going  to  draw  me  up  ? "  she 
said,  wonderingly;  but  the  words  were  torn 
from  her  lips  by  the  rough  wind,  and  the 
would-be  rescuer  never  heard.  But  words 
are  of  small  account  in  moments  of  great 
stress,  and  a  few  shouts  of  direction  and 
encouragement  from  the  man  were  sufficient. 

Celia,  holding  the 
rope  tightly  with  both 
hands,  and  with  feet 
planted  fly-wise  on  the 
upright  cliff  to  lessen 
her  weight,  was  at 
length  drawn  up  and 
on  to  the  shelf  of  rock, 
which  to  her  grateful 
eyes  broadened  appre- 
ciably from  the  narrow 
ledge  it  had  appeared 
to  be  from  below. 

She  was  safe  !  The 
truculent  waves  could 
be  heard  below,  beat- 
ing angrily  on  the  very 
stones  she  had  lately 
been  kneeling  on. 

The  man  was  still 
panting  with  the  exer- 
tion of  pulling  her  up 
the  rock. 

**I  am  afraid  that  I 
was  too  late  to  save 
you  a  wetting,"  he  re- 
marked, very  uncon- 
ventionally. "  Come 
this  way,  please.  You 
must  go  on  all  fours, 
for  locomotion  is  not 
easy  up  here." 

The    man    put     his 
arm  round  her  to  keep 
her  from  slipping  over 
the     side,     and     Celia 
crept   along   the   ledge 
until,  at  an  angle  facing 
inland  —hence  its  invisibility  from  the  shore 
— an  opening  appeared  in  the  rock.     "  You 
must  creep  through  first,  please.     It  will  be 
rather  dark  at  first,  I  fear." 

It  is  bard  on  a  heroine  to  use  a  verb  like 


CELIA  WAS  AT  LENGTH  DKAWN  UP. 


"  wriggle,"    but   the   fact   is   Celia   wriggled 
through  the  low  opening  and  into  a  cave. 

"  Now  you  can  stand  upright  and  survey 
my  present  domicile,"  and  the  man  laughed 
a  little  cynically. 

"You  live  here?"  the  girl  exclaimed,  as 
she  looked  round  the  dimly-lit  cavern  in 
which  she  found  herself.  "  Surely  you  are 
joking  ?  " 

"  No ;  it  is  a  hard  truth.  I  live  here  at 
present — that  is,  as  long  as  His  Majesty's 
Government  and  the  authorities  at  Prince- 
town  will  allow  me.  I  am,  madam,  an 
escaped  convict ! " 

Simultaneously  with  this  announcement 
there  flashed  into  tlie  girl's  recollection  the 
headlines,  of  a  contents 
bill  she  had  seen  out- 
side the  little  news 
store  at  Tycombe  so 
long  as  a  week  ago, 
and  which  was  as  fol- 
lows :  "  Daring  Escape 
of  a  Convict.  At  Large 
on  Dartmoor  ! " 

Celia  shivered  a  little. 
She  was  certainly  rather 
wet  about  the  ankles, 
but  the  shiver  was  one 
of  dismay.  Alone!  with 
an  escajied  convict !  in 
a  perfectly  unsuspected 
and  unapproachable 
cave,  high  up  in  the 
face  of  the  cliff*,  and 
this,  moreover,  in  one 
of  the  loneliest  spots 
on  the  coast  there- 
abouts. 

In  the  gloom  of  the 
cave  the  man  anxiously 
watched  the  different 
emotions  chasing  each 
other  across  her  expres- 
sive face. 

"  I  would  have  sup- 
pressed the  fact,  in  view 
of  your  peace  of  mind, 
only  you  could  not  have 
failed  to  perceive  the 
peculiarity  of  these 
adornments." 

He   pointed    to   the 
arrows  scattered  plenti- 
fully over  his  clothes,  and  which  Celia  could 
see  plainly  now  that  her  eyes  were  accustomed 
to  the  dim  light  of  the  cave. 

The  girl's  finer  nature  soon  recoiled  from 
her  first  thought  and  asserted  itself.     "  You 
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have  been  very 
good  to  me,"  she 
said,  softly. "  You 
have  saved  my 
life.  That  is  all 
I  think  of— all 
that  I  shall  re- 
member, most 
gratefully,  be- 
lieve me,  in  con- 
nection with  to- 
day's events." 

"  Thank  you," 
he  said,  warmly. 
He  liked  her 
even  better  than 
if  she  had  pro- 
tested vigorously 
in  his  favour  and 
probable  inno- 
cence. With 
graceful  tact  she 
had  left  that 
matter  entirely 
alone,  and  so  he 
decided  to  say 
nothing  further 
regardinghimself 
just  then. 

Celia,  after  rem^,...^  w^.  w.^v 
mackintosh,  was  shown  the  re- 
sources of  the  cave. 

"  It  is  partly  natural  and  partly 
artificial,"  said  the  convict.  "  Evidently, 
many  years  ago,  it  was  used  as  a  store  by 
smugglers.  Look  !  "  He  showed  her,  in  the 
inner  part  of  the  cave,  a  hollow  scooped  out 
in  the  floor  which  caught  and  held  the  water 
which  at  that  point  came  filtering  through 
the  roof.  "  I  shall  not  haul  in  my  flag  for 
want  of  water,  you  see." 

"But  how  about  food?  You  will  starve 
if  you  stay  here  ?  " 

**  I  do  not  deny  that  the  commissariat  is 
rather  low,  but  I  have  hopes  of  replenishing 
it     I  wonder — ^"  he  broke  off"  abruptly. 

"  Yes  ?  "  she  queried. 

"  I  wonder  if  you  are  hungry,"  he  added, 
lightly,  but  Celia  had  an  idea  that  that  was 
not  what  he  had  intended  saying. 

"How  forgetful  I  am  ! "  said  the  girl, 
suddenly.  She  drew  her  parcel  from  the 
mackintosh  covering  of  her  camera,  in  which 
she  had  bestowed  it  "  There  !  "  she  cried, 
gaily,  "  you  must  let  me  share  this  with  you. 
Thanks  to  you,  /  shall  get  a  good  round  meal 
before  very  long.     How  long  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  I  fear  that  you  must  put  up  with  my 
company  for  at  least  five  hours." 


The  man 
might  be  a 
scoundrel,  she 
opined,  though 
the  straight 
glance  of  his 
keen  blue  eyes 
and  the  proud 
carriage  of  his 
head  much  be- 
,  lied  it ;  but,  at 
any  rate,  his 
manners  were 
those  of  a  gentle- 
man. 

Celia  pro- 
duced her  cakes 
and  wine,  and 
the  two  out- 
wardly incon- 
gruous com- 
panions made 
merry  over  the 
little  feast  At 
its  conclusion  the 
girl  had  some- 
thing to  say. 

"  I  shall  come 
here  every  day 
at  low  tide  with 
a  contribution  to 
the  com  m  is- 
sariat." 
"  You  must  not !  Once  you  are  quit  of 
this  you  must  not  mix  yourself  up  with  my 
wretched  affairs.  I  am  sure  you  mean  it 
very  kindly,  but  indeed  I  cannot  allow  it." 
The  escaped  convict  stood  up ;  his  head 
was  turned  slightly  away  from  her.  He  was 
evidently  debating  some  point  with  himself. 
Celia  looked  at  him  critically.  He  was  tall, 
with  a  well-knit  frame  ;  his  head — a  very 
fine  head — was  put  well  on  the  broad 
shoulders.  His  face  in  profile  was  finely  cut, 
and  she  imagined  that  a  more  healthy  tinge 
in  his  pale  skin  would  transform  the  man 
entirely.  Rid  of  that  cadaverous  look,  with 
the  hollows  of  his  worn  face  smoothed 
out,  he  would  be  nearly  handsome.  The 
nearly  handsome  man  turned  suddenly  and 
caught  her  look. 

"  I  was  wondering,"  Celia  began,  lamely, 
colouring  a  little. 

"Wondering  why  I  am  a  convict,"  he  said. 
"  I  could  see  the  question  in  your  eyes. 
Well,  I  will  tell  you,  and  Til  make  the  story 
as  brief  as  possible,  as  it  is  not  too  pleasant 
I  am  Convict  201.  That  is  the  name  by 
which  they  know  me  at  the  prison.     The 


'the  man  put  his  arm  round  her  to  keep 
her  from  slipping.  * 
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*'CBLIA   PRODUCED   HEK  CAKES    AND   WINS." 

crime  for  which  I  was  convicted  was  a 
bad  one.  I  do  not  deny  that.  Before  my 
conviction  I  was  Rodney  Hampden,  and 
I  was  the  junior  partner  in  Hampden  and 
Gray,  an  old  firm  of  solicitors  in  Notting- 
ham. Gray  had  taken  the  place  of  senior 
partner  some  ten  years  previously,  on  the 
death  of  my  father.  Some  valuable  docu- 
ments, deeds,  and  certificates  of  stock  were 
not  forthcoming  when  unexpectedly  applied 
for  by  the  client  by  whom  they  had  been 
entrusted  to  our  firm.  A  very  clever  piece 
of  forgery  and  embezzlement  was  next  ex- 
posed. Someone — and  that  someone  it  was 
indisputably  proved  could  only  have  been  one 
of  the  partners  or  the  managing  clerk — had 
sold  and  realized  the  whole  lot.  Heaven 
knows  how  it  came  about,  but  suspicion  fell 
on  me.  Such  a  combination  of  circumstances 
to  prove  an  innocent  man  guilty  could  only 
have  been  brought  about  by  the  connivance 
of  the  Evil  One.  The  charge  could  not  be 
refuted.  It  is  needless  to  bore  you  with 
the  details  of  my  arrest  and  trial.  I  had 
the  best  of  counsel,  but  it  was  useless.  Such 
things  do  happen  sometimes,  so  the  chaplain 
at  the  prison  tells  me.  He  is  a  good  man, 
and  I  think  he  believes  in  me,  only  he  must 


not  say  so.  He  has  tried  his  best  to 
make  me  believe  that  my  imprisonment 
is  some  peculiar  dispensation  of  Provi- 
dence for  my  ultimate  spiritual  good.  I 
am  too  material,  however,  to  appreciate 
his  arguments.  Oh,  to  be  free,  really 
free;  not  cooped  up  here,  afraid  to  stir 
a  hand's  breadth  lest  a  coastguard  spy 
me,  but  free  I  Ah,  I  forget ;  you  cannot 
understand" 

"  I  do,"  she  said,  quietly,  "  and  I  believe 
you  ;  I  believe  in  your  innocence." 

"  Thank  you.  May  I  shake  hands  with 
you  ?  " 

Celia's  pretty,  soft  palm  was  clasped  by 
the  homy  hand  of  the  convict.  He  turned 
away  quickly  when  her  hand  was  with- 
drawn. 

"  It  seems  centuries  since  I  touched 
a  hand  like  yours — a  lady's  hand."  There 
was  a  quiver  in  the  deep  voice. 

"You  said  that  there. were  two  others 

who  might  have  been  guilty.     Did  you 

suspect  neither  ?  "  Celia  asked,  presently. 

He  turned   and  looked  at  her.      His 

eyes  were  blazing. 

"  I  don't  suspect.     I  know !    It  was 
Gray.     He  was  the  scoundrel,  who,  guilty 
himself,  yet  wove  the  net  of  circumstantial 
evidence  so  diabolically  round  myself  that 
there  was  no  escape." 
"  Then  why  did  you  not  denounce  him  ?  " 
"  Gray  had  married  my  sister.     She  was  in 
delicate  health.     As  she  is  the  only  relative 
I  have,  the  only  being  I  love,  you  will  under- 
stand." 

"  Oh  ! "  cried  Celia ;  "  why  must  such 
things  be  ?  " 

Presently  he  told  her  some  of  his  plans. 
As  soon  as  ever  the  search  had  died  away 
a  little,  he  hoped  to  get  a  disguise  and  make 
his  way  to  Plymouth,  whence  he  could  reach 
a  non-extradition  port,  if  he  only  had  luck. 

"  The  wonder  to  me  is  your  finding  this 
marvellous  hiding-place,"  said  Celia. 

"  I  did  not  find  it,"  he  told  her,  with  a 
smile.  "  A  fellow-prisoner,  to  whom  I  had 
rendered  some  slight  service,  told  me  of  the 
place.  He  is  an  old  man,  too  old  to  make 
a  bid  for  freedom.  The  cave  had  been 
shown  to  him  when  he  was  quite  a  lad  by 
his  old  grandfather,  who  no  doubt  had  made 
use  of  it  in  the  good  old  days  of  smuggling. 
Daddy,  as  we  call  him,  is  too  old  to  be 
suspected  of  such  things.  They  never  dreamt 
that  he  would  secrete  sufficient  bits  of  hemp 
wherewith  to  make  a  rope.  And  without 
that  rope  the  attempt  would  have  been 
useless," 
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When  the  time  came  for  her  to  leave  the 
cave,  Celia  could  scarcely  believe  that  her 
detention  had  lasted  so  long.  Very  carefully 
did  the  convict  hoist  her  over  the  ledge  and 
lower  her  to  the  beach. 

The  summer  storm  had  been  short-lived, 
and  with  the  recession  of  the  tide  the  waters 
were  calming  rapidly. 

"  Please, //ffljf  go  back  to  the  cave,"  urged 
Celia,  as  her  host  lingered  on  the  ledge  for  a 
final  farewell. 

"  I  do  not  think  anyone  would  be  likely  to 
be  on  the  prowl  after  such  a  storm,"  he  said. 
"  I  hope  you  will  reach  home  before  the  light 
fails.  I  shall  watch  you  until  you  are  well 
round  the  point.  "  Good-bye — may  I  say  it 
just  this  once  ? — Celia  I  Celia,"  he  repeated, 
with  a  lingering  accent  on  the  name  that  was 
almost  a  caress. 

"  Not  good-bye,  but  au  revoir,*^  said  the 
girl ;  "  for,  indeed,  I  shall  come  again  to- 
morrow ! " 

She  turned  away  with  a  little  parting  wave 
of  her  hand  and  went  a  few  steps  on  her 
way ;  then  her  face  set  like  stone. 

With  a  well-attempted  air  of  unconcern, 
however,  she  went  bravely  forward.  But  it 
was  too  late.  A  party  of  men  were  coming 
round  the  promontory.  They  came  quickly 
towards  Celia,  eyeing  her  with  looks  of 
astonishment.  Two  of  the  number  she 
recognised  as  belonging  to  the  coastguard, 
while  three  were  in  the  uniforms  she  knew 
to  be  in  use  in  Government  prisons.  One 
of  the  coastguard  came  towards  her. 

"Excuse  me,  miss,  but  how  did  you  get 
down  the  cliff?" 

"  By  the  footpath,  of  course,"  said  Celia. 

"There's  no  footpath  this  side  of  Grim's 
Corner,  as  we  call  the  point  behind  us,  and 
as  for  the  other  point,  look !  " 

The  waves  were  still  racing  over  the  farther 
promontory. 

"  I  did  not  say  that  I  had  come  that  way," 
said  Celia,  haughtily.  Why  did  they  question 
her  so  ?  Ah,  she  knew  well  enough,  and  her 
heart  sank  as  she  remembered  the  danger  of 
the  man  she  had  just  left. 

**  Tm  sorry  to  be  so  troublesome,  miss,  but 
it  is  a  curious  thing  that  you  could  not  have 
passed  the  point  for  at  least  five  hours. 
We've  been  waiting  for  the  tide  to  allow  of 
us  getting  round,  and  there  was  certainly  no 
one  in  front  of  us," 

"  I  object  to  answer  any  more  questions," 
said  the  girl. 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  but  there  is  a  reason  for 
my  questions.  Unless  someone  let  you  down 
the  cliff,  which  is  impossible,  you  could  not 


have  got  on  this  bit  of  beach  only  before  the 
tide  came  in  some  hours  ago." 

"  I  don't  deny  that  I  have  been  here  some 
time,"  said  Celia ;  "  but  what  of  that  ?  "' 

"  Only  this,  miss ;  no  living  person  would 
be  found  in  Lisden  Cove  after  such  a  high 
tide  as  weVe  just  had." 

Then  one  of  the  Princetown  officials 
spoke. 

"  It's  a  kind  thing  for  you  to  do,  miss,  to 
try  and  shield  a  poor  chap  like  No.  201. 
But  we  know  he's  hereabout.  There's  no 
doubt  that  he  has  been  fool  enough — I  mean 
kind  enough— to  help  you  out  of  the  way  of 
the  tide  just  now.  That  is  so,  eh  ? "  He 
turned  to  his  mates,  who  gave  assent.  "  We 
know  there  is  a  cave  in  this  very  cove,  and 
we  have  reason  to  know  that  our  man 
is  there.  Will  you  please  show  us  the 
place?" 

"  No,  I  will  not ! "  she  cried,  defiantly, 
purposely  raising  her  voice.  The  men 
looked  at  her  perplexedly.  "  I  shall  tell 
you  nothing,"  she  repeated. 

There  was  a  shout  from  the  cliff.  The 
men  exchanged  startled  looks,  for  there,  high 
up  on  the  face  of  the  cliff,  Convict  201  stood 
upright  on  the  ledge. 

"  You  can  put  down  your  revolver,  Scott," 
called  the  convict.  "  I  have  no  arms,  and  I 
am  coming  down  to  give  myself  up."  As  he 
spoke  he  slid  down  the  rope  to  the  group 
below.  "But  if  you  dare  to  molest  or 
trouble  that  young  lady  any  more  I'll  knock 
you  down." 

"I  am  sure  I  beg  the  lady's  pardon," 
said  Scott,  as  he  quickly  handcuffed  his 
prisoner. 

"  How  did  you  hear  of  me  ?  How  did  you 
know  of  my  hiding-place  ? "  asked  the 
convict,  quickly. 

"  Old  No.  85  is  bad  with  sunstroke,  and 
he  got  blabbing  in  his  delirium." 

"  Poor  old  Daddy  ! "  Then  the  convict 
lowered  his  voice.  "Scott,  I'll  go  with  you 
quietly,  I  give  my  word.  But  let  me  have  a 
few  moments  with  the  young  lady  first;  there 
is  something  I  want  to  say  to  her." 

The  warder  looked  at  him  keenly,  but  said 
nothing. 

"Scott,"  he  whispered,  brokenly,  "you 
know  what  I  am  going  back  to,  and,  of 
course,  after  this  break-out,  it  will  be  much 
worse  than  before ;  can't  you  let  me  say 
good-bye  to  the  bit  of  Heaven  I  have  just 
had  a  glimpse  of?" 

"  All  right,"  the  man  replied,  his  voice  a 
bit  more  gruff  than  before. 

Celia  was    too   much  distressed   to  bear 
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much  part  in  the  final  leave-taking  with  the 
prisoner. 

"I  hate  to  think  that  I  am  in  some 
measure  responsible  for  your  capture,"  she 
told  him. 

"  No,  no ;  you  are  not.  It  is  a  whim  of 
Fate.  She  has  made  poor  old  Daddy  the 
instrument  in  this  bit  of  bad  luck,  even  as 
he  was  responsible  for  my  escape.  But  I  do 
not  regret  it.  I — I  have  got  something  to 
take  back  with  me  that  I  had  not  before." 

"  And  that  ?  "  she  asked,  innocently. 

"  A  memory — only  a  memory  of  yourself, 
but  it  is  a  very  sweet  memory." 

With  a  pathetic   smile   he   held   out   his 


"he  held  out  his  handcuffed  hands." 


Celia   clasped   them  m 
was    taken  away   by  his 


handcuffed  hands, 
hers,  and  then  he 
captors. 

It  was  a  thoroughly  worn  out  and  dejected 
Celia  who  finally  reached  the  shelter  of  her 
landlady's  roof  that  night. 

To  the  consternation  of  that  lady,  and 
to  her  own  astonishment,  she  Durst  into  a 
violent  fit  of  crying  when  Mrs.  Grist  naturally 
expressed  her  relief  at  seeing  her  safe. 


"If  it  had  not  been  for  the  kindest, 
bravest  man  who  helped  me,  I  should  have 
been  drowned.  And  I  almost  wish  I  had 
been,"  she  added,  fiercely,  with  a  fresh  out- 
burst 

Six  months  later  the  head  governess  at  the 
Misses  Smythe's  School  for  Young  Ladies 
was  informed  somewhat  acrimoniously  by  one 
of  the  principals  that  a  gentleman  wished  to 
see  her. 

When  Celia  entered  the  drawing-room  at 
Minerva  House  she  almost  created  a  scandal 
in  that  high  -  toned  establishment  She 
nearly  shrieked  in  her  surprise. 

"You!  you!" 
sheened.  "Oh!" 
as  her  hand  was 
taken  and  wrung 
fervently. 

"You  did  not 
see  it  in  the 
papers  ?  "  he  asked, 
as  he  eagerly 
took  in  all  the 
details  of  the 
sweet  face,  which 
was  more  charm- 
ing than  ever 
in  its  sudden  con- 
fusion. 

"  We  never  see 
the  papers,"  said 
Celia. 

"Then  you  did 
not  know  that  my 
miserable  brother- 
in  -  law  is  dead  ? 
You  did  not  know 
that  he  sent  for 
a  magistrate  at 
the  last  and 
made  a  full  con- 
fession ?  My 
innocence  has 
been  completely 
proved.  I  am 
tree — free  at  last !  "  he  said,  jubilantly. 

"Oh,  I  am  glad — glad!  I  cannot  say 
how  very  glad  I  am." 

"  You  are  glad  ?  "  he  said,  looking  eagerly 
into  her  eyes.     "Then  you  do  care — I  mean 

you  will  try— to  begin — to " 

But  what  began,  took  shape,  and  was 
finally  consummated  from  that  very  flounder- 
ing speech  of  his  would  make  quite  another 
story ! 
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In  each  pair  of  figures  the  second  is  precisely  the  same  as  the  first,  save  that 
it  has  been  endoNA^ed  with  raiment. 


^S  it  ever  occurred  to  anyone 
to   consider    what    our    chejs- 
d'cBuvre  of  classical  sculpture 
would    look    like    if    decked 
out  in  conventional  twentieth- 
century  garb?     Modern   cos- 
tume is,  as  we  know,  the  despair  of  contem- 
porary artists.  The  "  twin  cylinders  "  wherein 
man  is  wont  to  enshrine  his  nether  limbs  have 
driven  many  sculptors  to  the  verge  of  suicide. 
But  in  spite  of  this,  and  the  ipse  dixit  of  Mr. 
Thomas  Brock,  R.A.,  who  recently  declared 
that   "trousers  cannot  be  made  artistic— at 
any  rate  in  statuary,"  we  are  of  opinion  that 


the  masterpieces  of  Phidias,  Scopas,  and  the 
rest  be  any  worse  for  modern  costume  ? 

We  know  that  the  earliest  Hellenic  sculf>- 
tors  draped  their  figures,  and  before  the 
Venus  of  Knidos  made  her  bow  to  immor- 
tality the  practice  of  clothing  the  human 
form  was  general.  Why  should  not  this 
ancient  practice  be  revived?  Suppose,  for 
example,  Mr.  Thomycroft,  R.A.,  should 
one  morning  receive  a  commission  from 
some  enterprising  millionaire — not  necessarily 
Transatlantic — to  execute  an  improved,  up- 
to  date  virgin  goddess.  Why  should  he  not 
produce  a   statue    similar  in    style  to  the 


THE    ANTIQUE    STATUE   OF    "VENUS 
TRIUMPHANT." 

the  despised  garment  may  lend  itself  to 
aesthetic  treatment  to  quite  as  great  a  degree 
as  the  Roman  toga  or  the  flowing  draperies 
of  Greece. 

But  although  it  is  quite  feasible,  the  ques- 
tion may  be  asked — What  audacious  artist  is 
to  come  forward  to  endow  Apollo  with 
trousers  and  endue  Venus  with  vestments? 
Even  the  most  devoted  worshippers  of  ancient 
art  have  to  ask  themselves  candidly — Would 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 27. 


THE  SAME  STATUE  DRESSED  AS  A  LADY 
OF    TO-DAY. 

fashionably  -  attired  "  Venus  Triumphant  " 
shown  in  our  first  illustration?  Surely  no 
artist  would  be  ashamed  of  affixing  his  hall- 
mark to  such  exquisitely  -  moulded  linea- 
ments. Paquin  and  Redfern  might  sigh  in 
vain  for  so  shapely  a  model  to  display  the 
charms  of  their  latest  creations.  "It  is 
wonderful !  "  exclaimed  a  well  known  artist, 
on  being  shown  our  photograph  of  the 
befrilled  and  befurbelowed  goddess.      "The 
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statue  might  have 
been  made  to  fit 
the  dress  —  not 
the  dress  the 
statue  ! " 

Would  any- 
body assert  that 
the  famous  Venus 
has  lost  a  whit  in 
grace  or  dignity 
by  being  thus 
transformed?  We 
think  not.  Not 
that  we  wish  for 
a  moment  to  de- 
cry the  beauty  of 
line  and  charm 
of  contour  of  the 
human  form.  But 
if  the  statue  must 
be  draped,  should 
it  not  be  draped 
in  a  manner 
which  mirrors 
forth  the  taste 
and  spirit  of  the 
time,  so  that 
future  genera- 
tions   may     see 


VENUg  OF  THE  CAPITOL   BECOMES  THE  VENUS  OF  A 
LONDON  DRAWING-ROOM.. 


(and,  we  trust,  admire)  the 
picturesque  costume  of  their 
ancestors  ? 

Since  Venus,  in  addition  to 
being  a  prominent  member  of 
the  Olympian  Club,  was— like 
all  the  rest  of  that  select  com- 
munity —  intensely  human  in 
her  desires  and  actions,  we  can- 
not help  thinking  that  she  must 
have  keenly  regretted  the  con- 
vention which  debarred  her  from 
sharing  with  her  more  mortal 
sisters  the  subtle  fascination 
and  delight  appertaining  to  the 
fashionable  milliner's  establish- 
ment. But  she  need  pine  no 
longer  for  the  dainty  rustle  of 
the  silken  skirt  or  the  soft 
whisper  of  muslin  frills  and 
flounces,  for  in  the  above 
design  (Venus  of  the  Capitol) 
we  see  the  beautiful  goddess 
arrayed  in  garments  which 
Worth  himself  would  not  hesitate 
to  acclaim  as  supreme  triumphs 
of  the  modern  artiste's  skill. 

Those  interested  in  masculine 
MERCURY—  modes  would  do  well  to  study 


the  attire  of  the 
fashionably- 
dressed  young 
"man  about 
town"  shown  in 
our  next  illustra- 
tion. But,  after 
all,  the  coat  de- 
pends very  much 
upon  the  man  in- 
side, and  not  to 
all  of  us,  alas  !  is 
it  given  to  com- 
bine the  figure  of 
a  Mercury  with 
the  grace  and 
dignity  of  a  god. 
One  of  the 
most  celebrated 
statues  in  the 
world  is  the 
"Apollo  di  Bel- 
vedere." It  owes 
its  fame,  in  a 
great  measure,  to 
the  wonderful 
vitality  which 
seems  to  glow 
through    the 


—AS  A  MODERN  EXQUISITE, 
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THE   APOLLO   DI    BELVEDERE— 


-A   MODERN   OPERA-GOER. 


BACCHUS   AND   AMPELUS. 


finely-chiselled 
limbs.  But  if  the 
bare  but  beautiful 
god  were  con- 
strained to  conceal 
his  comely  mem- 
bers in  modern 
attire,  what  more 
fitting  vesture  could 
be  found  for  him 
than  the  "  immacu- 
late evening  dress  " 
(as  the  lady  novelist 
hath  it)  shown  in 
the  illustration 
given  above  ? 

Look  now  at  the 
"Bacchus  and  Am- 
pelus"  here  repro- 
duced. We  see 
them  converted 
into  khaki  -  clad 
warriors.  The  gal- 
lant bugler- boy  is 
assisting  his 
wounded  comrade 
out  of  the  fight. 
That  this  motif  was 
not  the  original 
intention     of    the 


THE    SAME    IN    KHAKI. 
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sculptor  goes  with- 
out saying,  but  it 
makes  a  very  effec- 
tive group.  This 
statue,  it  may  be 
noted,  is  one  of 
the  art  treasures 
of  Florence,  and 
the  Florentines 
might  possibly 
object  to  having 
their  highly-prized 
Bacchus  arrayed 
in  British  garb. 
But,  after  all,  the 
statue  is  intended 
for  the  benefit  of 
English  beholders, 
and  we  are  not 
the  first  to  adapt 
Italian  art  to  our 
own  purpose.  Do 
we  not  translate 
their  novels  and 
interpret  their 
plays  ? 

Apollos  and 
Venuses  abound 
in  antique  scvlp- 


THE   VENUS   DE   MEDICI-        -DRESSED   BY   WORTH. 


ture.  To  the 
ancient  Greeks  and 
Romans  they  repre- 
sented the  extreme 
perfection  of  pro- 
portion and  con- 
tou  r  of  which 
the  human  form 
is  capable.  Is 
the  "  Venus  de  Me- 
dici," shown  above, 
which  is,  however, 
of  more  recent  date, 
any  more  charming 
in  the  original  than 
in  the  modernized 
version,  in  which  we 
see  Venus  as  a 
young  and  beauti- 
ful woman,  clad  in 
robes  of  clinging 
gossamer,  while  with 
one  hand  she  lifts 
her  dainty  skirts 
from  the  dusty  road- 
way ? 

Adonis  is  another 

popular    figure     in 

ADONIS—  mythological    lore. 


Here  he  has 
abandoned  the 
b  tr  w"  for  the 
hockey=stick,  and 
w-e  see  him 
arrayed  in  the  pic- 
turesque kit  dedi- 
cated to  devotees 
of  this  exciting 
pastime.  We  do 
not  think  the 
young  god  of  the 
chase  looks  any 
the  less  intrepid 
for  the  change, 
and  Venus  will 
probably  continue 
to  shower  her 
unwelcome  atten- 
tions upon  him 
with  renewed 
ardour. 

Why  should  not 
Mr.  Goscombe 
John  or  Mr. 
Frampton  give  us 
a  statue  like  the 
"Meleager" 
depicted    in    the 


—AS  A  HOCKEY-PLAYER. 
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-A   MODERN    SPORTSMAN. 


THE    POSTURE   OF    THE 
DISCOBOLUS— 


above  illustration  ? 
Here  he  is  shown  to 
us  decked  out  in  the 
scarlet  jacket  and 
white  breeches  of  the 
modem  huntsman, 
while  by  his  side  the 
faithful  hound  regards 
with  pained  amaze- 
ment his  master's  sar- 
torial vagaries. 

Frequenters  of  the 
British  Museum  are 
no  doubt  familiar 
with  the  fine  statue 
of  a  Discobolus 
which  adorns  our 
national  repository. 
But  autres  temps^ 
autres  mceurs^  and 
our  marble  friend, 
having  abandoned 
his  game  of  quoits 
—possibly  finding  it 
become  tedious  with 
the  lapse  of  cen- 
turies— has  betaken 
to  himself  the  attire 
and     equipment     of 


-MIGHT  WELL   BE  THAT  OF  A 
PRESENT-DAY  ARTIST. 
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AN    ANCIENT    ATHLETE-  as  —A    MODERN    FOOTBALLER. 

the  artist.     The  instrument  of  his  sport  has  from  the  easel  to  take  an  admiringly  critical 

turned  to  the  unaccustomed  palette,  his  right  survey  of  his  workmanship, 
hand  grasps  the  brush,  and  he  looks  for  all  The  subject  shown  in  the  above  illustration 

the  world  as  if   he  had  just  stepped   back  is   worthy   of   the  greatest    sculptors.     The 


AN    ANCIENT    PUGILIST—  as  —A    PUNTER   AVOIDING   A   COLLISION. 
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active  pose  of  the  trained  athlete,  the  sinewy 
thews  and  agile  muscles,  are  enhanced  rather 
than  concealed  by  the  addition  of  the  slender 
stock  of  clothing  which  goes  to  make  up  the 
footballer's  attire.  The  classic  game  was 
possibly  not  wholly  unknown  when  this 
masterpiece  of  plastic  art  was  evolved,  but  it 
is  highly  improbable  that  the  artist  harboured 
any  intention  of  representing  one  of  these 
modern  gladiators  when  with  firm  hand  and 
steady  eye  he  plied  his  deft  chisel. 

Punting  is  an  art — and  a  very  fascinating 


going  article  that  drabness  and  drapery  do 
not  necessarily  go  hand  in  hand,  and  that 
manjr  of  our  modern  sculptors  might  do 
worse  than  emulate  the  spirit  of  the  designs 
herewith  reproduced.  Would  it  be  too  much 
to  hope  to  see  in  the  next  Royal  Academy  a 
Psyche  adorned  after  the  manner  of  Bond 
Street  and  a  Cupid  resplendent  in  the  latest 
sartorial  triumphs  of  Savile  Row  ? 

Suppose  a  Royal  personage  or  statesman 
of  our  own^  time  were  to  appear  on  some 
occasion  of  consequence,  he  would  doubtless 


LUCIUS  VERUS— 


AS    -A  ROVAI 


one — but  it  requires  a  good  deal  of  skill  to 
acquit  oneself  therein  with  grace  and  distinc- 
tion. The  great  Canova's  "  Damossena 
Pugillatore  "  has  abandoned  the  arena  for  the 
river,  but  we  doubt  if  he  finds  the  change 
altogether  to  his  taste.  Not,  however,  that 
the  more  peaceful  pastime  lacks  its  exciting 
moments,  and  we  gather  from  the  valiant 
pugilist's  wrathful  expression  that  he  is 
brooding  darkly  and  bitterly  over  some 
recent  mishap,  when  possibly  his  frail  craft 
■  and  he  reluctantly  but  unavoidably  parted 
company  for  a  space  in  mid-stream. 

We  trust  that  we  have  shown  in  the  fore- 


robe  himself  in  the  conventional  top-hat  and 
fi"ock  -  coat.  It  was  otherwise  with  Lucius 
Verus  and  his  contemporaries.  The  simple 
toga  and  sandals  sufficed.  But  their  post- 
humous memorials  were  even  more  simply 
clad,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  well-known  statue 
of  the  Roman  Emperor.  Our  sculptor  has, 
however,  taken  the  liberty  of  giving  him  those 
garments  which  twentieth  -  century  custom 
accepts  as  the  correct  mode,  and  even  adding 
that  top-hat  beloved  of  the  late  Mr.  Kruger 
and  anathematized  by  Mr.  Cunninghame 
Graham.  It  is  hard  to  see  that  the  statue 
loses  anything  by  the  process. 
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By  Ellis  Pearson. 


I. 


N  a  certain  evening  in  July,  in 
the  year  1465,  a  man  sat  alone 
in  an  upper  room  of  a  house 
in  the  Rue  St.  Eloi,  in  the 
King's  city  of  Paris.  The 
warm  air  entered  in  at  the 
unglazed  window,  and  occasionally  the  rattle 
of  arms  and  tramp  of  men  down  in  the  street 
below  came  to  the  man  where  he  sat  bent 
over  the  table.  The  times  were  those  when 
Louis  XL,  whom  posterity  reckons  as  the 
basest  and  most  despicable  of  French  kings, 
ruled  France — if,  indeed,  ruling  it  could  be 
called.  For,  what  with  the  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy and  his  allies  battering  without  at  the 
walls  of  Paris,  and  the  hatred  and  dissatisfac- 
tion towards  him  of  the  citizens  within,  it  is 
to  be  doubted  if  he  was  more  than  King  in 
name  only. 

The  room  was  well  lighted;  in  part  by 
half-a-dozen  tapers  flickering  in  sconces  on 
the  walls,  in 
part  by  a  lamp 
hanging  from  the 
raftered  ceiling 
directly  over  the 
table,  the  light 
from  which,  fall- 
ing on  the  man, 
showed  him  to 
be  of  middle  age, 
dark  and  hand- 
some and  deter- 
mined of  face, 
and  dressed  as 
befitted  a  man 
of  position.  He 
was  examining 
with  an  air  of 
appreciation  the 
exterior  of  a  small 
silver  box  that 
lay  on  the  table 
before  him  —  a 
comfit-box,  such 
as  men  carried 
in  those  days,  as 
snuff-boxes  were 
carried  in  a  later 
generation. 

"A  pretty 
thing,"  he  was 
murmuring,  with 
a  curious  smile, 
"  a    very     pretty 


"  HE    WAS    EXAMINING   WITH    AN    AIR    OF    APPRECIA- 
TION   THK    EXTERIOR  OF    A    SMALL   SILVER  BOX  THAT 
LAY   ON    THE    TABLE    BEFORE    HIM." 


thing,*'  and  turned  it  over  and  over.  Pre- 
sently, however,  at  a  sound  from  below,  the 
opening  and  shutting  of  the  door  leading  into 
the  street,  he  sat  up  and,  covering  the  box 
with  his  hands,  bent  his  head  in  a  listening 
attitude. 

"  M.  de  Tocqueville  is  alone  ? "  came  a 
voice,  and  the  answer  : — 

"Yes,  my  lord,"  and,  with  a  smile,  he 
picked  up  the  box  and  put  it  in  the  breast  of 
his  doublet. 

"  At  last !  "  he  muttered. 
**ril  go  up,  then,"  came  the  first  voice 
again,  and  the  next  instant  footsteps  came 
rapidly  up  the  stairs.  A  moment  more  and 
the  door  was  opened  and  a  man  entered — a 
young  man,  tall  and  thin,  fair-haired,  and 
dressed  in  the  extreme  of  the  fashion  of  that 
period. 

The  man  at  the  table  rose.  "  You  are  very 
welcome,  M.  le  Vicomte,"  he  said. 

The  new-comer  bowed,  and  taking  off  his 
hat  and  cloak 
flung  them  on  to 
a  chair. 

"Give  you 
good  even,  M. 
de  Tocqueville," 
he  returned,  and 
seated  himself  at 
the  table.  "  I 
have  two  hours 
only  before  me," 
he  went  on,  "  so, 
if  you  please,  we 
will  resume  our 
game  at  once." 

The  other 
laughed  lightly. 
"  You  are  very 
eager,  my  friend," 
he  said ;  "  but  as 
you  will." 

He  crossed  the 
o  a  cabinet,  took 
ack  of  cards,  and, 
ig,  seated  himself. 
e  stakes  as  yester- 
* "  he  said,  as  they 


nodded.  The  deal 
id  taking  up  the 
td  and  dealt  them. 
is  well  ?  "  Tocque- 
ville inquired  as  he  glanced  over 
his  hand. 
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"  Well  enough  in  body,"  the  other 
answered,  with  a  light  laugh ;  "  but  in 
spirit !  "  He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  My 
faith,  I  tnink  he  is  the  very  devil  I " 

Tocqueville  looked  at  him  curiously.  "  I 
sometimes  think,  my  friend,"  he  said,  "  that 
you  do  not  love  our  good  Louis." 

"  I  neither  love  nor  hate  him,"  the  Vicomte 
answered,  carelessly.  "  He  is  good  enough 
to  call  me  his  friend,  and  with  that  I  must 
needs  be  satisfied.  Yet,  my  faith,  'tis  no  great 
honour  to  be  treated  on  a  level  with  a  hang- 
man and  a  barber." 

The  elder  man  lifted  his  eyebrows  as  if  in 
surprise.     "  Why,  does  he  so  treat  you  ?  " 

The  Vicomte  stared.  "  Nom  de  Dieu  ! " 
he  exclaimed.  "You  mean  to  say  you  do 
not  know  that  Oliver  Daim,  his  barber,  and 
Tristan  THermite,  his  hangman,  are  his 
chosen  favourites?  Why,  man,  all  Paris 
knows  that." 

"And  he  treats  you  on  a  level  with 
them — you,  the  Vicomte  de  St.  Clar — and 
you  suffer  it !     My  friend,  you  surprise  me." 

St.  Clar  frowned,  and  glanced  quickly  at 
his  companion.  "It  is  so,"  he  answered, 
testily ;  "  but,  if  you  please,  we  will  get  on." 

The  other  hid  a  smile  behind  his  cards, 
then  nodded,  and  the  game  began. 

For  half  an  hour  the  luck  was  equal, 
neither  winning,  or  winning  only  to  lose 
again,  and  at  last  St.  Clar  flung  down  his 
cards  with  an  impatient  gesture.  "This  is 
monotonous,"  he  said.  "Come,  let  us 
double  the  stakes." 

"  As  you  please,''  the  other  answered,  and 
they  commenced  again. 

The  first  half-dozen  games  the  younger 
player  won,  and  a  flush  came  to  his  cheeks. 
From  the  seventh  onward,  however,  luck 
deserted  him,  and  he  lost  game  after  game 
in  quick  succession.  He  lost  his  coolness 
and  played  wildly,  at  variance  with  the  elder 
man's  quiet  and  passive  manner.  Tocqueville 
played  with  precision,  calmly  throwing  his 
cards  and  taking  his  tricks,  and  marking  down 
from  time  to  time  his  winnings.  Yet  each 
time  he  did  so  a  close  watcher  might  have 
noted  a  smile  of  satisfaction  in  his  eyes,  gone 
almost  before  it  was  born.  At  length  he 
spoke.  "  Things  are  going  hardly  with  you, 
my  friend,"  he  said. 

St.  Clar  laughed  harshly.  "  Hardly,  mon- 
sieur, is  scarcely  the  word.     Yesterday  I  lost 

St.  Clar,  to-day "     He  caught  the  other's 

eyes  fixed  on  him  curiously,  and  he  stopped 
and  turned  pale. 

"To-day  you  have  lost ''  Tocqueville 

took  him  up. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 28. 


"Fifteen  hundred  crowns,"  he  muttered, 
with  an  oath. 

Tocqueville  glanced  at  the  slate  beside 
him.  "  That  is  so,"  he  agreed  ;  then  he  bent 
across  the  table.  "Do  you  not  think  it  is 
sufficient  ?"  he  said,  with  a  peculiar  smile. 

St.  Clar  started  to  his  feet.  "What  do 
you  mean  ?  "  he  cried. 

The  other  waved  him  back  to  his  seat. 
"  Keep  calm,  my  friend,  and  be  seated." 
He  paused  a  moment  then.  "  I  mean  this, 
M.  le  Vicomte.  The  chateau  and  lands  of 
St.  Clar  are  mine,  and  you  owe  me  fifteen 
hundred  crowns."  He  smiled  across  at  him. 
"  Fifteen  hundred  crowns  is  a  goodly  sum, 
my  friend." 

The  Vicomte  avoided  his  eyes.  "  Well  ?  " 
he  muttered. 

Tocqueville  laughed  lightly.  "  I  doubt  if 
it  is  well,"  he  said,  "  because — and  you 
should  know  it  as  well  as  I,  or  better — 
you  cannot  pay  me." 

St.  Clar  neither  moved  nor  spoke ;  his  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  cards  before  him,  and  his 
fingers  beat  a  nervous  tattoo  on  the  table. 
He  knew  it  was  so,  and  he  had  nothing  to 
say.     At  last : — 

"  Is  it  not  so,  my  friend  ? "  Tocqueville 
asked,  softly. 

St.  Clar  answered  his  question  with  another. 
"  If  you  knew  this,  why  did  you  play  with 
me?" 

The  other  drew  a  deep  breath  and  hesitated 
for  a  moment,  then  :  "  Because,  my  friend," 
he  said,  in  a  low  but  distinct  voice,  "  I  wanted 
you," 

The  young  man's  chin  dropped  and  he 
half  rose.  "  Nom  de  Dieu  ! "  he  exclaimed. 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

Tocqueville  sat  in  silent  thought  for  some 
seconds.      "  I  mean  this,"  he  answered  at  last 

— "I  mean— but   first "     He  rose  and 

stepped  to  the  door.  "Excuse  me  a  moment," 
and,  opening  it,  he  called  aloud,  "  Andr^  ! " 
An  answering  shout  came  from  below,  and 
the  next  instant  footsteps  came  quickly  up 
the  stairs,  and  St.  Clar,  seated  at  the  table, 
heard  a  muttered  conversation  pass  between 
the  two  men,  but  of  what  nature  he  could 
not  tell.  "At  once,"  he  heard  Tocqueville 
say  as  he  was  returning  into  the  room,  and 
the  man's  answer,  "  Yes,  my  lord,"  and  heard 
him  return  quickly  downstairs. 

Tocqueville  reseated  himself  at  the  table. 
"  Now,  my  friend,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  "  we 
can  talk.  But  first  I  should  like  your  word 
that  this  will  go  no  farther." 

"You  have  it,"  St.  Clar  answered,  sullenlv- 

"That  is  well,"  Tocqueville  said.     "  i* 
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now,  M.  le  Vicomte,  you  shall  know  why  I 
want  you."  He  paused  a  moment — then, 
slowly  and  thoughtfully  :  "  You,  my  friend, 
are  for  Louis  of  France  ;  I — and  of  this  you 
have  had  not  the  slightest  suspicion — am  for 
Philip  of  Burgundy.  In  that  lies  the  gist  of 
the  matter.  Louis  and  Philip,  as  you  know, 
are  the  deadliest  of  enemies,  or  my  master 
would  not  now  be  besieging  Paris,  and  it  is 
his  will  that  Louis  shall  die.  It  is  for  that 
I  am  here,  and — prepare  yourself,  my  friend 
— it  is  for  that  I  want  you." 

He  finished,  and  the  young  man  sprang  to 
his  feet,  his  face  ashen  white.  "  Mort  de  Dieu ! " 
he  cried.     "  You  want  me  to  kill  the  King  ?  " 

Tocqueville   motioned    him   back   to   his 


St.  Clar  stared  at  him  with  wide-open  eyes. 
Tocqueville's  face  was  white  and  his  breath 
came  fast.  "  My  faith ! "  he  said,  in  a  shaking 
voice.  "  You  startled  me."  He  bent  across 
the  table.  "  Had  you  opened  it,"  he  went 
on,  in  a  low  voice,  "in  ten  minutes  you  would 
be  a  dead  man.  Look  you,"  and,  picking  up 
the  box,  he  opened  it  carefully,  and  as  he 
did  so  a  small  blade,  half  as  long  and  twice 
as  wide  as  a  pin,  darted  out  and  receded 
instantly.  He  looked  into  St.  Clar's  face. 
"  You  saw  that  blade  ?  Well,  a  touch  of 
that,  my  friend,  means  certain  death." 

"  Mon  Dieu!"  St.  Clar  said  again,  and, 
rising  from  his  chair,  he  strode  to  the  fire- 
place and  stood  leaning  against  the  mantel. 


"  PICKING  UP  THE   BOX,   HE  OPENED   IT  CAREFULLY." 


seat.  "  Softly,  softly,"  he  said.  "  I  do  not 
want  you  to  kill  him  with  your  own  hands ; 
there  is  a  safer  and  better  way." 

"  A  better  way  !  "  curiously. 

"  Yes,  my  friend,  a  better  way,  or,  at  any 
rate,  better  for  you."  He  put  his  hand  to 
his  breast  and  drew  out  the  comfit-box,  and 
put  it  on  the  table  before  St.  Clar.  "  You 
know  this  ?  "  he  questioned,  with  a  smile. 

St.  Claris  eyes  fastened  on  it  as  though 
fascinated.  "  Mon  Dieu  ! "  he  muttered. 
"The  King's  comfit-box." 

Tocqueville  laughed.  "No,  my  friend, 
not  the  King's,"  he  said  ;  "  but  one  so  like  it 
that  not  even  Louis  himself  would  know  it 
to  be  another." 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  "  the  other  muttered  again, 
and  would  have  opened  it,  had  not  Tocque- 
ville knocked  it  sharply  out  of  his  hand. 
"  No,  no,"  he  cried  ;  "  on  your  life  do  not 
open  it." 


The  other  followed  him  with  his  eyes. 
"You  understand?"    he  said. 

St.  Clar's  eyes  glittered  with  fury.  "  I  un- 
derstand well  enough,"  he  cried,  and  half 
drew  his  sword,  "  and,  by  heavens,  I  have  a 
mind  to  kill  you  for  it." 

The  elder  man  laughed.  "  Pooh,  pooh  ; 
that  is  nonsense,"  he  said  \  "  it  would  not  avail 
you  ;  if  you  as  much  as  lifted  your  hand  to  me 
your  life  would  not  be  worth  that,"  and  he 
snapped  his  fingers.     "  If  you  want  proof  of 

it "  he  turned  to  the  door.     "  Andr^  \ " 

he  called. 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  came  the  answer,  and  the 
door  opened  and  three  men  with  bared 
swords  in  their  hands  stood  on  the  threshold. 

Tocqueville  turned  to  St.  Clar.  "  You  see, 
my  friend,  I  take  no  risks,"  he  said,  with  a 
grim  smile,  then  motioned  the  others  away. 

He  seated  himself  once  more  at  the  table. 
"  Now,  M.  le  Vicomte,  what  say  you  ?  " 
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"  I  will  not  do  it,"  St.  Clar  answered,  with 
an  oatK. 

The  other  deprecated  with  his  hand.  "  No, 
no ;  do  not  say  that,  my  friend.  You  have 
not  yet  heard  the  terms." 

"Nor  do  I  wish  to." 

"It  will  do  no  harm,  and  may  do  some 
good     So,  please,  be  seated." 

The  Vicomte  stared  at  him  for  some 
seconds,  then  broke  into  a  loud  laugh.  "  It 
is  a  pretty  trap,  monsieur,"  he  said,  "  and  you 
have  me  fast. "  He  seated  himself.  "  Go  on ; 
let  me  hear  the  terms,"  he  muttered. 

Tocqueville  smiled.  "  That  is  better,"  he 
said ;  "  the  terms  are  good  ones  and  the  risk 
is  practically  naught."  He  paused,  and  toyed 
with  the  cards  for  a  time,  then  :  "  To  bqgin 
at  the  beginning ;  I  hold  you,  my  friend,  in 
the  hollow  of  my  hands.  St.  CLar  is  mine 
and  you  owe  me  fifteen  hundred  crowns; 
you  cannot  pay  me,  and  you  have  other 
debts — and  not  small  ones.  You  see,  I 
know  you.  A  word  from  me,  and — pouf ! — 
you  are  a  ruined  and  dishonoured  man,  an 
outcast  from  your  kind.  I  can  either  make 
or  mar  you,  and,  by  my  faith" — fiercely — 
"  one  I  will  do !  Yet  I  would  rather  make 
you."  He  looked  into  the  other's  face. 
"Yes,  my  friend,"  he  went  on,  "I  would 
rather  make  you " 

"  Because,  in  making  me,  you  would  make 
yourself,"  St.  Clar  broke  in. 

The  elder  man  laughed.  "  Well  put !  It 
is  so;  but  not  wholly  for  that,"  he  said 
"And  now  for  the  terms.  You,  being  a 
favourite  of  the  King,  have  access  to  his 
apartments  in  the  Tournelles.  It  will  be  a 
simple  matter,  some  time  when  the  other 
box  is  lying  about,  to  remove  it  and  replace  it 
with  this,"  and  he  pushed  the  box  across  the 
table.  "  There  is  little  or  no  risk,  and  for  so 
little  a  risk  the  reward  is  great.  The  lands 
and  chiteau  of  St.  Clar  shall  be  your  own 
again,  the  debt  of  fifteen  hundred  crowns 
shall  be  cancelled,  and  you  shall  be  richer  by 
ten  thousand  crowns."  He  gave  a  little 
laugh.  "  My  faith,  my  ft-iend,"  he  continued, 
"  if  I  were  in  your  shoes  I  should  jump  at  the 
chance." 

St.  Clar  nodded.  "The  terms  are  good 
ones,"  he  agreed.  "  And  who  will  reign  in 
Louis'  place?" 

Tocqueville  rose.  "  Philip  of  Burgundy," 
he  answered,  and  his  voice  thrilled.  "  And 
think  you  not  he  will  make  a  better  King 
than  yon  weakling,  a  King  who  has  no 
honour,  a  King  who  dresses  himself  like  a 
merchant,  a  King  who  consorts  with  low-born 
men  like  Oliver  Daim  and  Tristan  I'Hermite, 


and  ranks  them  on  a  level  with  gentlemen  of 
birth  like  yourself — aye,  and  puts  them  above 
you  ?  My  faith,  he  would  make  a  better 
lackey  than  a  King." 

The  Vicomte  stared  thoughtfully  at  his 
companion.  "  True  enough,"  he  said,  after 
a  time ;  then  he  too  rose.  "  Par  Dieu  !  "  he 
went  on,  with  a  laugh,  "you  tempt  me 
greatly." 

He  stepped  to  the  window  and  put  out  his 
head.  The  temptation  was  great,  and  a 
stronger  man  than  he  might  have  fallen,  and 
he  was  not  of  the  strongest  On  the  one 
side  were  ruin  and  dishonour,  and  what 
might  mean  a  life  of  beggary  and  shame — 
the  thought  revolted  him  ;  on  the  other,  riches, 
a  life  of  ease,  and,  when  Burgundy  ruled,  a 
good  standing  at  Court,  for  Burgundy  was  a 
man,  he  knew,  who  did  not  forget  a  service 
done  him  ;  in  truth  the  temptation  was  great, 
and  —  the  risk  was  small.  He  stood  for 
some  minutes  turning  it  over  in  his  mind, 
then  suddenly  wheeled  round  and  laughed 
harshly.  "Til  do  it,"  he  cried,  recklessly, 
"  ril  do  it.  Give  me  the  box,"  and  he  held 
out  his  hand. 

Tocqueville  flushed  crimson,  and  a  trium- 
phant light  <:ame  into  his  eyes,  gone  in  an 
instant  He  passed  the  box  over.  "You 
are  wise,"  he  said,  in  an  even  voice ;  "  believe 
me,  you  are  wise." 

"  Wise,  or  not  wise,"  the  other  said,  "  I 
will  do  it,  and  I  shall  claim  my  reward." 

"  That,  when  Louis  is  dead,  you  will  find 
awaiting  you,"  Tocqueville  answered.  "  And 
remember  this,  my  friend:  only  one  other 
beside  ourselves  shall  know  of  it — my  master 
— and  that  for  your  sake.  Beyond  him  my 
lips  will  be  sealed." 

St.  Clar  nodded.  "That  is  enough,"  he 
said.  He  picked  up  his  hat  and  cloak  and 
moved  to  the  door.  "  And  do  you  remember 
this,  monsieur,"  he  continued,  with  a  sinister 
look  in  his  eyes — "if  I  am  discovered,  I 
shall  not  suffer  alone." 

Tocqueville  let  the  threat  pass ;  he  could 
afford  to  do  so.  "  With  care,  my  friend,"  he 
said,  "  you  will  not  be  discovered.  And  now, 
good  night" 

"Good  night,"  St  Clar  returned,  and 
passed  down  the  stairs,  out  of  the  house,  into 
the  dark  and  now  almost  deserted  street. 

IL 

St.  Clar's  thoughts  when,  the  next  morning, 
he  was  making  his  way  to  the  palace  of  the 
Tournelles  were  not  of  the  pleasantest — of 
which  there  is  small  reason,  or  none,  for 
wonder.      It  is  no  small  thing  to  plan  the 
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•"ILL   DO   IT,     HE  CRIED,    RECKLESSLY,    *  1  LL   DO   IT.      GIVE   ME  THE  BOX. 

death  of  any  man,  and  how  much  greater 
a  thing  when  the  man  is  a  King.  He  knew 
if  he  were  discovered  Louis  would  show  him 
no  mercy — he  would  deserve  none  ;  he  knew 
his  vindictive  spirit,  knew  his  meanness  and 
sordidness  of  mind  ;  but  he  knew  also,  as 
last  night  Tocqueville  had  said,  there  was 
small  chance,  with  care,  of  his  being  dis- 
covered. He  could  scarcely  restrain  a  smile 
when  he  thought  of  the  past  month  and  saw 
how  he  had  been  brought  to  this  pass  ;  with 
what  ingenuity  the  thing  had  been  planned  ; 
how  well  thought  out.  No  other  man  than 
he  would  have  done  for  the  part  he  was  to 
play  in  the  tragedy.  He  saw  now  why 
Tocqueville  had  affected  his  company,  had 
sought  him  out  so  often,  had  been  so  friendly, 
solely  for  this  end.  And  though  he  now 
hated  the  man,  he  could  not  but  admire  him. 
Such  men  went  far. 

By  this  he  was  passing  through  the  gardens 
of  the  palace,  and  a  few  minutes  later  found 
him  in  the  presence  of  the  King  and  a  few 
of  Louis'  associates — the  Constable  of  France, 
Jacques  Coctier,  his  physician,  Oliver  Daim, 
and  Tristan  THermite.  They  were  discussing 
with  grave  faces  the  state  of  affairs  within  and 


without  the  ctty  walls. 
Louis'  thin,  meagre  face 
was  pale,  and  he  was 
speaking  rapidly,  but  he 
checked  himself  when 
his  eyes  lighted  on  St 
Clar,  and  he  beckoned 
him  to  approach. 

"  Where  were  you  last 
night,  Vicomte  ?  "  he 
questioned,  sharply. 

St.  Clar  started,  and 
for  the  moment  knew 
not  what  to  answer.  The 
thought  flashed  into  his 
mind  that  Louis  knew 
of  the  conspiracy,  but 
he  discarded  it  in  an 
instant.  How  could  he  ? 
So  he  answered  truth- 
fully, "  I  was  visiting  my 
friend  M.  de  Tocque- 
ville." 

Louis'  small  eyes 
twinkled  maliciously. 

"Visiting!"     he 

snapped.       "  Visiting, 

when  you  know  how  we 

stand — Burgundy  at  the 

gates    and     the    rabble 

getting  more  and  more 

beyond  control.      Your 

place  was  here,  sir,  with  me.     But,  par  Dieu  ! 

it  is  so  with  all  of  you ;  you  come  to  me  only 

when  you  want  something,  and  for  all  you 

care  I  may  be  taken  and  strung  up  at  the 

nearest  gallows." 

Tristan  THermite,  the  hangman,  stepped 
forward.  "  You  cannot  say  that  of  me,  sire," 
he  said  ;  and  "  Nor  of  me,"  "  Nor  of  me,"  the 
others  put  in ;  only,  with  a  smile  of  disdain, 
the  Constable  held  back. 

Louis'  thin  lips  curled  in  a  sneer.  "  I  say 
it  of  all  of  you,"  he  said,  then  waved  his 
hand  ;  "  but  enough ;  the  matter  we  were 
discussing  must  be  thrashed  out." 

He  turned  to  the  Vicomte.  "We  were 
discussing,"  he  said,  "the  advisability  of  asortie 
to-morrow  night.  The  Constable  advises  it, 
I  don't  like  it ;  Tristan  and  Oliver,  needless 
to  say  " — with  a  grin — "  agree  with  me.  What, 
my  friend,  is  your  opinion  ?  " 

St.  Clar  was  about  to  reply  when  the 
King  silenced  him  with  a  gesture.  "  First," 
he  said,  "fetch  me  a  plan  of  Paris  and  its 
surroundings  ;  you'll  find  one  in  my  sleeping 
chamber,"  and  he  turned  to  the  others. 

The  Vicomte  made  his  way  out  of  the 
room    and   up   the   broad   staircase   to   the 
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King's    bedchamber.      He   was  some   time 

finding  the  plan — it  had  fallen  from  a  chair 

and  was  half-concealed  by  the  bed-hangings. 

He  picked  it  up  and  was  returning  when  it 

came  to   him   suddenly  that  now   was  his 

opportunity  of   changing  the    boxes.'      He 

hesitated  a  moment,   listening  keenly.     He 

could  hear  nothing,  and  he  retraced  his  steps 

and    quickly   scanned   tables  and   cabinets. 

The  box  was  not  there.     Possibly  the  King 

had  it  on  his  person,  or,  again,  it  might  be  in 

his  dressing-room.     He  stood  for  a  moment 

in  doubt,  then  passed  into  the  latter.     He 

searched  each  piece 

of  furniture,  and  at 

last,  on  a  table  by 

the     window,     he 

espied  it,  and  gave 

an  exclamation  of 

satisfaction.    He 

drew  out  Tocque- 

ville's  box  and  put 

it  alongside  the 

other.    Tocqueville 

had    spoken    truly 

when  he  said  that 

not    even    Louis 

himself  would  know 

it    to  be   another; 

they  were  as  alike 

as  two  peas. 

"My  faith,"  he 
muttered,  "  how 
like  " ;  then,  at  a 
sound  behind 
him,  he  swung 
round,  and 
turned  cold  with 
fear. 

And  with  reasoa 
Louis  stood  there, 
grinning,  his  head 
held  on  one  side 
like  a  bird's.  "  So 
this,  Vicomte,"  he 
said,  softly,  "  is  why 
you  were  so  long  ;  this  " — and  he  pomted  to 
the  two  boxes.     "  What  does  it  mean  ?  " 

St.  Clar  answered  nothing ;  he  could  not 
find  words.  His  brain  seemed  frozen,  and  a 
chill  feeling  ran  down  his  spine.  Louis  broke 
into  a  cackle  of  a  laugh,  then  caught  him 
ferociously  by  the  shoulder.  "  Par  Dieu  '  *' 
he  cried.     "  What  does  it  mean  ?  " 

There  was  nothing  for  St.  Clar  but  to  tell 
the  truth,  and  the  truth  he  told,  trembling 
visibly.  Louis  heard  him  out,  laughing 
harshly  occasionally,  breaking  into  an  oath 
now  and  then,  and  when  he  had  finished  he 


"  LOUIS   STOOD   THERE  GKINNING,    HIS   HEAD   HELD   ON   ONE   SIDE 
LIKE   A    BIRDS." 


clapped  him  heartily  across  the  shoulders. 
"  It  is  well  for  me,  Vicomte,"  he  said,  "  that 
1  thought  you  a  long  time,  well  indeed," 
and  he  swore  a  fearful  oath. 

He  paced  up  and  down  the  room  for  some 
minutes,  muttering  and  laughing  to  himself, 
then  at  last  he  stopped  and  eyed  St.  Clar 
from  top  to  toe.  "  My  faith,  Vicomte,"  he 
said,  with  a  wicked  laugh,  "  you  will  make  a 
pretty  adornment  for  a  gallows." 

Cold   sweat  stood  in  beads  on  St.  Clar's 
brow,  and  he  held  out  his  hands. 
"  Mercy,  sire,"  he  murmured. 

**  Mercy  ! "  Louis 
shrieked;  "mercy! 
You  dare  to  ask  for 
mercy  when  you 
would  have  mur- 
dered me,  God's 
anointed !  I  will 
be  as  merciful  to 
you  as  you  would 
have  been  to  me. 
And  as  for  your 
friend  Tocque- 
ville  "  His  eyes 

fell  on  the  comfit- 
boxes    and    h  e 
paused.     He  stared 
at    them     for     ten 
seconds,    then 
broke  into  a  fresh 
paroxysm  of  laugh- 
ter.    "And  to  him 
also,   and    to    him 
also,"  he  cackled. 
St.  Clar  looked 
at   him    half    in 
fear,  half  in  won- 
der .     Louis 
laughed    afresh 
when  his  eyes  fell  on 
his  bewildered  face. 
"Which  is   your 
box,  Vicomte?"  he 
questioned. 
The  young  man  pointed  it  out,  and  Louis 
picked  it  up  gingerly  and  held  it  out  to  him. 
"Take  it,"  he  said,  still  laughing,  "and  listen 
to  me  carefully,"  and,   bending  forward,  he 
spoke  for  five  minutes  in  a  low,  earnest  voice. 
The  Vicomte's  face  at  first  expressed  fear, 
then  wonder,  then  at   last  he   too   laughed 
loudly.     "  Good — good,"  he  cried,  slapping 
his  thigh  ;  "  when,  sire  ?  " 

Louis  nodded.  "It  is  a  good  plan,"  he 
said,  complacently  ;  "  it  is  mine.  Let  me  see  ; 
to-day  is  Wednesday  ;  say  to-morrow  at  two, 
that  will  suit  me  best.     Be  here  at  one.   And 
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see  you,  my  friend,  there  is  no  attempting 
escape ;  your  first  offer  to  do  that  will  land 
you  on  the  gallows." 

St.  Clar's  face  paled  again.  "  I  shall  not 
attempt  it,  sire,"  he  muttered,  and  bowed  his 
head. 

The  King  laughed  grimly.  "  Better  not, 
I  say,"  he  said.  "  And  now  you  can  go  ;  and 
remember,  a  white  face,  shaking  limbs,  and  a 
nervous  manner,  he-he  !  I  would  not  miss  it 
for  my  kingdom,"  and,  laughing  gleefully,  he 
pushed  St.  Clar  before  him  out  of  the  chamber. 

St.  Clar  made  his  way  out  of  the  palace 
without  once  looking  back.  Had  he  done 
so  when  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairs  he 
might  have  seen  Louis  looking  down  at  him 
with  burning,  malevolent  eyes ;  and  had  he 
been  nearer  he  might  have  heard  him  mutter, 
"  So  much  for  your  friend,  Vicomte ;  but  for 
you,  for  you — ah,  but  we  shall  see."  As  it 
was,  he  walked  straight  ahead,  cursing  to 
himself.  "  Curses  on  it !  "  he  muttered,  as 
he  was  passing  through  the  grounds  ;  "  why 
did  I  not  think  of  it  myself?  " 

Meanwhile  M.  de  Tocqueville  was  con- 
gratulating himself  on  having  so  successfully 
carried  out  one  part  of  his  plot.  Already  he 
saw  his  master,  Philip  of  Burgundy,  King  of 
France,  and  himself  not  the  least  of  his 
Court.  He  had  no  thought  that  the  plot 
would  fail ;  he  knew  that  St.  Clar,  for  his  own 
sake,  would  exercise  the  utmost  care,  and  he 
was  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  the 
Vicomte  would  come  to  him  and  tell  him 
that  his  part  was  done,  that  the  boxes  were 
exchanged. 

On  this  Thursday,  then,  at  two  o'clock,  he 
sat  alone  in  the  room  in  which  the  thing  had 
been  planned,  looking  into  the  future,  and  so 
engrossed  was  he  in  his  thoughts  that  he  did 
not  hear  the  door  below  open,  nor  did  he 
hear  the  footsteps  of  more  than  one  come 
stealthily  up  the  stairs.  Not  until  the  door 
was  opened  and  St.  Clar  entered  the  room 
did  he  start  to  his  feet,  and  then,  seeing  who 
it  was,  he  gave  an  exclamation  of  joy,  and  his 
dark  face  flushed  crimson. 

He  noted  that  St.  Clar's  face  was  white, 
that  he  was  trembling,  that  he  looked  like  one 
who  was  filled  with  deadly  fear,  and  hardly 
able  to  contain  himself  he  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  made  a  quick  step  forward.  **Is  it 
done  ?  "  he  cried. 

St.  .Clar  did  not  answer.  Instead  his  eyes 
turned  to  the  door  and  he  appeared  to  listen. 
Tocqueville  muttered  an  oath.  "There  is 
no  one  there,"  he  said,  testily.  "  I  am  private 
in  my  own  house.  Speak  !  Did  anyone  see 
vou  exchange  them  ?  " 


St.  Clar  shook  his  head  emphatically. 
"Should  I  be  here  if  they  had?"  he 
answered. 

"  Then  why  so  afraid  ?  "  the  other  sneered. 

The  Vicomte  shuddered.  "  Had  you  been 
through  what  I  have,  monsieur,  you  would 
be  afraid,"  he  said. 

"  Afraid  !  Pah  !  Who  is  to  know  ?  And 
will  not  your  reward  make  up  for  the  risk, 
little  enough,  you  have  taken?  But" — 
anxiously — "  you  have  the  other  box  ?  " 

The  Vicomte  shot  a  quick  glance  at  his 
face,  then  put  his  hand  to  his  breast 
and  drew  out  the  box.  Tocqueville's  eyes 
glistened,  and  a  smile  wreathed  his  face  as 
he  turned  it  over  and  over. 

"  Par  Dieu  ! "  he  murmured,  "  how  like  !  " 

He  seated  himself  at  the  table  and  put 
it  down  before  him.  He  seemed  to  forget 
St.  Clar,  and  leaning  his  head  on  his  hand 
he  gazed  through  the  unglazed  window. 
He  saw  himself  already  great  and  powerful, 
the  King's  right-hand  man.  He  dreamed 
brave  dreams  in  those  few  minutes,  and  only 
came  to  earth  when  he  turned  and  his  eyes 
met  those  of  St.  Clar.  He  rose  and  clapped 
him  across  the  shoulders. 

"  You  have  done  well,  my  friend,"  he  said, 
condescendingly,  "and  you  shall  have  your 
reward."  His  eyes  fell  once  more  on  the 
comfit-box  and  he  picked  it  up.  "  My  faith," 
he  murmured,  "  as  like  as  two  peas,  yet  " — 
with  a  grim  smile — "  how  unlike." 

He  opened  it,  and  then,  with  wide-open, 
horror-stricken  eyes,  dropped  it,  and  looked 
at  his  thumb.  A  thin  red  streak  showed  on 
the  white  flesh,  widening  as  the  blood  crept 
out.  "  God's  death  !  "  he  cried,  and  looked 
at  it  as  though  fascinated. 

St.  Clar  sprang  to  the  door  and  flung  it 
open.  "  Enter,  sire  ! "  he  cried,  and  his  voice 
rang  with  triumph  ;  and  there  entered  King 
Louis,  Tristan  THermite,  Oliver  Daim,  and 
half-a-dozen  guards. 

Louis  bowed  mockingly.  "  Give  you  good 
day,  M.  de  Tocqueville,"  he  cackled. 

Tocqueville's  eyes  turned  on  him  and  they 
glared  with  hatred.  "  Curse  you  !  "  he  cried, 
"  curse  you  !  '*  Then  he  turned  furiously  on 
St.  Clar.  "You  hound,"  he  grated,  "you 
dog,  and  I  trusted  you." 

"  No,  no,  my  friend,"  mocked  Louis,  "  you 
must  not  blame  him ;  he  was  doing  his  part 
when  I  caught  him  at  it ;  you  must  not  blame 
him,  it  is  my  doing,  monsieur,  mine,"  and  he 
laughed  gleefully.  "  But  think  you,"  he  went 
on,  "  had  you  better  not  say  your  prayers  ? 
Five  minutes  of  the  ten  are  gone." 

Tocqueville    glanced   round    the   ring   of 
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curious  faces,  then  with  a  lightning  move- 
ment drew  a  dagger  and,  lifting  it,  made  a 
spring  forward.  It  would  have  pierced  Louis 
to  the  heart  had  not  a  guard  intervened  his 
weapon  so  that  it  glanced  off  harmlessly. 
The  effort  carried  him  beyond  himself,  and 
he  fell  to  the  ground,  twisting  and  squirming. 
He  strove  to  rise,  but  his  limbs  stiffened  and 


and  them.  "  Not  so,"  he  cried.  "  If  I  am 
to  die,  I  die  fighting,"  and  whipped  out  his 
sword. 

The  guards  parted,  three  taking  him  on 
either  side,  and  in  a  few  seconds  it  was  over. 
He  defended  himself  valiantly,  but  he  had 
not  made  a  dozen  passes  before  his  sword 
was  knocked  from  his  hand.     He  muttered 


'  HE  FELL  TO  THE  GROUND,   TWISTING  AND  SQUIRMING. 


he  fell  back.  He  called  out  one  more  curse, 
his  face  contorted  with  agony,  his  eyes  gleamed 
for  a  moment  balefully,  a  spasm  shook  him, 
then  he  lay  back,  white  and  still. 

I^uis'  face  was  pallid  with  horror,  and  he 
trembled  violently.  "The  saints  preserve 
us ! "  he  muttered,  wiping  his  forehead. 
"And  such  a  death  might  have  been  mine  ! " 
He  turned  ferociously  on  St.  Clar.  "And 
you,"  he  shrieked — "you  would  have  had  me 
suffer  thus  !  Par  Dieu  !  you  shall  taste  of  it 
yourself     Ho,  guards,  seize  him  ! " 

The  guards  sprang  to  do  his  bidding,  but 
St  Clar  was  too  quick  for  them.  In  a  couple 
of  strides  he  put  the  table  between  himself 


a  curse,  gazed  for  a  second  at  the  King,  then 
flung  himself  on  the  bared  blade  of  one  of 
the  guards.  It  pierced  him  through,  and  he, 
too,  in  a  minute  lay  dead. 

The  others  cried  aloud  in  fear,  and  looked 
at  each  other  with  horror  in  their  eyes. 
Louis  crossed  himself.  "  The  saints  preserve 
us ! "  he  muttered  again.  "  Holy  Mother 
defend  us ! "  and  he  moved  towards  the 
door. 

At  the  threshold  he  turned,  and  for  a 
moment  eyed  the  two  still  figures.  "So 
perish  all  traitors,"  he  said  at  last ;  "  it  was 
God's  will.  Come."  And  with  a  last  look 
they  went  from  the  room. 
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A   STRANGE    NESTING- PL  ACE. 

THE  annexed  photograph  shows  an  out-of-the- 
way  place  chosen  by  a  pair  of  robins  in  which 
to  build  their  nest,  and  was  sent  to  '*  Country  Life  "  by 
a  contributor,  who  says:  *'When  first  the  nest  was 
finished,  the  bird  was  shut  out  at  night ;  she  flew  into 


my  bedroom  just  above  and  laid  an  egg  on  the  floor 
about  4  a.m.  (I  suppose  as  a  protest).  I  had  the 
smoking-room  window  left  open  after  this,  and  the 
four  following  days  she  laid  in  the  nest.  Again,  when 
her  brood  was  hatched,  and  so  big  that  they  filled  the 
nest,  she  stayed  out,  the  window  being  shut ;  but,  as 
she  again  came  into  my  room  about  4  a.m.  and 
fluttered  about  till  she  woke  me,  I  again  had  the 
smoking  -  room  window  left  open  at  night,  which 
apparently  contented  her." 

THE  PLEASURES  OF  MOTORING  IN  SPAIN. 

IT  is  true  that  maps  of  Spain — may  their  makers 
be  condemned  to  suffer  as  we  did  ! — make  no 
distinction   between    their   various    Qualities.     With 
them   a   road   is  a  road,    and   a  wide   one   a   first- 
class  one.      And    this  seems  a   fitting  place   for  a 
disquisition    on   vehicular   traffic  in    Spain.       Now, 
nine-tenths    of    it    is    drawn    by    mules,    who    are 
harnessed   in   single   file,    never   less   than   three   in 
a   row,    and   generally   five.      The   driver  —  excuse 
the    word,    which    e\en 
now  makes  me  smile— is 
either    asleep    in    the 
plaited-grass    bottom    of 
the  cart,  or  else  chatting 
to  his  friends  about  half 
a    mile   behind.       When 
the   Daimler  came  near, 
aroused  by  the  repeated 
honk-honks   of  the   horn 
or  electrified  by  my  bugle, 
a   blue-chinned,    smiling 
head  used  to  emerge  from 
its  comfortable  inside  and 
take  steps  to  disentangle 
the    team,    which    by 
that  time  was    either   in 
echelon    formation,    four- 
in-hand,   or   engaged   in 
the   grand   chain   of  the 
lancers.  —  **c.    B.   Fky's 

MAGAZINE." 


EMBARRASSING. 
**  T  ALWAYS  hate  to  tell  a  story,"  said  a  well- 
J_  known  actor  at  a  banquet,  "  because  ray  listeners 
may  have  heard  it  before.  It  is  like  the  case  of 
a  friend  of  mine.  He  is  deaf,  but  tries  to  conceal  his 
deafness.  One  night  at  a  dinner  the  host  told  a  story 
at  which  everybody  roared,  and  my  dear  friend  joined 
in  and  outroared  the  whole  table,  though  in  truth  he 
hadn't  heard  a  word.  At  the  end  of  the  laughter 
he  held  up  his  hand  as  a  sign  that  he  wantwi  to 
speak.     *  That  story,*  he    began,    *  reminds    me  of 

another  one '     And  then  the  poor  fellow  went 

on  and  told  the  very  same  yarn  the  host  had  repeated 
only  a  minute  before." — "tit-bits." 

A   MEXICAN    POLICEMAN. 

WE  are  so  accustomed  to  the  neat,  smart  appear- 
ance of  our  policemen  that  we  are  apt  to 
overlook  the  fact  that  in  less  favoured  countries  the 
emissaries  of  the 
law  are  not  always 
so  spruce-looking. 
The  dangerous- 
looking  tatterde- 
malion seen  in  the 
accompanying 
photograph,  for  in- 
stance, is  a  con- 
stable of  the  police 
force  of  one  of  the 
States  of  Mexico. 
The  photographer, 
seeing  the  worthy 
officer  patrolling 
the  streets,  called 
him  into  his  studio 
and  snap  -  shotted 
him  just  as  he  was, 
in  all  the^loryofhis 
tattered  uniform, 
worn-out  boots,  and 
unshaven     face.  — 

"  WIDE     WORLD 
MAGAZINE." 

LUDICROUS  LAW. 

ASK  a  man  "  W^hen  is  murder  not  murder  ?*'  and 
he  will  probably  answer,  **  I  give  it  up."  But 
it  is  not  a  riddle,  only  part  of  one  of  those  queer  old 
laws  which  we  are  so  loath  to  blue-pencil  out  of  the 
statute  books.  If  a  person  wilfully  injures  another, 
and  the  injured  person 
dies  within  three  hundred 
and  sixty-six  days,  the 
aggressor  may  be  chare^ed 
with  murder.  But  another 
day  makes  all  the  diffier- 
ence.  If  death  does  not 
take  place  for  a  year  and 
a  day  after  the  injury,  no 
charge  of  murder  or  man- 
slaughter can  result.  Then 
to  be  a  burglar  it  is  neces- 
sary not  only  to  "  enter  " 
but  to  "  break."  So  when 
you  forget  to  lock  the 
front  door  or  leave  the 
drawing  -  room  window 
open,  and  Bill  Sikes 
strolls  in  and  annexes  the 
silver,  you  cannot  prose- 
cute him  for  **  burglary." 
— *'  GRAND   MAGAZINE." 
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A  Story   for  Children. 


f 

CHAPTER  IX. 
T  is  not  surprising  that  Mabel 
and  Kathleen,  conscientiously 
conducting  one  of  the  dullest 
dolls'  tea  -  parties  at  which 
either  had  ever  assisted,  should 
suddenly,  and  both  at  once, 
have  felt  a  strange,  unreasonable,  but  quite 
irresistible  desire  to  return  instantly  to  the 
Temple  of  Flora — even  at  the  cost  of  leaving 
the  dolls'  tea-service  in  an  unwashed  state, 
and  only  half  the  raisins  eaten.  They  went 
— as  one  has  to  go  when  the  magic  impulse 
drives  one — against  their  better  judgment — 
against  their  wills  almost. 

And  the  nearer  they  came  to  the  Temple 
of  Flora,  in  the  golden  hush  of  the  afternoon, 
the  more  certain  each  was  that  they  could 
not  possibly  have  done  otherwise. 

And  this  explains  exactly  how  it  was  that 
when  Gerald  and  Jimmy,  holding  hands  in 
the  darkness  of  the  passage,  uttered  their  first 
concerted  yell,  "just  for  the  fun  of  the 
thing,"  that  yell  was  instantly  answered  from 
outside. 

A  crack  of  light  showed  in  that  part  of  the 
passage  where  they  had  least  expected  the 
door  to  be.  The  stone  door  itself  swung 
slowly  open,  and  they  were  out  of  it,  in  the 
Temple  of  Flora,  blinking  at  the  good  day- 
light, an  unresisting  prey  to  Kathleen's 
embraces  and  the  questionings  of  Mabel. 

"  Now,"  said  Gerald,  "  we'll  go  home  and 
seal  up  the  ring  in  an  envelope." 

"  Look  here,"  said  Mabel,  "  let's  just  put 
it  back  in  the  treasure  room  and  have  done 
with  it." 

So  they  trooped  up  to  the  castle,  and 
Mabel  once  more  worked  the  spring  that  let 
down  the  panelling  and  showed  the  jewels, 
and  the  ring  was  put  back  among  the  odd 
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dull  ornaments  that  Mabel  had  once  said 
were  magic. 

"  How  innocent  it  looks  ! "  said  Gerald. 
"You  wouldn't  think  there  was  any  magic 
about  it.  It's  just  like  any  silly  old  ring.  I 
wonder  if  what  Mabel  said  about  the  other 
things  is  true  ?     Suppose  we  try." 

''DonW,"  said  Kathleen,  "/think  magic 
things  are  spiteful.  They  just  enjoy  getting 
you  into  tight  places." 

"  I'd  like  to  try,"  said  Mabel,  "only — well, 
everything's  been  rather  upsetting,  and  I've 
forgotten  what  I  said  anything  was." 

So  had  the  others.  Perhaps  that  was  why, 
when  Gerald  said  that  a  bronze  buckle  laid 
on  the  fool  would  have  the  effect  of  seven- 
league  boots,  it  didn't ;  when  Jimmy,  a  little 
of  the  City  man  he  had  been  clinging  to  him 
still,  said  that  the  steel  collar  would  ensure 
your  always  having  money  in  your  pockets, 
his  own  remained  empty ;  and  when  Mabel 
and  Kathleen  invented  qualities  of  the  most 
delightful  nature  for  various  rings  and  chains 
and  brooches,  nothing  at  all  happened. 

"  It's  only  the  ring  that's  magic,"  said 
Mabel  at  last ;  "  and,  I  say  !  "  she  added,  in 
quite  a  different  voice. 

"What?" 

"  Suppose  even  the  ring  isn't ! " 

"  But  we  know  it  is." 

"  I  don't,"  said  Mabel.  "  I  believe  it's  not 
to-day  at  all.  I  believe  it's  the  other  day — 
we've  just  dreamed  all  these  things.  It's  the 
day  I  made  up  that  nonsense  about  the  ring." 

"  Don't  take  any  notice  of  her,"  said  Gerald. 
"  She's  only  trying  to  be  funny." 

"No,  I'm  not,"  said  Mabel;  "but  I'm 
inspired  like  a  Python  or  a  Sibylline  lady. 
What  ring?" 

"  The  wishing-ring,"  said  Kathleen  ;  "  the 
invisibility-ring." 

£.  Nesbit-Bland. 
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"  Don't  you  see  now^^  said  Mabel,  her  eyes 
wider  than  ever,  "  the  ring's  what  you  say  it 
is  ?  That's  how  it  came  to  make  us  invisible 
— I  just  said  it.  Oh,  we  can't  leave  it  here, 
if  that's  what  it  is.  It  isn't  stealing,  really, 
when  it's  as  valuable  as  that,  you  see.  Say 
what  it  is." 

"  It's  a  wishing-ring,"  said  Jimmy. 

"We've  had  that  before — and  you  had 
your  silly  wish,"  said  Mabel,  more  and  more 
excited.  "  I  say  it  isn't  a  wishing-ring.  I 
say  it's  a  ring  that  makes  the  wearer  four 
yards  high." 

She  had  caught  up  the  ring  as  she  spoke, 
and  even  as  she  spoke  the  ring  showed  high 
above  the  children's  heads  on  the  finger  of 
an  impossible  Mabel,  who  was,  indeed, 
twelve  feet  high. 

"  Now  you've  done  it,"  said  Gerald — and 
he  was  right.  It  was  in  vain  that  Mabel 
asserted  that  the  ring  was  a  wishing-ring.  It 
quite  clearly  wasn't.  It  was  what  she  had 
said  it  was. 

"And  you  can't  tell  at  all  how  long  the 
effect  will  last,"  said  Gerald.     "  Look  at  the . 
invisibleness."     This  is  difficult  to  do,   but 
the  others  understood  him. 

"  It  may  last  for  days,"  said  Kathleen. 
"  Oh,  Mabel,  it  was  silly  of  you  !  " 

"That's  right,   rub   it    in,"  said    Mabel, 
bitterly;    "you    should    have    believed    me 
when   I   said   it  wa«  ^Viat 
I    said    it    was.      '! 
shouldn't  have  had  1 
you,   and    I   shoulc 
this    silly  size.      W 
I  to  do  now,  I  shoi 
to  know  ?  " 

"  We  must  conce 
till  you  get  your  rij 
again  —  that's  all, 
Gerald,  practically. 

"  Yes — but  where 
Mabel,    stamping 
a  foot  twenty- four 
inches  long. 

"  In  one  of  the 
empty  rooms? 
You  wouldn't  be 
afraid?" 

**0f  course 
not,"  said  Mabel. 
"It's  a  good 
thing  auntie  gave 
me  leave  to  stay 
the  night  with 
you.  As  it  is,  one 
of  you  will  have 
to  stay  the  night 


with  me.  I'm  not  going  to  be  left  alone,  the 
silly  height  I  am." 

Height  was  the  right  word ;  Mabel  had 
said  "  four  yards  high  " — and  she  was  four 
yards  high.  But  she  was  not  any  thicker 
than  when  her  height  was  four  feet  seven, 
and  the  effect  was,  as  Gerald  remarked, 
"wonderfully  worm-like."  Her  clothes  had, 
of  course,  grown  with  her,  and  she  looked 
like  a  little  girl  reflected  in  one  of  those  long 
bent  mirrors  at  Rosherville  Gardens,  that 
make  stout  people  look  so  happily  slender 
and  slender  people  so  sadly  scraggy.  She 
sat  down  suddenly  on  the  floor,  and  it  was 
like  a  four-fold  foot-rule  folding  itself  up. 

"  It's  no  use  sitting  there,"  said  Gerald. 

"  I'm  not  sitting  here,"  retorted  Mabel ; 
"  I  only  got  down  so  as  to  be  able  to  get 
through  the  door.  It'll  have  to  be  hands 
and  knees  through  most  places  for  me  now, 
I  suppose." 

"  Aren't  you  hungry  ?  "  Jimmy  asked, 
suddenly. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Mabel,  desolately ; 
"  it's — it's  such  a  long  way  off !  " 

"Well,  I'll  scout,"  said  Gerald;  "if  the 
coast's  clear " 

"Look  here,"  said  Mabel,  "I  think  I'd 
rather  be  out  of  doors  till  it  gets  dark." 

"  You  can^t   Someone's  certain  to  see  you." 

"  Not  if  I  go  through  the  yew-hedge,"  said 


"she  sat  down  suddenly  on 


THE  FLOOR,   AND  IT  WAS  LIKE  A   FOUR-FOLD  FOOT-RULE 
FOLDING   ITSELF   UP." 
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Mabel.  "  There's  a  yew-hedge  with  a  passage 
along  its  inside  like  the  box-hedge  in  *  The 
Luck  of  the  Vails.'" 

''In  what V 

"  *The  Luck  of  the  Vails.*  It's  a  ripping 
book.  It  was  that  book  first  set  me  on  to 
hunt  for  hidden  doors  in  panels  and  things. 
If  I  crept  along  that  on  my  front,  like  a 
serpent — it  comes  out  amongst  the  rhodo- 
dendrons, close  by  the  dinosaurus  —  we 
could  camp  there." 

"  There's  tea,"  said  Gerald,  who  had  had 
no  dinner. 

"  That's  just  what  there  isn't,"  said  Jimmy, 
who  had  had  none  either. 

"  Oh,  you  won't  desert  me  ! "  said  Mabel. 
"Look  here  — I'll  write  to  auntie.  She'll 
give  you  the  things  for  a  picnic,  if  she's  there 
and  awake.  If  she  isn't,  one  of  the  maids  will." 

So  she  wrote  on  a  leaf  of  Gerald's  invalu- 
able pocket-book : — 

•*  Dearest  Auntie, — Please  may  we  have 
some  things  for  a  picnic  ?  Gerald  will  bring 
them.  I  would  come  myself,  but  I  am  a 
little  tired.  I  think  I  have  been  growing 
rather  fast — Your  loving  niece,  Mabel. 

"P.S. — Lots,  please,  because  some  of  us 
are  very  hungry." 

It  was  found  difficult,  but  possible,  for 
Mabel  to  creep  along  the  tunnel  in  the  yew- 
hedge.  Possible,  but  slow,  so  that  the  three 
had  hardly  had  time  to  settle  themselves 
among  the  rhododendrons  and  to  wonder 
bitterly  what  on  earth  Gerald  was  up  to,  to  be 
such  a  time  gone,  when  he  returned,  panting 
under  the  weight  of  a  covered  basket.  He 
dumped  it  down  on  the  fine  grass  carpet, 
groaned,  and  added,  "  But  it's  worth  it 
Where's  our  Mabel  ?  " 

The  long,  pale  face  of  Mabel  peered  out 
from  rhododendron  leaves,  very  near  the 
ground. 

"  I  look  just  like  anybody  else  like  this, 
don't  I  ?  "  she  asked,  anxiously  ;  **  all  the  rest 
of  me's  miles  away,  under  different  bushes." 

"We've  covered  up  the  bits  between  the 
bushes  with  bracken  and  leaves,"  said  Kath- 
leen, avoiding  the  question ;  "  don't  wriggle, 
Mabel,  or  you'll  waggle  them  off." 

Jimmy  was  eagerly  unpacking  the  basket 
It  was  a  generous  tea,  A  long  loaf,  butter  in 
a  cabbage-leaf,  a  bottle  of  milk,  a  bottle  of 
water,  cake,  and  large,  smooth,  yellow  goose- 
berries in  a  box  that  had  once  held  an  extra- 
sized  bottle  of  somebody's  matchless  some- 
thing for  the  hair  and  moustache.  Mabel 
cautiously  advanced  her  incredible  arms  from 
the  rhododendron  and  leaned  on  one  of  her 
spindly  elbows.  Gerald  cut  bread  and  butter. 


while  Kathleen  obligingly  ran  round,  at 
Mabel's  request,  to  see  that  the  green 
coverings  had  not  dropped  from  any  of  the 
remoter  parts  of  Mabel's  person.  Then 
there  was  a  happy,  hungry  silence,  broken 
only  by  those  brief,  impassioned  suggestions 
natural  to  such  an  occasion : — 

"  More  cake,  please." 

"  Milk  ahoy,  there." 

"  Chuck  us  the  goose-gogs." 

Everyone  grew  calmer — more  contented 
with  its  lot.  A  pleasant  feeling,  half  tired- 
ness and  half  rest  fulness,  crept  to  the 
extremities  of  the  party.  Even  the  unfortu- 
nate Mabel  was  conscious  of  it  in  her 
remote  feet,  that  lay  crossed  under  the  third 
rhododendron  to  the  north-north-west  of  the 
tea-party.  Gerald  did  but  voice  the  feelings 
of  the  others  when  he  said,  not  without 
regret : — 

"Well,  I'm  a  new  man,  but  I  couldn't 
eat  so  much  as  another  goose-gog  if  you  paid 
me." 

"/  could,"  said  Mabel;  "yes,  I  know 
they're  all  gone,  and  I've  had  my  share.  But 
I  could.     It's  me  being  so  long,  I  suppose." 

A  delicious  af^er-food  peace  filled  the 
summer  air.  At  a  little  distance  the  green- 
lichened  grey  of  the  vast  stone  dinosaurus 
showed  through  the  shrubs.  He,  too,  seemed 
peaceful  and  happy.  Gerald  caught  his  stone 
eye  through  a  gap  in  the  foliage.  His  glance 
seemed  somehow  sympathetic. 

"  I  dare  say  he  liked  a  good  meal  in  his 
day,"  said  Gerald,  stretching  luxuriously. 

"Who  did?" 

"  The  dino  what's-his-name,"  said  Gerald. 

"  He  had  one  to-day,"  said  Kathleen,  and 
giggled. 

"Yes— didn't  he?"  said  Mabel,  giggling 
also. 

"  You  mustn't  laugh  lower  than  your 
chest,"  said  Kathleen,  anxiously,  "or  your 
green  stuff  will  joggle  off." 

"What  do  you  mean — a  meal?"  Jimmy 
asked,  suspiciously.  "  What  are  you  snigger- 
ing about?" 

"Oh,"  said  Kathleen,  "it's  only  that  we 
fed  the  dinosaurus  through  the  hole  in  his 
stomach,  with  the  clothes  the  Ugly  Wuglies 
were  made  of" 

"  We  can  take  them  home  with  us,  then," 
said  Gerald,  chewing  the  white  end  of  a 
grass  stalk,  "  so  that's  all  right" 

"Look  here,"  said  Kathleen,  suddenly; 
"  I've  got  an  idea.  Let  me  have  the  ring  a 
bit  I  won't  say  what  the  idea  is,  in  case  it 
doesn't  come  off,  and  then  you'd  say  I  was 
silly.     I'll  give  it  back  before  we  go." 
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"  Oh,  but  you  aren't  going  yet,"  said  Mabel, 
pleading.  She  pulled  off  the  ring.  "Of 
course,"  she  added,  earnestly,  "  Tm  only  too 
glad  for  you  to  try  any  idea,  however  silly 
it  is." 

Now  Kathleen's  idea  was  quite  simple.     It 
was  only  that  perhaps  the  ring  would  change 
its  powers  if  someone  else  renamed  it — some- 
one who  was   not  under  the   power  of  its 
enchantment.     So  the  moment  it  had  passed 
from  the  long,  pale  hand  of  Mabel  to  one  of 
her  own  fat,  warm,  red  paws,  she  jumped  up, 
crying,  "  Let's  go  and  empty  the  dinosaurus 
now^^  and  started  to  run  swiftly  towards  that 
prehistoric  monster.       She 
had  a  good  start.  She 
to  say  aloud,  yet  so  t 
others  could  not  he 
"  This  is  a  wishing-r 
gives    you    any   wis 
choose."     And  she 
it.     And  no  one  hea 
except    the    birds 
squirrel  or  two,  and  ] 
a  stone  faun,  whose 
face  seemed  to  turn  j 
ing  look  on  her  as  sh 
past  its  pedestal. 

The  way  was 
uphill,  it  was 
sunny,  and  Kath- 
leen had  run  her 
hardest,  though 
her  brothers 
caught  her  up  be- 
fore she  reached 
the  great  black 
shadow  of  the 
dinosaurus.  So 
that  when  she  did 
reach  that  shadow 
she  was  very  hot 
indeed. 

"  I'll  get  up  and 
move  the  things 
down,  because  I 
know  exactly 
where  I  put  them," 
she  said. 

Gerald  made  a 
back,  Jimmy  assis- 
ted  her  to  climb 
up,   and   she   dis- 
appeared through 
the  hole  into  the  dark  inside  of  the  monster. 
In   a   moment  a  shower   began   to  descend 
from  the  opening — a  shower  of  empty  waist- 
coats, trousers  with  wildly  waving  legs,  and 
coats  with  sleeves  uncontrolled. 


'  KATHLBBN   HAD  HER  WISH.      SHE  WAS  A  STATUE." 


"  Heads  below,"  called  Kathleen,  and 
down  came  walking-sticks  and  golf-sticks  and 
hockey-sticks  and  broomsticks,  rattling  and 
chattering  to  each  other  as  they  came. 
"  Come  on,"  said  Jimmy. 
"  Hold  on  a  bit,"  said  Gerald.  "Fm  coming 
up."  He  caught  the  edge  of  the  hole  above 
in  his  hands  and  jumped.  Just  as  he  got 
his  shoulders  through  the  opening  and  his 
knees  on  the  edge  he  heard  Kathleen's  boots 
on  the  floor  of  the  dinosaurus's  inside,  and 
Kathleen's  voice,  saying  : — 

"  Isn't  it  jolly  cool  in  here  ?     I  suppose 
statues  are  always  cool.     I  do  wish  I  was  a 

statue.     Oh  ! " 

The  "Oh!  "was 
a  cry  of  horror  and 
anguish.  And  it 
seemed  to  be  cut 
off  very  short  by 
a  dreadful  stony 
silence. 

"What's  up?" 
Gerald  asked.  But 
in  his  heart  he 
knew.  He  climbed 
up  into  the  great 
hollow.  In  the 
little  light  that 
came  up  through 
the  hole  he  could 
see  something 
white  against  the 
grey  of  the  crea- 
ture's sides.  He 
felt  in  his  pockets, 
still  kneeling, 
struck  a  match, 
and  when  the 
blue  of  its  flame 
changed  to  clear 
yellow  he  looked 
up  to  see  what  he 
had  known  he 
would  see  —  the 
face  of  Kathleen, 
white,  stony,  and 
lifeless.  Her  hair 
was  white,  too, 
and  her  hands, 
clothes,  shoes  — 
everything  was 
white,  with  the 
hard,  cold  white- 
ness of  marble.  Kathleen  had  her  wish.  She 
was  a  statue.  There  was  a  long  moment  of 
perfect  stillness  in  the  inside  of  the  dinosaurus. 
Gerald  could  not  speak.  It  was  too  sudden, 
too  terrible.     It  was  wotse  than  anything  that 
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had  happened  yet.  Then  he  turned  and  spoke 
down  out  of  that  cold,  stony  silence  to 
Jimmy,  in  the  green,  sunny,  rustling,  live 
world  outside. 

"Jimmy,"  he  said,  in  tones  perfectly 
ordinary  and  matter  of  fact,  "Kathleen's 
gone  and  said  that  ring  was  a  wishing-ring. 
And  so  it  was,  of  course.  I  see  now  what 
she  was  up  to,  starting  running  like  that. 
And  then  the  young  duffer  went  and  wished 
she  was  a  statue." 

"  And  is  she  ?  "  asked  Jimmy,  below. 

"  Yes,"  said  Gerald.  "  Come  on — let's  go 
and  tell  Mabel." 

To  Mabel,  therefore,  who  had  discreetly 
remained  with  her  long  length  screened  by 
rhododendrons,  the  two  boys  returned  and 
broke  the  news.  They  broke  it  as  one  breaks 
a  bottle  with  a  pistol-shot. 

"  Oh,  my  goodness !  '  said  Mabel,  and 
writhed  through  her  long  length  so  that  the 
leaves  and  fern  tumbled  off  in  little  showers, 
and  she  felt  the  sun  suddenly  hot  on  the 
backs  of  her  legs.  "  What  next  ?  Oh,  my 
goodness ! " 

"  She'll  come  all  right,"  said  Gerald,  with 
outward  calm. 

"  Yes ;  but  what  about  me  ?  "  Mabel  urged. 
"  I  haven't  got  the  ring.  And  my  time  will 
be  up  before  hers  is.  Couldn't  you  get  it 
back  ?  Can't  you  get  it  off  her  hand  ?  I'd 
put  it  back  on  her  hand  the  very  minute  I 
was  my  right  size  again  —faithfully  I  would." 

"Well,  it's  nothing  to  blub  about,"  said 
Jimmy,  answering  the  sniffs  that  had  served 
her  in  this  speech  for  commas  and  full-stops ; 
"  not  for  you,  anyway." 

"  Ah,  you  don't  know,"  said  Mabel ;  "  you 
don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  as  long  as  I  am. 
Do — do  try  and  get  the  ring.  After  all,  it  is 
my  ring  more  than  any  of  the  rest  of  yours, 
anyhow,  because  I  did  find  it,  and  I  did  say 
it  was  magic." 

The  sense  of  justice,  always  present  in  the 
breast  of  Gerald,  awoke  to  this  appeal. 

"  I  expect  the  ring's  turned  to  stone — her 
boots  have,  and  all  her  clothes.  But  I'll  go 
and  see.  Only  if  I  can't  get  it,  I  can't,  and 
it's  no  use  your  making  a  silly  fuss." 

The  first  match  lighted  inside  the  dino- 
saunis  showed  the  dark  ring  on  the  white 
hand  of  the  statuesque  Kathleen. 

The  fingers  were  stretched  straight  out. 
Gerald  took  hold  of  the  ring,  and,  to  his  sur- 
prise, it  slipped  easily  off  the  cold,  smooth 
marble  finger. 

"  I  say,  Cathy,  old  girl,  I  am  sorry,"  he 
said,  and  gave  the  marble  hand  a  squeeze. 
Then  it  came  to  him  that  perhaps  she  could 


hear  him.  So  he  told  the  statue  exactly  what 
he  and  the  others  meant  to  do.  This  helped 
to  clear  up  his  ideas  as  to  what  he  and  the 
others  did  mean  to  do.  Therefore,  when,  after 
thumping  the  statue  hearteningly  on  its 
marble  back,  he  returned  to  the  rhodo- 
dendrons, he  was  able  to  give  his  orders 
with  the  clear  precision  of  a  bom  leader,  as 
he  later  said.  And  since  the  others  had, 
neither  of  them,  thought  of  any  plan,  his  plan 
was  accepted,  as  the  plans  of  bom  leaders 
are  apt  to  be. 

"  Here's  your  precious  ring,"  he  said  to 
Mabel.  "  Now  you're  not  frightened  of  any- 
thing, are  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Mabel,  in  surprise.  "  I'd  for- 
gotten that.  Look  here,  I'll  stay  here  or 
farther  up  in  the  wood  if  you'll  leave  me  all 
the  coats,  so  that  I  sha'n't  be  cold  in  the 
night.  Then  I  shall  be  here  when  Kathleen 
comes  out  of  the  stone  again." 

"  Yes,"  said  Gerald,  "  that  was  exactly  the 
born  leader's  idea." 

"  You  two  go  home  and  tell  mademoiselle 
that  Kathleen's  staying  at  the  Towers. 
She  is." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jimmy,  "  she  certainly  is." 

"  The  magic  goes  in  seven-hour  lots,"  said 
Gerald ;  "  your  invisibility  was  twenty-one 
hours — mine  fourteen — Eliza's  seven.  When 
it  was  a  wishing-ring  it  began  with  seven. 
But  there's  no  knowing  what  number  it  will 
be  now.  So  there's  no  knowing  which  of 
you  will  come  right  first.  Anyhow,  we'll  sneak 
out  by  the  cistern-window  and  come  down 
the  trellis,  after  we've  said  good  night  to 
mademoiselle,  and  come  and  have  a  look  at 
you  before  we  go  to  bed.  I  think  you'd 
better  come  close  up  to  the  dinosaums  and 
we'll  leaf  you  over  before  we  go." 

Mabel  crawled  into  cover  of  the  taller 
trees,  and  there  stood  up  looking  as  slender 
as  a  poplar  and  as  unreal  as  the  wrong 
answer  to  a  sum  in  long  division.  It  was  to 
her  an  easy  matter  to  crouch  beneath  the 
dinosaurus  and,  putting  her  head  up  through 
the  opening,  thus  to  behold  the  white  form 
of  Kathleen. 

"It's  all  right,  dear,"  she  told  the  stone 
image.  "  I  shall  be  quite  close  to  you.  You 
call  me  as  soon  as  you  feel  you're  coming 
right  again." 

The  statue  remained  motionless,  as  statues 
usually  do,  and  Mabel  withdrew  her  head,  lay 
down,  was  covered  up,  and  left.  The  boys 
went  home.  It  was  the  only  reasonable  thing 
to  do.  It  would  never  have  done  for  made- 
moiselle to  become  anxious  and  set  the 
police  on  their  track.      Everyone   felt   that 
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"  MABEL    LAY  DOWN,   WAS  COVERBD   UP,   AND  LEFT. 

The  shock  of  discovering  the  missing 
Kathleen  not  only  in  a  dinosaurus's 
stomach,  but,  further,  in  a  stone  statue  of 
herself,  might  well  have  unhinged  the  mind 
of  any  constable,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
mind  of  mademoiselle,  which,  being  foreign, 
would  necessarily  be  a  mind  more  light  and 
easy  to  upset.    While  as  for  Mabel 

"  Well,  to  look  at  her  as  she  is  now,"  said 
Gerald,  "  why,  it  would  send  anyone  off  their 
chump — except  us." 

"  We're  different,"  said  Jimmy ;  "  our 
chumps  have  had  to  jolly  well  get  used  to 
things.    It  would  take  a  lot  to  upset  us  now." 

"  Poor  old  Cathy,  all  the  same,"  said 
Gerald. 

"  Yes,  of  course,"  said  Jimmy. 

The  sun  had  died  away  behind  the  black 
trees  and  the  moon  was  rising.  Mabel,  her 
endless  length  covered  with  coats,  waistcoats, 
and  trousers  laid  along  it,  slept  peacefully  in 
the  chill  of  the  evening.  Inside  the  dino- 
saurus  Kathleen,  alive  in  her  marble,  slept 
too.  She  had  heard  Gerald's  words — had 
seen  the  lighted  matches.  She  was  Kathleen 
just  the  same  as  ever.  Only  she  was  Kathleen 
in  a  case  of  marble  that  would  not  let  her 


e.    It  would  not  have 
ler  cry,  even  if  she 
wanted  to.     But  she 
not  wanted  to  cry. 
ie,   the  marble  was 
cold   or    hard.      It 
led,  somehow,  to  be 
^  lined  with  warmth 
pleasantness     and 
jr.    Her  back  did  not 
with  stooping.     Her 
s  were  not  stiff  with 
hours  that  they  had 
!d  moveless.     Every- 
thing was  well — 
better  than  well. 
One  had  only  to 
wait  quietly  and 
quite  comfortably 
and    one     would 
come  out  of  this 
stone    case,    and 
once  more  be  the 
Kathleen  one  had 
always  been  used 
D  she  waited  happily 
ind  presently  waiting 
not  waiting — to  not 
anything  ;  and,  close  held  in  the 
soft  inwardness  of  the  marble,  she 
slept  as  peacefully  and  calmly  as 
though  she  had  been  lying  in  her  own  bed. 

She  was  awakened  by  the  fact  that  she  was 
not  lying  in  her  own  bed — was  not,  in  fact, 
lying  at  all — by  the  fact  that  she  was  standing 
and  that  her  feet  had  pins  and  needles  in 
them.  Her  arms,  too,  held  out  in  that  odd 
way,  were  stiff  and  tired.  She  rubbed  her 
eyes,  yawned,  and  remembered.  She  had 
been  a  statue — a  statue  inside  the  stone 
dinosaurus. 

"  Now  Tm  alive  again,"  was  her  instant 
conclusion,  "  and  Fll  get  out  of  it." 

She  sat  down,  put  her  feet  through  the  hole 
that  showed  faintly  grey  in  the  stone  beast's 
underside,  and  as  she  did  so  a  long,  slow  lurch 
threw  her  sideways  on  the  stone  where  she 
sat.     The  dinosaurus  was  moving! 

''Oh!''  said  Kathleen  inside  it,  "how 
dreadful !  It  must  be  moonlight,  and  it's 
come  alive,  like  Gerald  said." 

It  was  indeed  moving.  She  could  see 
through  the  hole  the  changing  surface  of  grass 
and  bracken  and  moss,  as  it  waddled  heavily 
along.  She  dared  not  drop  through  the 
hole  while  it  moved,  for  fear  it  should 
crush  her  to  death  with  its  gigantic  feet. 
The  huge  beast  swung  from  side  to 
side.     It  was  going  faster;  it  was  no  good, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE   ENCHANTED    CASTLE. 


231 


she  dared  not.  Anyhow,  they  must  be  quite 
away  from  Mabel  by  now.  Faster  and  faster 
went  the  dinosaurus.  The  floor  of  its 
stomach  sloped.  They  were  going  downhill. 
Twigs  cracked  and  broke  as  it  pushed 
through  a  belt  of  evergreen  oaks ;  gravel 
crunched,  ground  beneath  its  stony  feet. 
Then  stone  met  stone.  There  was  a  pause. 
A  splash !  They  were  close  to  water — the 
lake  where  by  moonlight  Hermes  fluttered 
and  fauns  and  dinosaurus  swam  together. 
Kathleen  dropped  swiftly  through  the  hole 
on  to  the  flat  marble  that  edged  the  basin, 
rushed  sideways,  and  stood  panting  in  the 
shadow  of  a  statue's  pedestal.  Not  a  moment 
too  soon,  for  even  as  she  crouched  the 
monster  lizard  slip- 
py           ' 
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'THE   MONSTER   I.IZARD   SLIPPED   HEAVILY   INTO  THE  WATER. 


tal,  and  next  moment  Phoebus  had  jumped 
from  it  and  landed  a  couple  of  yards  away. 

"You  are  new,"  said  Phoebus,  over  his 
graceful  shoulder.  "I  should  not  have 
forgotten  you  if  once  I  had  seen  you." 

"  I  am,"  said  Kathleen,  "  quite,  quite  new. 
And  I  didn't  know  you  could  talk." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Phoebus  laughed.  "  You  can 
talk." 


"But  Tm  alive." 
"  Am  I  not  ?  "  he  asked. 
"Oh,  yes,  I  suppose  so,"  said  Kathleen, 
distracted,  but  not  afraid ;  "  only  I  thought 
you  had  to  have  the  ring  on  before  one  could 
even  see  you  move." 

Phoebus  seemed  to  understand  her,  which 
was  rather  to  his  credit,  for  she  had  certainly 
not  expressed  herself  with  clearness. 

"Ah,  that's  for  mortals,"  he  said.  ''We 
can  hear  and  see  each  other  in  the  few 
moments  when  life  is  ours.  That  is  a  part 
of  the  beautiful  enchantment" 

"  But  I  am  a  mortal,"  said  Kathleen. 
"  You  are  as  modest  as  you  are  charming," 
said  Phoebus  Apollo,  absently;    "the  white 
water  calls    me  !      I 
go."     And  the  next 
moment     rings    of 
liquid    silver    spread 
across  the  lake,  widen- 
ing     and     widening, 
from  the  spot   where 
the  white  joined  hands 
of   the  Sun-god  had 
struck  the  water  as 
he  dived. 

Kathleen    turned 
and  went  up  the  hill 
towards  the  rhodo- 
dendron    bushes. 
She     must     find 
Mabel,     and     they 
must    go  home   at 
once.  If  only  Mabel 
was  of   a  size  that 
one  colld  conveni- 
ently take  home  with 
one  !  Most  likely,  at 
this    hour    of    en- 
chantments, she  was. 
Kathleen,  heartened 
by  the  thought,  hur- 
ried on.    She  passed 
through  the   rhodo- 
dendron  bushes, 
remembered    the 
pointed,    painted 
paper  face  that  had 
looked  out  from  the 
glossy  leaves,   expected  to  be  frightened — 
and  wasn't.     She  found  Mabel  easily  enough, 
and  much  more  easily  than  she  would  have 
done  had  Mabel  been  as  she  wished  to  find 
her.     For  quite  a  long  way  off",  in  the  moon- 
light, she  could  see  that  long  and  worm-like 
form,  extended  to  its  full  twelve  feet — and 
covered  with  coats  and  trousers  and  waist- 
coats.    Mabel  looked  like  a  drain-pipe  that 
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has  been  covered  in  sacks  in  frosty  weather. 
Kathleen  touched  her  long  cheek  gently,  and 
she  woke. 

"  What's  up  ?  *'  she  said,  sleepily. 

"  It's  only  me,"  Kathleen  explained. 

"  How  cold  your  hands  are  ! "  ^^^'^^  MuKaI 

"  Wake  up,"  said  Kathleen,  " 

"  Can't  we  go  home  now  ? 
tired,  and  it's  so  long  since  tea- 

"  You're  too  long  to  go  hon 
said  Kathleen,  sadly,  and  then 
remembered. 

She  lay  with  closed  eyes — th 
denly  she  stirred  and  cried  out 

"Oh,  Cathy,  I  feel  so  funr 
one  of  those   horn   snakes  wh 
make  it  go  short  to  get  it  into 
its  box.    I  am — yes — I  know 
I  am." 

She  was;  and  Kathleen, 
watching  her,  agreed  that  it 
was  exactly  like  the  shorten- 
ing of  a  horn  spiral  snake 
between  the  closing  hands  of 
a  child.  Mabel's  distant  feet 
drew  near  —  Mabel's  long, 
lean  arms  grew  shorter  — 
Mabel's  face  was  no  longer 
half  a  yard  long. 

"  You're  coming  right — 
you  are.  Oh,  I  am  so  glad  ! " 
cried  Kathleen. 

"I  know  I  am," said  Mabel*, 
and  as  she  said  it  she  became 
once  more  Mabel— not  only 
in  herself,  which,  of  course, 
she  had  been  all  the  time,  but 
in  her  outward  appearance. 

"You  are  all  right.  Oh, 
hooray  !  hooray  !  I  am  so 
glad,"  said  Kathleen,  kindly  ; 
"  and  now  we'll  go  home  at 
once,  dear." 

"  Go  home  ?  "  said  Mabel,  slowly  sitting 
up  and  staring  at  Kathleen  with  her  big  dark 
eyes.     "  Go  home— like  that  ?  " 

"Like  what?"  Kathleen  asked,  impatiently. 

"  Why,  j^i/,"  was  Mabel's  odd  reply. 

"  I'm  all  right,"  said  Kathleen.  "  Come  on." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  know  ?  " 
said  Mabel.  "  Look  at  yourself  —  your 
hands — your  dress — everything." 

Kathleen  looked  at  her  hands.  They 
were  of  marble  whiteness.  Her  dress,  too — 
her  shoes,  her  stockings,  even  the  loose  ends 
of  her  hair.    She  was  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 

"What  is  it?"  she   asked,   beginning   to 


tremble.     "  What  am  I  all  this  horrid  colour 
for?" 

"Don't  you  see?  Oh,  Cathy, 
see  ?  You've  not  come  all  right, 
statue  still." 


don't  you 
You're  a 


"  I'm  not — I'm  alive — I'm  talking  to  you." 
"I  know  you  are,  darling,"  said   Mabel, 
soothing  her  as  one  soothes  a  fractious  child. 
"  That's  because  it's  moonlight." 
"  But  you  can  see  I'm  alive." 
"  Of  course  I  can.     I've  got  the  ring." 
"  But  I'm  all  right ;  I  know  I  am." 
"Don't    you    see,"    said    Mabel,    gently, 
taking  her  white  marble  hand,  "you're  not 
all  right  ?     It's  moonlight,  and  you're  a  statue, 
and  you've  just  come  alive  with  all  the  other 
statues.     And  when   the   moon   goes  down 
you'll   just   be  a   statue   again.     Thafs  the 
difficulty,  dear,  about  our  going  home  agaia" 


(To  be  continued,) 
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By  Ernest  L.  Scott. 


I  ANY  people  have  heard,  no 
doubt,  that  Giovanni  Giolitti, 
the  Italian  Prime  Minister,  is 
believed  by  many  of  his  super- 
stitious  countrymen    to   have 

^  the  evil  eye.     The  notion  is, 

of  course,  that  the  glance  of  a  person  thus 
"  possessed  "  has  the  power  of  dealing  mis- 
fortune and  death,  and  a  recent  event,  the 
latest  in  an  extraordinary  series,  has  greatly 
strengthened  popular  faith  in  the  blighting 
effects  of   the  Pre- 
mier's  gaze.      This 
was  the   recent   re- 
tirement from  Gio- 
litti's  Cabinet  of  its 
youngest  and   most 
promising  member, 
Signor      Majorana, 
Minister    of    the 
Treasury,  who   was 
suddenly    seized 
with   so  serious   an 
illness   that    he   re-      " 
signed  his  portfolio 
and  betook  himself 
to    Sicily     to     win 
back   his   health,  if 
possible. 

Small  wonder 
that  this  incident 
caused  a  sensation 
in  Italy,  for  Major- 
ana  is  the  sixteenth 
statesman  associa- 
ted with  Premier 
Giolitti  since  the 
latter's  rise  to  power 
to  be  stricken  down, 
if  not  by  death,  then 
by  some  serious  mental  or  physical  ailment. 

Nine -tenths  of  Giolitti's  countrymen  are 
now  convinced  that  he  has  the  evil  eye,  and 
has  it  badly.  It  is  absurd,  of  course — all 
superstitions  are  absurd  ;  but  the  effects  of 
them  are  worth  serious  consideration,  and 
less  credulous  folk  than  the  Italians  would 
consider  that  there  is  something  uncanny 
about  the  fate  that  has  befallen  so  many  of 
Giolitti's  colleagues.  A  life  insurance  actuary, 
basing  his  deductions  on  facts  and  figures, 
would  conclude  that  to  become  a  member  of 
Giolitti's  Cabinet  is  a  dangerous  risk  for 
which  a  big  premium  should  be  demanded. 

Here  is  the  actual  record.     In  Giolitti's 

VoL  xxxiY.— 30. 
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first  Cabinet  four  of  his  Ministers  died  in 
office.       In  his  second  two  died   and   four 
others  were   brought   near  to  death's  door. 
The  Marquis   Prinetti,  Minister  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  was  stricken  with  apoplexy,  and  has 
never  been  well  since.     Balenzano,  Minister 
of  Public  Works,  developed  gout  of  the  heart, 
and    his    life   was   long  despaired   of.      De 
Broglio,  Minister  of  Finance,  suffered  severely 
from     rheumatism.       Wollamborg,   Minister 
of  the  Treasury,   had  a   mental  breakdown, 
and  became  pos- 
sessed of  so   many 
dangerous      fancies 
that  for  some  time 
his     relations    con- 
templated    sending 
him     to    a    lunatic 
asylum.  In  Giolitti's 
third       Administra- 
tion Signor  Rosano, 
Minister  of  Justice, 
committed     suicide 
"      by  shooting  himself. 
Another  member  of 
the  Cabinet,  Stelluti- 
Scala,     died,     and 
Tittoni,  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs,  was 
prostrated   by  cere- 
bral   congestion. 
Disease  and  sudden 
death    still     pursue 
Giolitti's  colleagues 
in  the  present  Cabi- 
net.   Massimini,  the 
Minister  of  Finance, 
was   seized  with  an 
apoplectic  fit  in  the 
Chamber.        Gallo, 
the  Minister  of  Justice  and  Public  Worship, 
was  found  dead  in  his  bed  one  morning  a  few 
days  later.     When  he  retired  he  was  appar- 
ently in  excellent  health.     The  doctors  said 
it  was  apoplexy  that  had   carried  him   off. 
The  crowd  said  it  was  Giolitti's  evil  eye. 

This  record  shows  that,  according  to  the 
percentage  of  casualties  in  actual  warfare,  the 
men  who  help  Giolitti  to  run  the  Italian 
Government  incur  greater  risks  than  do 
soldiers  in  battle.  One  would  think  that  this 
would  make  it  extremely  difficult  for  him  to 
fill  his  big  billets.  But  it  has  no  such  effect. 
Political  ambition  outweighs  both  fear  and 
superstition.     Whenever  he  loses  a  Minister 
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there  is  never  any  dearth  of  candidates  who 
are  willing  to  take  the  vacant  post. 

The  fact  that  Giolitti  has  remained  so  long 
at  the  head  of  the  Government  of  the  most 
superstitious  nation  in  Europe,  despite  the 
sinister  reputation  he  has  acquired,  is  proof 
that  he  has  some  uncommon  stuff  in  him.  He 
is  built  on  a  big  scale  ;  he  stands  over  six  feet 
high,  and  has  breadth  to  match.  His  features 
are  of  the  Semitic  type,  with  a  prominent 
arched  nose.  His  eyes  are  black,  but  there 
is  nothing  about  them  to  suggest  the  malig- 
nant power  which  is  popularly  attributed  to 
.them.  They  do  not  at  all  resemble  those 
basilisk-like  orbs,  capable  of  withering  one 


at  a  glance,  with 
which  sensational 
novelists  are  wont 
to  endow  their 
villains.  In  con- 
junction with  the 
half- closed  lids 
they  convey  the 
impression  of 
shrewdness  and 
insight.  One 
would  never 
associate  ferocity 
with  them.  But 
in  Italy  the  evil 
eye  is  not  an 
attribute  of  any 
particular  type  of 
eyes.  Their 
colour  has  no- 
thing to  do  with 
it.  Blue,  grey, 
hazel,  or  black 
may  be  equally 
endowed  with  the 
blighting  power. 
Nor  is  it  neces- 
sary that  the  man 
who  is  supposed 
to  have  the  evil 
eye  should  be  an 
evil  man.  Saints 
as  well  as  sinners 
may  have  it.  It 
was  long  a  matter 
of  common  belief 
that  Pope  Nono 
was  cursed  with 
the  evil  eye. 

Giolitti  was 
well  on  in  middle 
life  and  had  be- 
come a  man  to 
be  reckoned 
with  before  anybody  seems  to  have 
suspected  him  of  having  it.  Born  at  the 
little  town  of  Mondovi,  near  Cuneo,  sixty- 
five  years  ago,  the  Italian  Premier  is  one 
of  those  men,  rare  in  European  f  olitics, 
who,  from  humble  beginnings  and  with  no 
adventitious  aid,  ha.ve  forced  their  way,  by 
sheer  hard  work,  right  to  the  top.  The 
son  of  a  small  local  official,  who  died  soon 
after  the  child  was  born,  he  was  brought  up  to 
the  law.  For  some  years  the  young  lawyer 
continued  to  fill  one  legal  post  after  another 
—  always  advancing.  At  forty  he  was 
elected  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  from 
Piedmont.     In  Parliament  he  spoke  of  what 
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he  knew  —  dry,  sternly  practical  subjects, 
such  as  banks  and  pensions  and  tariffs — 
with  such  success  that  when  Crispi  came 
into  power,  and  wanted  to  replace  an  out- 
going Minister  of  the  Treasury,  he  chose  an 
expert  for  the  post  in  the  person  of  the 
Piedmontese  deputy. 

At  fifty — very  early  as  age  is  reckoned  in 
Italian  political  life — he  was  Prime  Minister. 

Then  the  evil-eye  story  which  had  been 
whispered  by  his  enemies,  though  nothing  in 
his  career  had  happened  to  justify  it,  was 
revived.  And  things  began  to  happen  which 
made  it  stick.  Disease  and  death  invaded 
the  Cabinet.  Four  of  Giolitti's  colleagues 
died.  Political  disaster  overtook  those  that 
remained.  It  was  his  misfortune  to  be 
in  power  at  a  time  when  long-hushed-up 
scandals  were  suddenly  and  violently  exposed. 
Public  opinion  demanded  a  scapegoat, 
and  the  Giolitti  Cabinet  was  hurled  from 
power.     The  story  of  the 


a  dress  suit.     He  did  not  possess  one,  nor 

the  money  to  buy  one.     "  I  can  do  without  a 

silk  dress,"  said  his  wife,  "but  you  must  have 

a  dress  suit.     If  you  do  not  attend  that  affair 

you  may  miss  a   chance   of  advancement." 

He  demurred,  for  he  is  a  good  husband,  but 

it  ended,  of  course,   in  a  dress   suit   being 

bought  instead  of  a  silk  dress.    That  incident 

was  typical  of  the  part  which  Signora  Giolitti 

has  always  played  in  her  husband's  life.     She 

has,  so  far  as  the  outside  world  is  concerned, 

effaced  herself  in  his  interests.     Conscious 

that  she  was  not  cut  out  to  undertake  the  role 

which  society  ascribes  to  a  statesman's  wife, 

she  has  never  attempted  it.     She  has  never 

even    allowed    herself   to    be    presented    at 

Court.     For  many  years  she  devoted  herself 

to  making  a  happy  home  for  her  husband 

and  children,  and  in  that  she  has  succeeded. 

The  children — there  are  two  of  them,  a  son 

and  a  daughter — are  grown  up,  and  left  the 

parental  nest  some  years 

ago.      The   daughter   is 

married     and     lives     in 

Berlin.      The   son    is   a 

scientific    chemist,     and 

recently    returned    from 

a   business    trip    to   the 

United  States. 

The   Premier  and  his 
wife  live  in  comfoi table, 
but  not  large,  apartments 
just  off  the    Piazza,    be- 
hind the  Basilica  of  Santa 
Maggiore.       The   rooms 
are  plainly  furnished,  in 
the    conventional    style. 
There  are  no  attempts  at 
decorative  effects.    Books 
aie     everywhere  ;     they 
show  that  (iiolitti  is  a 
man  of  studious  habits. 
But  the  only  things  in 
the  rooms  which  indi- 
cate that  Giolitti  is  a 
man  of  mark  are  the 
liotographs  of  celebrities, 
larchs. 

>diiim  which  attaches  to 
curse  with  which  he  is 
ted  he  gives  no  sign  of  it. 
Italian  in  public  life  who 
by  popular  imagination 
e  career  of  Count  Morizi, 
)itious  deputy,  has  been 
it.  But  Giolitti  is  too 
Jaunted  by  superstition. 
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DERELICT ! 

I  SEND  you  a 
snap-shot  of  a 
derelict  I  saw  while 
on  board  the 
R.M.S.  Ivernia, 
coming  from  Boston 
to  Liverpool  quite 
recently.  It  is  a  rare 
thing  to  meet  a  dere- 
lict, and  this  one 
seemed  in  fairly  good 
condition,  but  its  his- 
tory is  unknown  to 
me. — Miss  G.  Vera 
Keating,  43,  Tile- 
hurst  Road,  Read- 
ing. 


name,  nor  has  it  had 
one  for  the  last  120 
years.      The    reason 
affords     a      striking 
illustration     of     the 
suf>ersiitious     nature 
of  West  Country  folk. 
When  this  particular 
business  was  started 
the  owner,  for  sonie 
reason  or  other,  did 
not   have    his    name 
inscribed  on  the  pre- 
mises.    Whether  this 
fact  had  anything  to 
do  with   the  success 
of    the    business     or 
not      it      would 
l>e    difficult    to    say. 
Trade,  however,  was 
brisk,    and    the    butcher  duly   retired,    leaving    the 
nameless  shop  to  his  son.      The   business  has   been 
handed    down    from    father   to   son    for   more   ihan 
120  years,   but  none  of  those  into   whose   occupa- 
tion it  has  come  would  have  his  name  put  up  on  any 
consideration,  fearing — as,  in  fact,  the  present  owner 
does  to-day — that  such  a  procedure  might  break  the 
spell  of  good   fortune   with   which  the  business  has 
been  favoured." 


SUPERSTITION    IN    THE    WEST   COUNTRY. 

THE  Prize  of  Two  Guineas  which  was  offered  to 
cyclists  in  Tit- Bits  of  May  nth  last,  for  the 
most  interesting  paragraph,  was  won  by  Mr.  S.  B. 
Perry,  The  Hollies,  St.  Austell,  Cornwall,  who  has 
since  forwarded  a  photograph  of  the  curious 
shop  described  in  the  paragraph  mentioned  and 
reprinted  here :  "  In  the  Devonshire  town  of  Mod- 
bury    there    is   a    butcher's    shop    which    has    no 


NORWEGIAN   WEDDING  SPOONS. 

THIS  pair  of  spoons  and  chain  are  carved  from  a 
single  piece  of  wood,  forming  the  Norwegian 
wedding  spoons.  On  the  morning  of  a  wedding  the 
bride  and  bridegroom  eat  a  specially-prepared  dish, 
each  using  one  of  the  spoons,  this  l)eing  symbolical  of 
unity.— E.  F.  G.  Trethvethin,  Park  Road,  Penarth. 
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of  the  skirting-board  to  give  the 
picture-rail.  The  pictures,  chair, 
and  table  were  nailed  upside-down 
to  the  wall.  The  lilies  of  the  valley 
were  tied  to  a  nail  through  a  cork 
which  held  the  flower-pot  to  the 
table  on  which  the  paper  was  also 
tacked.— Mr.  W.  A.  Chaplin,  4, 
Park  Av.,WillesdenGreen,N.W. 


HJiKK  is  a  photograph  of  a  very  popular  form 
of  sport  m  the  South  of  France.  It  consists 
of  a  kind  of  cow-baiting,  commonly  called  "  Les 
Courses  Landaises."  Specially  -  trained  cows  of  a 
very  ferocious  character  are  driven  into  the  arena 
one  at  a  time.  A  man  in  gold  or  silver-braided  velvet 
then  runs  out  and  faces  the  beast,  which,  seeing  him, 
charges  furiously.  He,  however,  stands  perfectly  still 
till  she  seems  almost  on  top  of  him,  when  with  a  swift 
movement  he  jumps  to  one  side,  causing  the  beast  to 
blunder  by  him.  This  is  repeated  with  each  cow  in 
turn,  different  competitors  trying  their  skill.  The  one 
who  shows  most  courage  and  agility  is  proclaimed 
winner  by  the  president  and  receives  the  prize.  The 
sport  has  most  of  the  danger  of  bull-fighting,  without 
any  cruelty  to  the  animal.— Mr.  F.  K.  Gebbie,  F.  Co. 
R.M.C.,  Camberley,  Surrey. 

A  TOPSY-TURVY  PHOTOGRAPH. 

THIS  photograph  of  a  man  standing  on  the  ceiling 
of  a  room  was  obtained  as  follows  :  A  sheet 
was  placed  on  the  floor  and  tacked  nearly  to  the  top 


IZAAK  WALTON 
HAVE  SAID? 

I  AM  enclosmg  a 
photograph  that 
may  be  of  interest 
for  your  Curiosity 
page.  The  object 
shown  at  the  busi- 
ness end  of  the  line 
is  an  oyster  caught 
at  the  Umkomaas 
Beach,  a  pleasure 
resort  about  thirty 
miles  from  Durban. 
A  Mr.  Ulyatt  was 
fishing  in  the  sea 
from  the  rocks,  and 
evidently  the  bail 
.was  resting  on  a  bed 
of  oysters,  as  they 
chiefly  grow  upon  the 

rocks  out  here.  Thinking  his  hook  had  caught  on  the 
rocks,  as  they  very  often  do,  he  had  great  difficulty  in 
pulling  it  off,  and  was  very  much  surprised  to  find 
that  an  oyster  had  closed  upon  the  bait.  Being  on  I  he 
spot  at  the  time  I  took  a  snap-shot,  as  no  one  there 
had  ever  heard  of  a  similar  occurrence  before. — Mr. 
VV.  A.  Constable,  Box  87,  Durban,  Natal. 

IS  THIS  THEORY  CORRECT? 

SOME  time  ago  a  fire  broke  out  in  a  house  in  Col- 
chester. Next  day  a  decanter-stopper  was  found 
amongst  the  ruins, 
half  full  of  dirty 
water.  The  only 
solution  as  to  how  I  he 
water  got  in  is  that 
the  fire  cracked  the 
glass,  the  water  from 
the  engine  being 
foiced  through  the 
cracks ;  when  the 
glasscooled  contrac- 
tion took  place  and 
shut  the  water  in. 
The  cracks  can  be 
seen  in  the  photo- 
graph, while  the 
dark  part  shows  the 
water.— Rev.  F.  E. 
Robinson, The  Shar- 
deloes,  Harsnett 
Road,  Colchester. 
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WHAT  IS  IT?  r  ^ 

THIS  curious 
plant  was 
found  recently  on 
a     bank     by    the 

roadside   near  I 

Great    Berkhanip- 

stead,    Herts  ;    it  { 

was  on  the  surface 
of  the  ground, 
among  dead  leaves 
and  grass.  The 
four  remarkable- 
look  i  ng  legs 
spring  from  the 
four  points  of  a 
cone-like  struc- 
ture, but  no  roots 
are  visible.  It 
has  been  submitted 
to  experts,  but  up 
to  the  present  has 
not  been  identified 
with  any  living 
plant.  Perhaps 
some  of  your 
readers  may  re- 
cognise it  ;  if  , 
so,     I     shall     be 

much  obliged  and  J 

grateful     if     they  — ** 

will    kindly  write     to     me. '—Mr.    J.    T.     Newman,    Great 
Berk  ham  pstead,    Herts. 

r  -     -  -  JT'-^ 


A  STRA(N)DIVARIUS  ! 

THE  announcement  of  the  sale  of  a 
**Strad"  violin  suggested  to  me  the 
idea  of  making  a  Strand  violin,  so  I  set  to 
work  in  the  following  way.  Having  three 
old  numbers  of  The  Strand  Ma(;azine,  I 
.took  a  few  leaves,  stuck  them  together,  and 
tried  to  make  the  front  of  the  violin,  but 
seeing  I  was  on  the  wrong  track  I  changed 
my  plans  and  started  thus.  I  took  a  small 
drawing  -  board  with  a  mass  cf  soddened 
paper  in  the  middle  and  pommelled  it  into 
the  shape  of  the  bulge  in  an  ordinary  instru- 
ment. When  this  v^'as  dry  I  cut  up  a  Strand 
and  glued  each  little  piece  one  over  the  other 
until  the  desired  thickness  was  obtained. 
When  this  was  dry  and  solid  I  laid  an  ordi- 
nary violin  on  it,  took  the  outline,  and 
having  raised  it  off  the  board  cut  it  to  the 
desired  shape.  The  bottom  of  the  violin 
underwent  a  somewhat  similar  process.     The 


■"1 


"  LEST    WK    FOktiKT." 

SINCE  the  siege  of  the  British  Legation  in  Peking  in  1900 
the  surrounding  walls  have  bien  repaired  with  the 
exception  of  one  small  corner,  which  is  here  reproduced. 
The  legend  since  painted  on  ihc  wall  gives  additional  interest 
"^  the  picture. — Mr.  H.  S.  Cooke,  Shanghai. 


sides  l)etween  the  top  and  bottom  of  the 
violin  consist  of  a  strip  made  of  about  six 
thicknesses  of  paper.  The  head  is  made  of 
the  backs  of  the  three  numbers,  carefully 
turned  page  by  pat;e,  i^iued  solid,  and  then 
cut  into  shape.  The  lillle  circles  around  the 
lK)llom  of  the  instrument  are  sm;ill  rolls  of 
paper  (one  page  of  Thk  Strand  made  four) 
glued  on  to  receive  llie  lop,  with  an  extra 
large  roll  at  each  end  to  receive  the  head 
and  the  knob  at  the  slring-plale  at  the  bottom 
end.  The  finger-board  was  made  se{)arately 
and  glued  on  after  the  violin  itself  was 
finished.  The  whole  being  completed,  it 
was -sand-papered  and  faced  with  absorl)ent 
tissue  paper,  sized,  painted,  and  varnished. 
**The  Strand''  can  be  seen  through  the 
holes  in  front,  where  the  paper  sound -post 
is  glued.  This  novel  instrument  now  pro- 
vides as  good  music  as  any  ordinary  violin. 
— Mr.  W.  Giles,  55,  Winchester  Street, 
S.W.  Photo,  by  National  Photo.  Co., 
North  End  Road,  Fulham. 
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chemicals,  through  which  the  sea 
water  is  forced  at  a  high  pressure 
through  pipes  leading  from  the 
sea  on  the  right.  The  process 
is  kept  a  profound  secret  and  is 
guarded  vigilantly.  It  is  staled 
that  one  grain  of  pure  gold  is 
deposited  from  one  thousand 
tons  of  sea  water. — Mr.  Leslie 
H.  Adams,  1 1,  Clarendon  Road, 
Southsea. 

CURIOUS    FRACTURK. 

CAN  any  of  your  readers  ex- 
plain the  extraordinary 
fracture  of  the  test-tube  shown 
in  the  accompanying  photograph  ? 
My  assistant  in  the  University 
chemical-physiological  laboratory 
forced  the  brush  through  the  end 
of  the  tube  whilst  cleaning  it. 
Instantly  the  tube  cracked  along 
the  whole  length  in  a  very  regular 
spiral,  with  just  over  seven  com- 
plete turns.  Perhaps  the  expla- 
nation lies  in  the  process  of 
manufacture? — Mr.  Sydney  W. 
Cole,  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 


A    SNAILS    TOMBSTONE. 

1    ENCLOSE  a  photograph  showing  a  tombstone 
erected   in  honour  of  a  rare  snail,  and  also  a 
cutting  from  a  Belfast  newspaper  which  imagined  that 


DEATHS. 

tart  •arririnf  90a  of  Uillz  Aibuhl 
pwk.  Co.  Aaliia,  atKi  M  jmtu, 
Wo  "* 


BMtMfc,  BaUv 
Bi«..  of  Wbit^ 


**Aspersa"  was  a  person,  and  included  the  notice 
under  "Deaths"  before  they  discovered  their  mistake  I 
— Miss  Lilian  E.  Bland,  Carnmoney,  Belfast. 

EXTRACTING  GOLD  FROM  SEA  WATER. 

THIS  photograph,  which  was  taken  at  Hayling 
Island,  shows  the  plant  employed  in  the  works 
for  extracting  gold  from  sea  water.  The  three  boxes 
and    the   corrugated    iron    cisterns    contain    certain 


A    ROYAL   CRADLE. 

PROBABLY  the  most  remarkable  Royal  cradle  in 
existence  is  that  of  Henry  of  Navarre,  which  is 
to  be  seen  in  the  old  Chateau  at  Pau,  where,  by  the 
courtesy  of  the  Governor  of  the  Castle,  I  was  allowed 
to  photograph  it.  The  cradle  is  made  of  a  huge 
tortoise-shell,  and  it  stands  in  the  room  in  which 
Henry  of  Navarre  \\as  born  on  December  14th,  1553. 


The  story  goes  that  during  the  Revolution  the  real 
cradle  was  hidden  for  safety,  another  tortoise-shell 
being  put  in  its  place  ;  this  was  destroyed  by  the 
rebels,  and  after  the  Revolution  the  original  cradle 
was  again  brought  l)ark  to  its  present  resting-place. — 
Lady  Lawson,  c/o  Messrs.  H.  S.  King  and  Co.,  9,  Tall 
Mall,  London,  S.W. 
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Hearts— King,  knave,  3,  a. 

Clubs— King,  xo,  6,  > 

Diamonds— 

Spades— Ace,  knave,  6,  5,  a. 


Hearts— 6,  5,  4. 
Clubs — Knave, 

8.  7. 
Diimonds— King, 

10.  9,  8,  5,  4. 
Spades— 9. 


B 


Hearts— Queen,  9,  ?• 
Clubs— Queen,  9,  4. 
Diamonds— Knave, 

3.  2- 
Spades— Queen,    10, 

8.7. 


Hearts— Ace,  10,  8. 

Clubs— Ace,  5,  2. 

Diamonds— Ace,  queen,  7,  6. 

Spades— King,  4,  3. 
Hearts   are    trumps.      Y   led  the  9  of  spades.      How 
many  tricks  can  A  B  make  against  any  defence  of  Y  Z, 
the  position  of  every  card  being  known  ? 


SOLUTION  OF  BRIDGE  PROBLEM. 

THE  solution  of  the  Bridge  problem  given  in  our 
last  numl>er  (and  repeated  above)  is  that  A  13 
make  a  little  slam,  however  Y  Z  play  the  defence. 
Trick  I.  Y,  9  spades ;    A,   2  spades ;    Z,  7  spades ;    B,  king 

spades. 
Trick  2.  B,  6  diamonds;  Y,  4  diamonds;   A,  2   hearts;   Z,  2 

diamonds. 
Trick  3.  A,  3  clubs ;  Z,  4  clubs  ;  B,  ace  clubs  j    Y,  7  clubs. 
Irick  4.   B,  7  diamonds  ;  Y,  5  diamonds  ;  A,  jack  hearts ;  Z,  3 

diamonds. 
Trick  5.  A,  king  clubs  ;  Z,  queen  clubs  ;  B,  2  clubs  ;  Y,  8  clubs. 
Trick  6.  A,  king  hearts ;  Z,  7  hearts  ;  B,  8  hearts  ;  Y,  4  hearts. 
Trick  7.  A,  3  htarts;  Z,  9  hearts;  B,  10  hearts;  Y,  5  hearts. 
Trick  8.  B,  ace  hearts ;  Y,  6  hearts ;  A,  5  spades ;   Z,  queen 

hearts. 
Trick  9.  B,  5  clubs ;  Y,  jack  clubs ;  A,  6  clubs ;  Z,  9  clubs. 
Trick  la   Y,  8  diamonds. 

At  trick  10  Y  must  lead  a  diamond  up  to  B*s  ace, 
queen  ;  A  discards  two  losing  spades  and  makes  the 
last  two  tricks  with  ace  of  spades  and  ten  of  clubs. 
If  at  trick  5  Z  plays  the  9  of  clubs,  then,  after  draw- 
ing trumps,  B  leads  the  ace  of  diamonds,  and  then 
puts  Z  in  with  the  queen  of  clubs.  Z  has  to  lead  up 
to  A's  tenace  in  spades,  and  A  B  still  make  the  little 

slam.  

A  FIRE  ALIGHT  TWO  HUNDRED  YEARS! 

THIS  photograph  is  of  the  well-known  peat  fire 
at  the  Chequers  Inn,  near  Osmotherley.     The 
oven  healed  by  this  furnace  to  this  day  bakes  girdle 


cakes,  which  any  visitor  can  sample.  The  fire,  it 
is  said,  has  not  been  out  once  in  the  last  two  hundred 
years  !  Photo,  by  Brittain  &  Wright,  Stockton-on- 
Tees.  —  Mr.  Reginald  H.  Cocks,  Holly  Lodge, 
Abingdon-on-Thames.    

A  STATUE  WITH  A  TRAGIC  STORY. 
IDDEN  in  a  wood  ofi*  the  main  road  in  the 
village  of  Grindleford,  Derbyshire,  stands  a 


H 


fine  stone  statue  of  a  woman,  which  is  associated 
with  a  tragic  love  story.  Many  years  ago  there 
lived  at  the  neighbouring  Hall  of  Stoke  a  modest 
and  beautiful  maiden  named  Flora.  Her 
wealthy  suitors  came  from  far  and  near,  but 
she  discarded  all,. giving  her  heart  to  a  poor 
yeoman  named  Arthur.  This  so  enraged  one 
of  her  old  admirers,  a  gay,  worthless  gallant, 
that  he  had  his  rival  Arthur  conveyed  to  a  secret 
hiding-place  near  by,  while,  wrapped  in  the 
latter's  cloak,  he  set  out  to  keep  an  appointed 
tryst  at  a  neighbouring  well.  He  reached  the 
spot,  and  taking  the  unsuspecting  girl  in  his 
arms  caressed  her  passionately.  The  rising 
moon,  however,  betrayed  his  true  features,  and 
she  struggled  violently  to  escape.  Neither  per- 
ceived the  open  well  which  they  were  ap- 
proaching until  too  late.  Both  would  have 
perished  had  not  the  villain  flung  her  from  him 
into  the  depths  l>elow.  The  murderer  fled,  and 
search  was  made  for  the  missing  girl.  Some 
believed  she  had  eloped  with  the  nobleman, 
but  Arthur,  having  escaped  from  confinement, 
told  the  story  of  the  appointed  tryst.  The 
well  was  examined  and  the  body  found.  To 
perpetuate  the  story  of  the  crime,  and  that 
all  might  grieve  foir  Flora's  fate,  the  statue 
shown  above  was  erected  in  the  recesses 
of  the  wood,  where  it  can  be  seen  to-day. — 
Mr.  F.  W.  Hornby,  51,  Carlton  Road,  HUls- 
borough,  Sheffield. 
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Some  Popular  French  Paintings. 


MONG  the  pictures  which  tell 

a  story — **  incident   pictures," 

as   they   have   been    called — 

there    are   those    which,    like 

Lady  l>iana  Flamborough  or 

Huckleberry    Finn     and     his 

friend,  may  be  said  to  "  hunt  in  couples." 

Each  is  the  complement  or  continuation  of 

the  other.      Many  painters  almost  make  a 

speciality  of  this   species   of  pictorial  corn- 


surveying  with  deep  interest  the  recumbent 
figure  of  the  god  Cupid.  The  landscape 
bespeaks  the  height  of  summer.  The  air 
seems  full  of  warmth  and  magic  and  the  song 
of  birds.  The  figures  of  the  young  women 
in  their  soft-hued  draperies  are  graceful  and 
fascinating  to  the  eye.  Their  attitudes  imply 
a  mingled  curiosity  and  surprise. 

We  turn  swiftly  from  this  picture  to  the 
next — and,    lo !       Cupid,    arisen    from    his 


"TWO  MAJESTIES."  By  J.  L.  GfeR6ME. 

(By  permission  of  Goupil  &  Co.,  25,  Bedford  Street,  Sjrand,  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


position.  Thus  we  have  "  Night  and 
Morning,"  "  Awake  and  Asleep,"  "  Anticipa- 
tion and  Realization,"  and  countless  other 
themes.  In  every  country  these  pictures 
enjoy  a  great  popularity,  but  nowhere  more 
so  than  in  France.  They  furnish  the  element 
of  surprise.  One  is  the  postulate  and  the 
other  is  the  consequence.  One  furnishes  the 
thesis  and  the  other  the  antithesis.  The  one 
excites  our  pleasurable  anticipation,  the 
other  realizes  it. 

One  of  the  most  charming  painters  of  this 
species  of  twin  tableaux  is  Jean  Wagrez. 
The  first  of  the  pair  herewith  reproduced 
shows  us  a  group  of  six  beautiful  maidens 

Vol,  xxxiv.— 31. 


.slumbers,  has  caught  them  all  unawares. 
His  bow  is  bent,  the  shaft  is  ready  to  fly, 
and  all  the  maidens  take  tumultuously  to 
their  heels.  All  save  she  who,  garbed  in 
white,  is  proof  against  Love's  arrows.  In 
sweet  rebuke  is  her  forefinger  raised.  She 
will  be  fancy  free — unsmitten  to  the  end  by 
Cupid's  shafts.  Yet  it  is  towards  her  that 
the  god  persists  in  directing  his  arrow.  We 
should  almost  have  a  third  picture  here  to 
show  us  whether  the  haughty  virgin  falls  a 
victim  to  love  or  no.  Only  perhaps  the 
artist  would  labour  under  some  difficulty  in 
depicting  such  a  denouement. 

M.  Jean  Leon  Gerome  has  won  an  inter- 
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"  THE  MASTERPIECE/'  By  P.  A.  SCHAAN. 

(By  permission  of  A.  Le  Vasseur  &  Co.,  Paris,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


passes  of  Morocco.  The  lawless 
deeds  of  the  renowned  bandit 
Raisuli  are  still  so  fresh  in  the 
public  mind  that  any  picture  show- 
ing us  something  of  the  romance 
and  mystery  of  those  strange 
Eastern  lands  is  doubly  attractive. 
That  thr  marvellous  exploits  of 
the  Moors  and  Bedouins  are 
occasionally  marked  by  defeat  as 
well  as  victory  is  shown  by  M. 
Paris's  dramatic  picture,  "  Routed," 
where  we  see  the  scattered  frag- 
ments of  a  beaten  host  rushing 
pell-mell  from  the  scene  of  their 
disaster.  Through  the  wild  moun- 
tain passes  they  gallop  precipi- 
tately, daring  not  to  draw  rein 
while  their  triumphant  foe 
thunders  at  their  heels.  To  the 
left  we  see  a  riderless  horse  who, 
snorting  with  terror,  has  joined 
in  the  mad  stampede,  leaving 
maybe  his  master  to  bleed  to 
death  upon  the  sun  -  scorched 
plain.  But,  then  — such  is  the 
fortune  of  war  ! 

Another   typical    picture  —  this 


national  reputation  by  reason  of 
his  many  and  powerfully  diverse 
achievements  in  art.  Few  pic- 
tures more  impressive,  more 
significant  than  "Two  Majesties" 
ever  left  his  easel.  There  is  ihe 
great  illimitable  desert,  stretch- 
ing away  from  the  lonely  lake  in 
the  heart  of  Africa.  Seated  on 
a  rock  in  the  foreground  a  huge 
lion*  gazes  fixedly,  peihaps 
angrily,  at  a  blood  -  red  sun. 
The  dominion  of  the  king  of 
beasts  is  invaded  by  the  blazing 
monarch  of  the  heavens.  The 
silent,  ineflable  solitude  of  the 
landscape  is  admirably  expressed. 
The  juxtaposition  of  these  two 
majestic  objects  kindles  the 
imagination.  No  such  spectacle 
as  this  was,  perhaps,  ever  wit- 
nessed by  mortal  eye,  but  its 
suggestiveness,  its  magic,  may 
be  felt  by  the  most  common- 
place denizen  of  the  dreariest 
slums  of  Europe's  teeming  cities. 
And  now  we  are  whisked 
suddenly  to   the  wild    mountain 


••CATASTROPHE."  By  P.  A.  SCHAAN. 

(By  permission  of  A.  Le  Vassmr  &  Co.,  Paris,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 
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lime  of  a   light  comedy  turn — engages  our  in  sugar,  flour,  eggs,  and  rare  fruits.     In  the 

attention.    We  do  not  need  Briand  Savarin  or  great   dining-room    his    master   and  a  large 

the  famous     Soveral  to  remind  us  that  the  company     presumably     await     its     arrival, 

tragedies   of   the    salon   are   as    nothing   to  Accordingly,  at  the  close  of  the  feast,    M. 

the  tragedies  of  the  kitchen.     "  What,"  sings  Pierre  takes  it  up  gingerly,  with  joyous  pride 

Britain's  famous  librettist,  "are  broken  hearts  surging  in  his  breast.     On  this  he  has  staked 

upstairs    to    broken    tarts    below  ? "      The  his  professional  reputation.     His  inamorata, 


"ANXIETY."  "COVETOUSNESS."  •    *   .    •  ^T 

Bv  M.  MOISAND.  \  /      ,    ^ 

(By  permission  uf  A.  Lc  Vasseur  &  Co.,  Paris,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 

fractured    galantine   or    the.  masterpiece   of  the  pretty  femme  de  toilette  de  Madame  la 

monumental    confectionery    destroyed    may  Marquise,  regards   Pierre  and  the  noble  fruit 

wring  the  bosom  of  a  chef  far  more  than  any  of  his  genius  with  unfeigned  admiration, 
mere  affair  of  the  affections.  But  alas  for  human  hopes  !     Alas  for  the 

In     M.     Schaan's     pictures     a     cook     of  mutability  of  human   affairs !— there  is  many 

Louis  XV. 's  reign  has  achieved  2.cheJ (Tauvre  a  slip  betwixt  the  cuisine  and  the  salon.     At 
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the  foot  of  the  stairs  in  the  grand  hall 
Pierre's  foot  stumbles  over  a  crack  in  the 
glistening  marble  tiles,  and  presto  !  the 
masterpiece  is  shattered  into  a  hundred 
fragments.  Overwhelming  as  the  catastrophe 
is,  It  is  rendered  worse  by  the  presence  of 
Pierre's  hated  rival,  the  Marquess's  lackey, 
who,  unrestrained  by  decency,  roars  with 
laughter  at  the  terrible  mishap. 

A  great  incentive  was  given  to  Meissonier's 
pictorial  genius  by  the  works  of  the  elder, 
and  greater,  Dumas.  It  was  while  painting 
at  Auteuil  that  the  master  oi  genre  first  made 
the  acquaintance  (between  paper  covers)  of 
those  doughty  heroes  of  fiction — D'Artagnan, 
Athos,  and  Porthos.  It  was  that,  perhaps, 
more  than  any  other  single  cause  that  sent 
Meissonier  back  for  his  subjects  to  the  first 
half  of  the  seventeenth  century.  A  friend 
writing  at  his  death  relates  how,  sipping  his 
sherbet  on  the  boulevards,  the  painter  would 
exclaim  as  the  human  kaleidoscope  revolved 
itself  before  his  gaze :  "  Look,  there  goes 
Porthos!"  "Sapristi,  what  an  admirable 
D'Artagnan  1 "  "  Buckingham  to  the  life  ! " 
and  so  on. 

When  the  "Musketeer"  was  painted  in 
1856  Meissonier  was  at  the  height  of  his 
powers  and  renown.  Crossing  the  Place  de 
la  Concorde  one  afternoon  in  autumn  his 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  stalwart  sergent 
de  ville  standing  beneath  a  lamp-post  and 
surveying  with  a  lofty  air  the  movements  of 
the  passers-by.  Meissonier  stopped  and 
engaged  him  in  conversation.  The  man  was 
friendly,  respectful — even  deferential.  Before 
they  parted  the  painter  said :  "  Can  you 
come  and  see  me  when  off  duty  ?  "  "  Cer- 
tainly, M.  Meissonier,"  was  the  response. 
The  great  artist  smiled.  "Then  you  know 
me  ! "  "  All  the  world  knows  M.  Meissonier," 
said  the  sergent  de  ville.  "  I  myself  am  a 
great  admirer  of  his  paintings.  I  go  to  see 
them  whenever  I  can." 

The  upshot  was  a  triweekly  appointment 
was  made  at  Meissonier's  studio,  and  a  few 
months  later  Paris  and  the  world  was  richer 
by  one  of  the  painter's  most  masterly  studies. 
"  Afterwards,"  said  Meissonier,  "  whenever  I 
pass  my  sergent  de  ville  at  the  foot  of  the 
Champs  Elysdes  in  his  sombre  cloak  and 
kepi  and  his  dingy  trousers,  I  find  myself 
regretting  more  than  ever  the  loss  the  world 
has  sustained  in  bidding  adieu  in  modem  life 
to  the  costume  of  the  thirteenth  Louis.  What 
a  fine  figure  of  a  man  my  Lupin  was,  and 
how  old  Richelieu  would  have  rejoiced  in  him, 
nobody,  but  for  my  picture,  would  ever  have 
guessed." 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 32. 


Napoleon  III.  saw  and  admired  the 
"  Musketeer."  Indeed,  it  was  this  picture 
that  first  attracted  the  Emperor  to  Meissonier's 
genius.  Through  his  incomparable  rococo 
pictures  Meissonier  first  won  fame ;  his  repre- 
sentations of  scenes  from  French  military 
history  were  a  later  development  of  his  art. 
In  1859  the  Emperor  selected  the  celebrated 
painter  to  accompany  the  French  army  to 
Italy.  Napoleon  was  very  fond  of  drawing 
parallels  between  himself  and  his  mighty 
uncle,  and  it  was  his  idea  that  Meissonier 
should  paint  a  series  of  pictures  wherein  he 
should  be  depicted  as  enveloped  in  the 
mantle  of  "le  petit  capofal"  and  adding 
fresh  deeds  of  glory  to  France's  roll  of  fame. 

One  only,  however,  of  the  intended  series 
was  painted.  This  portrayed  the  Battle  of 
Solferino,  and  represented  the  Emperor  over- 
looking the  contest  from  a  height  in  the 
midst  of  his  staff.  But  it  was  not  the 
painter's  fault  that  the  succession  of  parallels 
was  never  completed.  Napoleon  had  no 
further  deeds  of  arms  to  record — so  there 
was  nothing  else  to  depict !  In  1870 
Meissonier  was  again  invited  to  accompany 
the  French  army.  But  after  the  first  battle 
had  been  fought  —  and  lost  —  the  painter 
decided  to  return  home.  He  had  no  objec- 
tion to  limning  forth  the  great  military 
triumphs  of  France,  but  to  immortalize  a 
mournful  tale  of  disaster  and  retreat  was 
more  than  his  patriotic  spirit  could  bear. 

It  has  been  said  that,  amongst  all  painters 
of  modern  times,  Meissonier  is  the  only  one 
whose  pictures  during  his  lifetime  fetched 
prices  such  as  are  reached  only  by  the 
famous  Old  Masters  of  the  greatest  epochs. 
But,  in  spite  of  his  later  successes,  his  early 
struggle  for  fame  was  full  of  privations. 
When  in  1832,  tired  of  the  tedious  monotony 
of  clerical  life,  he  gave  up  his  apprenticeship 
with  Menier,  the  chocolate  manufacturer,  to 
become  a  painter,  he  had  only  fifteen  francs 
a  month  to  spend.  It  has  been  calculated, 
however,  that  during  his  lifetime  he  painted 
no  less  than  twenty  million  francs*  worth  of 
pictures,  and  that  for  each  centimetre  of 
canvas  he  covered  with  pigments  he  received 
a  tariff  of  about  five  thousand  francs. 

M.  Moisand  is  one  of  the  cleverest  animal 
painters  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel. 
His  pictures  of  homely  canine  incident  enjoy 
a  wide  vogue,  and  in  the  first  of  the  present 
pair,  to  which  he  has  given  the  title 
"  Inquietude,"  a  female  pointer  surveys  with 
true  maternal  distress  her  three  offspring 
flung  in  a  pannier  suspended  on  a  stable- 
door.     But  in  spite  of  her  searching  inquiries 
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the  unhappy  puppies  are  unable  to  throw  any 
light  on  the  situation,  and  continue  to  gaze 
with  faces  expressive  of  agonized  appeal  at 
their  bewildered  parent.  *•  How  will  she  get 
them  down?  '  is  the  question  busily  revolving 
in  tier  brain  Surely  this  provides  an  excel 
lent  companion  query  to  the  time-honoured 
conundrum  ot  the  donkey  and  ihe  carrots. 

In  the  second  picture  the  cupidity  of  a 
couple  ot  spaniels  is  aroused  by  the  spectacle 
of  the  appetizing  game  hung  just  out  of  their 
reach  They  are  in  very  much  the  same 
predicament  as  our  friend  the  pointer*  and  a 
solution  satisfactory  to  the  one  would  no 
doubt  be  equally  successful  in  solving  the 
others'  difficulty. 

Passing  along  the  walls  of  our  miniature 
Gallic  picture  gallery  we  next  come  to  a 
familiar  London  scene  delineated  by  a  famous 
painter  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel. 
One  of  Meissonier's  favourite  pupils  was 
M.  Edouard  DetaiUe,  whose  picture, "  Morning 
Parade  at  the  Tower  of  London,"  we  have 
reproduced.  His  earlier  works  consisted 
chiefly  of  pretty  little  costume  pictures  from 
the  Directoire  period,  but  he  soon  abandoned 
these  to  devote  himself  entirely  to  the  paint- 
ing of  those  military  pictures  for  which  his 
name  is  famous. 

One  of  the  favourite  haunts  of  M.  Detaille 
during  his  residence  in  London  was  the 
Tower,  and  it  is  not  unnatural  that  typical 
scenes  in  that  celebrated  fortress  should 
have  attracted  the  artist's  skill  We  are 
shown  the  Parade  with  Beauchamp  Tower  in 
the  distance.  A  regiment  is  going  through 
its  early  morning  drill.  To  the  left  the 
regimental  band  fills  the  air  with  martial 
strains,  while  in  the  foreground  a  white- 
bearded  Beefeater — veteran  of  a  hundred 
fights — points  out  objects  of  interest  to  the 
assembled  spectators. 

"  I  am  pleased,"  writes  M.  Detaille  to  The 
Strand,  "to  hear  that  you  are  reproducing 
in  your  interesting  publication  (The  Strand 
Magazine)  a  water-colour  that  I  executed 
more  years  ago  than  I  care  to  remember. 
Regarding  the  circumstances  which  led  me 
to  paint  this  subject,  I  was  impressed  by 
the  picturesqueness  of  the  scene,  by  the 
majestic  environment,  and  the  contrast  of 
the  brilliant  uniforms,  in  a  frame  so  severe 
as  that  of  the  Tower  of  London.  It  is  a 
spectacle  such  as  one  can  see  in  London 
alone,  and  which  has  no  equivalent  in  any 
other  place. 

"  This  very  typical  mise  en  scene  was  truly 
seducing,  and  I  did  my  best  to  reproduce  it. 


going  every  day  at  the  hour  of  parade  to 
make  sketches  of  the  subject  and  water- 
colour  studies,  so  as  carefully  to  note  the 
effect 

*  All  the  figures  were  drawn  from  Nature, 
and,  if  the  fashions  have  changed  a  little,  it 
must  be  remembered  that  this  picture  was 
painted  in  1880— which  does  not  prevent 
me  from  accusing  myself  of  making  one  of 
the  belts  very  much  too  long— that  of  the 
officer  in  full  uniform  who  stands  to  the  left 
of  the  picture. 

*  In  penning  these  lines,  my  eye  falls  on 
a  photograph  of  the  picture  which  hangs  on 
the  wall  of  my  studio,  and  it  recalls  to  me 
many  happy  memories,  as  are,  indeed,  all 
those  I  have  carried  away  with  me  from  every 
visit  which  I  have  made  to  England." 

A  great  many  of  this  artist's  subjects  are 
taken  from  the  war  of  1870,  and  his  most 
celebrated  work,  "Salut  aux  Blesses,"  de- 
picts a  graceful  incident  from  this  otherwise 
grim  campaign.  A  troop  of  wounded 
Prussian  officers  and  men,  marching  along  a 
country  road,  happen  to  pass  a  French 
general  surrounded  by  his  staff,  who,  with 
old-time  chivalry,  salute  the  wounded  men. 

It  has  been  said  that,  as  a  delineator  of 
martial  scenes,  M.  Detaille  surpasses  even 
his  great  teacher.  There  is,  declares  one 
eminent  critic,  "  less  laboriousness  and  more 
lightness,  less  calculation  and  more  sincerity" 
in  his  work.  But  it  is  not  only  as  a  military 
painter  that  M.  Detaille  excels.  He  is,  in 
addition,  a  portrait  painter  of  no  mean  order, 
and  among  the  distinguished  subjects  who 
have  sat  to  his  brush  may  be  mentioned  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  the  Duke  of  Connaught, 
and  the  Emperor  of  Russia. 

At  M.  Detainers  studio  in  Paris  there 
is  usually  a  great  picture  in  course  of  pre- 
paration, involving  the  employment  of  many 
models  and  accessories.  No  pains  are  spared 
by  the  painter  to  secure  the  most  absolute 
fidelity.  A  recent  picture  showed  a  great 
city  of  conflagration,  with  the  fire  brigade 
actively  engaged  in  quelling  the  flames.  To 
obtain  his  effects  hundreds  of  sketches  had 
to  be  taken  at  night  while  a  great  bonfire  lit 
up  the  swarthy,  hel meted  visages  of  the  fire- 
men models.  So,  in  his  battle-pieces,  first- 
hand studies  had  to  be  made,  not  only  from 
the  quick,  but  also  from  the  dead.  M. 
Detaille  is  said  to  be  the  only  painter  who 
has  personally  engaged  a  troop  of  cavalry  to 
charge  pell-mell  through  a  lonely  village 
where  he,  sketchbook  in  hand,  was  a  solitary 
spectator. 
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HE  day  after  Christopher  Race 
came  back  to  London  from 
his  tour  with  the  man  of  the 
"  Missing  Chapter  "  he  found 
g  on  his  table  a  queer  telegram. 
-I  It  said  :  "  Please  come  at  once 
with  your  car  and  try  solve  mystery  at  old 
house  now  used  as  hotel  patronized  by 
motorists.  Same  rate  paid  per  day  for 
necessary  time  as  for  automobile  tour. — 
Sidney  Chester,  Wood  House,  New  Forest. 
References,  London  and  Scottish  Bank." 
And  the  message  was  dated  two  days  back. 

Christopher  did  not  see  why  he  should 
be  applied  to  as  a  solver  of  mysteries.  How- 
ever, the  telegram  sounded  interesting. 
He  liked  old  houses,  and  his  desire  to 
accept  the  offer  was  whetted  by  the  fact 
that  it  had  been  made  several  days  ago,  and 
might  have  been  passed  on  to  someone  else 
by  this  time. 

At  all  events,  he  thought  he  would  answer 
the  wire,  and  he  did  so  before  washing  away 
the  dust  of  travel  which  he  had  accumulated 
at  the  rate  of  thirty  miles  an  hour. 

"Just  back  from  journey.  Found  tele- 
gram," he  wired.  "  Am  I  still  wanted  ?  If 
so,  can  come." 

When  an  answer  arrived  he  had  Scarlet 
Runner  ready  for  another  start. 

"Yes,  urgently  wanted,"  ran  the  reply. 
"  Hope  you  can  start  this  afternoon.  But 
don't  come  to  Wood  House.  Will  meet  you 
at  the  Sandboy  and  Owl,,  within  mile  of 
Ringhurst  as  you  come  from  London. 
Please  let  me  know  probable  hour  of  arrival. 
— Chester." 

Christopher  wired  again,  "  Hope  to  reach 
you  about  seven."  And  his  hope  was  justified, 
as  it  usually  was  when  he  had  to  depend 
upon  Scarlet  Runner.  He  had  often  passed 
the  Sandboy  and  Owl,  and  remembered  the 
roadside  inn  for  its  picturesqueness,  so  that 
he  lost  no  time  in  finding  the  way. 

Copyrigbt,  1907,  by  C  N. 


"  I  have  come  to  see  a  Mr.  Chester,  who 
will  be  here  in  ten  or  fifteen  minutes,"  Race 
said  to  the  landlord,  who  looked  as  if  he 
might  have  had  a  meritorious  past  as  a 
coachman  in  some  aristocratic  household. 

The  sporting  eye  of  the  old  man  suddenly 
twinkled.  "  I  think,  sir,"  he  answered,  "  that 
the  person  you  expect  has  arrived,  and  is 
waiting  in  my  private  parlour,  which  I  have 
given  up  for  the — for  the  purpose." 

The  landlord's  manner  and  slight  hesita- 
tion, as  if  in  search  of  the  right  word,  struck 
Christopher  as  odd ;  but  it  was  too  late 
to  catechize  the  old  man  in  regard  to  Mr. 
Chester,  no  matter  how  diplomatically. 

The  dusk  of  autumn  draped  the  oak-beamed 
hall  with  shadow,  and  one  lamp  only  made 
darkness  seem  more  visible.  The  landlord 
opened  a  door  at  the  end  of  a  dim  corridor, 
and  said  respectfully  to  someone  out  of  sight, 
"  The  gentleman  with  the  motor  has  arrived." 
Then  he  backed  out  of  the  way,  and  Chris- 
topher stepped  over  the  threshold.  He 
saw  a  girl  rise  up  from  a  chair,  crumpling 
a  telegram  which  she  had  been  reading  by 
the  light  of  a  shaded  lamp. 

She  wore  a  riding  habit,  and  a  neat  hat  on 
sleek  hair  the  colour  of  ripening  wheat. 
She  was  charmingly  pretty,  in  a  flowerlike 
way.  Her  great  eyes,  which  now  appeared 
black,  would  be  blue  by  daylight,  and  her 
figure  was  perfect  in  the  well-cut  habit ;  but 
she  was  either  pale  and  anxious-looking,  or 
else  the  lamplight  gave  that  effect. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  exclaimed  Chris- 
topher. "  I've  come  from  London  to  see  a 
Mr.  Sidney  Chester,  and  was  told  I  should 
find  him  here,  but " 

"  I'm  Sidney  Chester,"  said  the  girl.  "  It 
was  I  who  telegraphed  for  you  to  come 
and  help  us." 

Christopher  was  surprised,  but  he  kept 
his  countenance,  and  pretended  to  take  this 
revelation  as  a  matter  of  course. 

and  A.  M.  Williamson. 
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"'I  THINK,   SIR,*   HE  ANSWERED,    'THAT  THE   PERSON   YOU   EXPECT   HAS 
ARRIVED.'" 


"Sidney  is  a  woman's  name  as  well  as  a 
man's,"  she  went  on,  "  and  there  was  no  use 
explaining  in  a  telegram.  Please  sit  down, 
and  ril — no,  I  can't  promise  to  make  you 
understand,  for  the  thing's  beyond  under- 
standing ;  but  I'll  tell  you  about  it.  First, 
though,  I'd  better  explain  why  I  sent  for  you. 
I  don't  mean  to  flatter  you,  but  if  there's 
any  chance  of  the  mystery  being  solved,  it 
can  only  be  done  by  a  man  of  your  sort 
— clever  and  quick  of  resource,  as  well  as  an 
accomplished  motorist.  That's  my  reason  ; 
now  for  my  story.  But  perhaps  you've 
heard  of  Wood  House  and  the  strange  hap- 
penings there  ?  We've  tried  to  keep  the  talk 
out  of  the  papers,  but  it  was  impossible ;  and 
there've  been  paragraphs  in  most  of  them  for 
the  last  fortnight." 

**rve  been  touring  for  a  fortnight,"  replied 
Christopher,  "and  hav'n't  paid  much  attention 
to  the  papers." 

"I'm  glad,"  answered  the  girl,  "because 
you'll  listen  to  what  I  have  to  tell  you 
with  an  unbiased  mind.  You  don't  even 
know  about  Wood  House  itself?  " 

Christopher  had  to  admit  ignorance,  though 
he    guessed    from  the   girl's  tone   that   the 


lust    be    famous,   apart   from   its 
us  reputation. 

a  beautiful  old  house,"  she  went 
harassed  expression  of  her  face 
[  into  tenderness.  "There  are 
and  accounts  of  it  in  books  about 
ity.  We've  got  the  loveliest  oak 
\  in  nearly  all  the  rooms,  and 
il  furniture.  Of  course,  we  love 
—my  mother  and  I,  the  only  ones 
mily  who  are  left — but  we're  dis- 
poor  ;  our  branch  of  the  Chesters 
n  growing  poorer  for  generations, 
to  see  everything  going  to  pieces, 
le  was  no  money  for  repairs, 
ere  other  troubles,  too  —  oh,  I 
«rell  tell  you,  since  you  ought  to 
know  everything  concerning  us 
if  you're  to  do  any  good.  I  was 
silly  enough  to  fall  in  love  with 
a  man  who  ought  to  marry  an 
heiress,  for  he's  poor,  too,  and 
has  a  title,  which  makes  poverty 
harder  and  more  grinding.  He's 
let  his  house — a  show  place — ^and 
because  he  won't  give  me  up  and 
look  for  a  rich  girl  (he  wouldn't 
have  to  look  far  or  long),  he's 
trying  to  get  a  fortune  out  of  a 
ranch  in  Colorado.  That  made 
me  feel  as  if  I  must  do  some- 
thing, and  we  couldn't  let 
Wood  House,  because  there's  a  clause  in 
father's  will  against  our  doing  so.  We're 
obliged  to  live  there,  or  forfeit  it  to  the 
person  who  would  have  inherited  it  if  the 
place  had  been  entailed  and  had  had  to  go 
to  a  male  heir. 

"  But  no  such  thought  came  to  poor  father 
as  that  mother  and  I  would  dream  of 
making  the  house  into  an  hotel,  so  it  didn't 
occur  to  him  to  provide  against  such  a 
contingency.  It  was  I  who  had  the  idea — 
because  I  was  desperate  for  money  ;  and  I 
heard  how  p)eople  hke  old  houses  in  these 
days — Americans  and  others  who  aren't  used 
to  things  that  are  antique.  At  last  I  sum- 
moned up  courage  to  propose  to  mother  that 
we  should  advertise  to  entertain  motorists 
and  other  travellers. 

"  Every  penny  we  could  spare,  and  a  lot  we 
couldn't,  we  spent  on  advertising,  when  she'd 
consented,  and  two  months  ago  we  opened 
the  house  as  an  hotel.  Our  old  servants  were 
good  about  helping,  and  we  got  in  several 
new  ones.  We  began  to  make  the  most 
astonishing  success,  and  I  was  delighted.  I 
thought  if  all  went  on  well  I  need  have 
nothing  to  do  with  managing  the  place  after 
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this  year.  I  might  marry  if  I  liked,  and 
there  would  be  the  income  rolling  in ;  so 
you  see,  after  these  dreams,  what  it  is  to  find 
ruin  staring  us  in  the  face.  That  sounds 
melodramatic,  but  it's  the  truth." 

"The  truth  often  is  melodramatic,''  said 
Christopher.  "I've  discovered  that  lately. 
Things  happen  in  real  life  that  would  be 
sneered  at  by  the  critics  as  preposterous." 

"This  thing  that  is  happening  to  us  is 
preposterous,"  said  Miss  Chester.  "  People 
come  to  our  house,  perhaps  for  dinner 
or  lunch,  or  perhaps  for  several  days.  But 
which  ever  it  may  be,  during  one  of  the 
meals — always  the  last  if  they're  having  more 
than  one — every  piece  of  jewellery  they  may 
be  wearing,  and  all  the  money  in  their 
pockets  and  purses — except  small  silver  and 
copper — disappear  mysteriously." 

"Perhaps  not  mysteriously,"  suggested 
Christopher.  "You  mentioned  having  en- 
gaged new  servants.  One  of  them  may  be 
an  expert  thief." 

"  Of  course,  that  was  our  first  idea,"  said 
the  girl.  "But  it  would  be  impossible  for 
the  most  expert  thief,  even  a  conjurer,  to 
pull  ladies'  rings  from  their  fingers,  unfasten 
clasps  of  pearl  dog-collars,  take  off  brooches 
and  bracelets  or  belts  with  gold  buckles,  and 
remove  studs  from  shirt-fronts  or  sleeve-links 
from  cuffs,  without  the  knowledge  of  the 
persons  wearing  the  things." 

"Yes,  that  would  be  impossible,"  Chris- 
topher admitted. 

"  Well,  that  is  what  happens  at  Wood 
House  every  day,  and  has  been  happening 
for  the  last  fortnight  People  sit  at  the  table, 
and  apparently  everything  goes  on  in  the 
most  orderly  way;  yet  at  the  end  of  the 
meal  their  valuables  are  gone." 

"  It  sounds  like  a  fairy  story,"  said  Chris- 
topher. 

"Or  a  ghost  story,"  amended  Sidney 
Chester. 

Christopher  did  not  smile,  for  the  girl's 
childish  face  looked  so  distressed  that  to 
make  light  of  what  was  tragedy  to  her  would 
have  been  cruel.  The  ghost  theory,  how- 
ever, he  was  not  ready  to  entertain. 

"  I  think  the  explanation  will  turn  out  to 
be  more  prosaic,"  he  said.  "It  would  be 
difficult  for  ghosts  to  make  jewellery  and 
money  invisible  as  well  as  themselves." 

"Yes,"  replied  Miss  Chester,  seriously. 

"  So  we  must  turn  our  attention  elsewhere." 

"Ah,  but  where?" 

"  I  suppose  that's  what  you  want  me  to 
find  out  ?  " 

"  Exactly.     And  I  wouldn't  let  you  come 


to  Wood  House  until  I'd  told  you  the  story. 
Whatever  It  is  that  works  the  mischief  there 
mustn't  know  that  you  are  different  from  any 
other  tourist.  You're  prepared  now.  I  want 
you  to  watch,  to  set  your  wits  to  work  to  find 
out  the  mystery.  Of  course,  you  must  leave 
your  valuables  in  care  of  the  landlord  here. 
You'll  motor  over  this  evening,  won't  you, 
and  say  you  wish  to  have  a  room  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  Christopher.  "And 
I'll  do  my  best  to  help." 

"  Thanks  for  taking  an  interest  Then  I'll 
go  now.  I  shall  just  be  able  to  ride  home 
in  time  for  dinner." 

"  But  there  are  questions  still  which  I'd 
better  ask  you,"  said  Christopher;  "as  we're 
not  to  have  any  private  communication  at 
Wood  House.  How  many  indoor  servants 
have  you  ?  " 

"Three  housemaids,  one  dear  old  thing 
who  has  been  with  us  for  years,  and  two 
young  girls  lately  got  in — one  from  London, 
one  from  our  own  neighbourhood ;  a  butler 
we've  had  since  I  can  remember,  two  new 
footmen  from  London,  and  an  old  cook- 
housekeeper,  who  has  had  two  assistants 
since  we  opened  as  an  hotel.  That's  all, 
except  a  stray  creature  or  two  about  the 
kitchen.  I  must  tell  you,  too,  that  with  the 
new  servants  we  had  the  best  of  references. 
They've  been  with  us  for  two  months  now, 
and  the  mystery  only  began,  as  I  said,  a  fort- 
night ago.  The  first  thing  that  happened  was 
when  a  rich  American  family,  doing  a  motor 
tour  round  England,  came  to  stop  for  a 
night,  and  were  so  delighted  with  the  place 
that  they  made  up  their  minds  to  stay  from 
Saturday  to  Monday.  On  Sunday  night  at 
dinner  the  two  girls  and  their  mother  lost 
jewellery  worth  thousands,  and  Mr.  Van 
Rensalaer,  the  father,  was  robbed  of  five 
hundred  pounds  in  notes — all  he  had  with 
him  except  his  letter  of  credit,  which  wasn't 
taken.  You  can  imagine  how  they  felt — 
and  how  we  felt.  Of  course,  we  sent  for  a 
detective,  but  he  could  discover  nothing. 
He  said  it  was  the  queerest  affair  he  ever 
heard  of.  Not  a  jewel,  not  a  penny  has  ever 
been  recovered ;  and  at  least  twenty  people 
who  have  come  to  us  since  have  suffered  in 
the  same  way." 

"  Still,  they  come.  You  haven't  lost  your 
clients  ?  "  said  Christopher. 

"  Not  yet ;  for  though  most  of  those  who 
arrive  have  read  about  the  mystery  in  the 
papers  (if  they  haven't,  we  feel  obliged  to  warn 
them)  they  don't  believe  the  stories.  They 
think  the  thing  must  have  been  planned  to 
work  up  a  sensation,  and  they're  so  certain 
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nothing  of  the  sort  can  happen  to  them  that 
they  won't  take  the  precaution  of  leaving  their 
jewellery  and  money  somewhere  else  before 
coming  into  the  house.  Then  they  lose 
everything,  and  are  aghast.  But  it's  too  late 
for  regrets.  Nothing  that  has  disappeared 
at  Wood  House  has  ever  been  traced." 

"  Have  you  lost  no  valuables  yourselves  ?  " 
asked  Christopher — "you  and  your  mother?" 

"  No,  we  have  none  to  lose,  in  the  way  of 
jewellery,"  answered  the  girl.  "  As  for  the 
money  that  comes  in,  we  bank  everything 
immediately,  and  pay  for  all  we  buy  with 
cheques.     The  servants  haven't  been  robbed. 


from  newspap)ers  wanting  to  interview  us  and 
take  photographs  of  the  rooms  where  the 
things  disappeared.  It's  a  wonder  you've 
never  read  about  us  and  our  troubles." 

Christopher  replied  that  it  did  seem  odd, 
but  that  he  found  little  time  when  touring 
to  do  more  than  glance  at  the  summary  of 
news  in  the  papers.  He  did  not  add 
that  he  had  been  too  much  interested  in 
the  affairs  of  his  last  clients  to  think  about 
outside  matters  ;  but  went  on  to  inquire 
whether  he  had  understood  aright — that  the 
vanishing  of  jewels  and  money  had  invariably 
taken  place  in   certain   rooms. 

"Always  at 
meals,  and,  there- 
fore, it  could  hap- 
pen only  in  three 
rooms,"  said 
Sidney  Chester; 
"  the  big  dining- 
hall  and  two 
small  rooms 
which  we've  set 
apart  as  private 
sitting-rooms. 
Sometimes  those 
who  stay  with  us 
like  to  eat  there, 
if  they  come  in 
parties  of  three 
or  four  ;  but  the 
dining-hall  is  the 
most  beautiful 
room  in  the 
house,  and  people 
admire  it  so 
much   that   they 

"  *  HAVR  YOU  LOST  NO  VALUABLES  YOURSELVBS  ?  '   ASKKO  CHRISTOPHKR— *  YOU  AND  YOUR  MOTHER?"'  OftCtt    pfefcr    it    tO 


and  none  of  our  old  silver  has  been  taken. 
But  our  cousins,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Morley 
Chester,  who  have  come  to  stay  with  us  and 
manage  the  house — mother  and  I  are  too 
unbusinesslike  to  do  that  ourselves — have 
lost  their  jewellery,  and  a  little  money. 
Luckily  they  hadn't  many  valuables  with 
them,  but  there  were  a  few  heirlooms.  We 
felt  dreadfully  about  their  loss,  for  they're  no 
richer  than  we  are;  but  they're  dears — young, 
and  gay,  and  kind-hearted — and  they  pretend 
not  to  mind.  I  don't  know  what  we  should 
have  done  without  them.  The  servants,  too ; 
not  one  has  left  us,  though  with  such  a  cloud 
of  mystery  hanging  over  the  place  we  couldn't 
have  blamed  them  if  they'd  walked  out  in  a 
body,  even  those  who've  been  with  us  for 
years.  Oh,  it's  been  so  horrid  in  the  house 
for    this   dreadful    fortnight  1     Men  coming 


any  other  place." 
"  Extraordinary  !  "  exclaimed  Christopher. 
"  You  mean  to  tell  me  that  sometimes  you 
have  a  number  of  persons,  many  of  them 
strangers  to  each  other,  lunching  or  dining  at 
the  same  time,  and  that  all  are  robbed  with- 
out suspecting  anything  is  wrong  at  the  time  ?  " 
"  Stranger  ^till,  there  are  some  who  have 
no  valuables  and  are  not  touched  by  the 
mysterious  influence,  whatever  it  may  be, 
yet  they  don't  know  what  is  happening  to 
the  others." 

"  Nobody  is  robbed  in  the  night  ?  " 
"  No.     Nothing  has  been  missed  from  the 
bedrooms." 

"  Do  most  of  your  clients  stop  for  a  long 
time?" 

"  Most  of  them  only  for  a  day  or  two,  in 
passing  through  the  New  Forest.  I  don't 
suppose  that   any  of  those  who   have   had 
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things  stolen  will  come  back,  though  they're 
enchanted  with  the  house  at  first,  before  the 
Thing  happens.  Just  now  we're  getting 
crowds  who  come  to  try  and  ferret  out  the 
mystery,  or  because  they've  made  bets  that 
they  won't  lose  anything.  But  soon  the  sort 
of  people  we  want  will  stop  away,  and  we 
shall  get  only  vulgar  curiosity  -  mongers ; 
then,  when  we  cease  to  be  a  nine  days* 
wonder,  there'll  be  nobody,  and  we  shall 
have  to  give  up.  I'hat's  what  I  look  forward 
to,  and  it  will  break  my  heart." 

"Something  will  have  to  be  done,"  said 
Christopher — puzzled,  but  anxious  to  be  en- 
couraging. "Have  you  no  guest  who  has 
been  with  you  several  weeks  ?  " 

"  One,"  the  girl  returned,  half  reluctantly, 
as  if  she  guessed  his  reason  for  putting  this 
question.     "  It's — a  man." 

"  A  young  man  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  young  man." 

"  How  long  has  he  been  in  the  house  ?  " 

"  Several  weeks.  He's  painting  a  picture, 
using  the  King's  room,  as  we  call  it,  for  a 
background — the  room  Charles  H.  had  when 
an  ancestor  of  ours  was  hiding  him,  and 
would  dart  down  into  a  secret  place  under- 
neath whenever  a  dangerous  visitor  arrived." 

"Oh,  an  artist?" 

"  Not  a  professional.     He " 

"Can't  you  remember  how  long  he  lias 
been  with  you  ?  " 

"  Between  three  weeks  and  a  fortnight." 
The  girl  blushed,  her  white  face  lovely  in  its 
sudden  flush  of  colour.  "  1  see  what's  in 
your  mind.  But  there's  nothing  in  that,  1 
assure  you.  The  merest  coincidence.  You 
don't  look  as  if  you  were  ready  to  believe 
me,  but  you  will  when  I  tell  you  that  it's 
Sir  Walter  Raven,  the  man  I'm  engaged  to 
marry.  When  1  wrote  him  about  our  scheme 
he  didn't  like  the  idea,  but  soon  I  let  him 
know  what  a  success  it  was  proving.  I  even 
hinted  that  I  might  think  over  the  resolution 
I'd  made  not  to  marry  him  for  years,  because, 
after  all,  I  mightn't  have  to  be  a  burden. 
He  was  so  excited  over  the  letter  that  he  left 
his  ranch  in  charge  of  his  partner  and  came 
over  at  once.  It  was  a  great  surprise  to  see 
him,  but — it  was  a  very  agreeable  one.  He's 
been  my  one  comfort— except,  of  course,  our 
dear  cousins — since  the  evil  days  began." 

"  He  hasn't  been  able  to  throw  any  light 
on  the  problem  ?  " 

"  No,  though  he's  tried  in  every  way." 

"  Does  he  know  you've  sent  for  me  ?  " 

"I  haven't  told  him,  because  it  would 
seem  as  if  I  couldn't  trust  him  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  the   mystery.     You   see,   though 


he's  tremendously  clever,  he  isn't  that  sort  of 
man.  He's  been  in  the  Army,  and  used  to 
drift  along,  amusing  himself  as  he  could,  until 
he  met  me,  and  decided  to  go  to  work.  He's 
different  from  you." 

"Not  so  different  as  she  thinks,"  Chris- 
topher said  to  himself;  only  he  had  been 
driven  from  amusement  to  work  by  a  reason 
less  romantic,  and,  unlike  Sir  Walter  Rayen, 
had  not  met  the  right  woman  yet,  but  he 
expected  to  find  her  some  day. 

"  When  you've  got  hold  of  a  clue,  as  I 
feel  you  will,"  Sidney  Chester  went  on,"  then 
I'll  tell  Sir  Walter,  and  he'll  be  delighted. 
Till  then,  though,  you  shall  be  for  him,  as 
for  everybody  else  except  myself,  a  guest  in 
the  house,  like  other  guests.  Luckily,  we 
can  give  you  a  place  to  keep  that  famous 
car  of  yours.  We've-  had  part  of  the  stables 
made  into  a  garage.  Now,  have  you  asked 
me  everything  ?  " 

"  Not  yet,"  answered  Christopher,  selfishly 
less  sorry  to  detain  her  than  he  would  have 
been  had  she  been  middle-aged  and  plain. 
"I  want  to  know  what  servants  are  in  the 
rooms  where  these  robberies  occur  ?  " 

"  The  butler,  Nelson,  in  the  dining-hall,  or 
one  of  the  footmen  if  the  meal  is  being 
served  in  a  private  sitting-room." 

"  Only  those,  except  the  guests  ?  " 

"  Since  the  mystery  began  I've  sometimes 
been  there  to  watch  and  superintend,  and 
one  of  my  cousins,  either  Morley  or  his  wife. 
And  in  the  dining-hall  Sir  Walter  Raven  is 
kind  enough  to  keep  an  eye  on  what  goes 
on,  while  appearing  to  be  engaged  with  his 
luncheon  or  dinner." 

"Yet  the  robberies  take  place  just  the 
same  under  your  very  eyes  ?  " 

"  Yes.  That  is  the  mysterious  part  The 
whole  thing  is  like  a  dream.  But  you  will 
see  for  yourself.  Only,  as  I  said,  take  care 
not  to  have  anything  about  you  which  They 
— whoever,  whatever  They  are — can  steal." 

"I  don't  think  I  shall  trouble  to  put 
away  my  valuables,"  said  Christopher.  "  It 
wouldn't  break  me  if  I  lost  them,  and  I  can't 
feel  that  such  a  thing  will  happen  to  me." 

"  Ah,  others  have  felt  that,  and  regretted 
their  confidence." 

"  I  sha'n't  regret  mine,"  laughed  the  young 
man.      "  And  1  never  carry  much  money." 

"  Remember,  I've  warned  you  !  "  cried  the 
girl. 

"  My  blood  be  on  my  own  head,"  he 
smiled,  in  return,  and  at  last  announced  that 
the  catechism  was  finished.  She  gave  him 
her  hand,  and  he  shook  it  reassuringly ; 
then,  it    being  understood  that,  as  it   was 
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late,  he  would  dine  at  the  inn  and  arrive 
at  Wood  House  after  nine,  she  left  him. 
Five  minutes  later,  standing  at  the  window, 
he  saw  her  ride  off  on  a  fine  hunter. 

As  he  ate  chops  and  drank  a  glass  of  ale 


"standing  at  the  window,  hb  saw  her  ride  opp  on  a  fine  hunter.' 

Christopher  considered  what  he  had  heard 
of  the  mystery,  and  did  not  know  what  to 
think  of  it. 

He  could  not  believe  that  things  happened 
as  Miss  Chester  described.  He  thought 
that  a  sensitive  imagination,  rendered  more 
vivid  by  singular  events,  must  have  led  her 
into  exaggeration.  However,  he  was  keenly 
interested,  and  the  fact  that  Sir  Walter  Raven 
had  been  in  the  house  since  the  strange 
happenings  began  added  to  the  piquancy 
of  the  situation.  He  admired  the  girl  so 
much  that  he  would  regret  disillusionment 
for  her ;  yet  her  fiancees  presence  for  pre- 
cisely that  length  of  time  was  an  odd 
coincidence.  He  might  be  anxious  to  force 
her  to  abandon  the  scheme  which  he 
appeared  to  approve,  and — he  might  have 
hit  upon  a  peculiar  way  of  doing  it.  How 
he  could  have  gone  about  accomplishing 
such  an  object  in  such  a  manner  Christopher 
could  not  see ;  yet  his  attention  focused 
on  Sir  Walter  Raven  as  a  central  figure 
in  the  mystery. 

The  road  from  the  Sandboy  and  Owl, 
through  Ringhurst  and  on  to  Wood  House, 
was  beautiful.  Christopher  had  passed  over 
it  before,  and,  coming  to  the  gateway  and 


lodge  of  the  place  he  sought,  he  remembered 
having  remarked  both,  though  he  had  not 
then  known  the  name  of  the  estate. 

He  steered  Scariet  Runner  between  tall 
stone  gate-posts  topped  with  stone  lions 
supporting  shields, 
acknowledgeda  salu- 
tation from  an  elderly 
man  at  the  door  of 
the  old  black  and 
white  lodge,  and 
drove  up  a  winding 
avenue  under 
beeches  and  oaks. 

Suddenly,  round- 
ing a  turn,  he  came 
in  sight  of  the  house, 
standing  in  the  midst 
of  a  lawn  cleared  of 
trees,  in  a  forest-like 
park. 

It  was  a  long,  low 
building  of  irregular 
shape,  the  many  win- 
dows  with  tiny 
1  o  z  enge-pan  es 
brightly- lit  behind 
their  curtains.  In  the 
moonlight  the  pro- 
jecting upper  storeys 
with  gabled  roofs 
and  ivy-draped  chimneys,  the  walls  chequered 
in  black  and  white,  with  wondrous  diapering 
of  trefoils,  quatrefoils,  and  chevrons,  were 
clearly  defined  against  a  wooded  background. 
The  house  could  have  few  peers  in  picturesque- 
ness  if  one  searched  all  England.  Christopher 
was  not  surprised  that  the  plan  of  turning  it 
into  an  hotel  had  attracted  many  motorists 
and  other  tourists. 

He  was  received  by  a  mild,  old,  white- 
haired  butler,  and  a  footman  in  neat  livery 
was  sent  to  show  him  the  way  to  the  garage. 
Scarlet  Runner  disposed  of  for  the  night,  he 
returned  to  the  house  and  entered  a  square 
hall,  where  a  fire  of  logs  in  a  huge  fireplace 
sent  red  lights  flickering  over  the  carved 
ceiling,  the  fine  antique  cabinets  stored 
with  rare  china,  the  gate-legged  tables,  and 
high-backed  chairs. 

His  name  was  announced  as  if  he  had 
been  an  invited  guest  arriving  at  a  country 
house,  and  from  a  group  near  the  fireplace 
came  forward  to  welcome  him  a  young  man 
with  a  delightful  face.  Glancing  past  him 
for  an  instant,  as  he  advanced,  Christopher 
saw  Sidney  Chester  in  evening  dress  ;  a 
dainty  old  lady  whom  he  took  to  be  her 
mother  ;  a  rather  timid-looking  little  woman, 
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whose  pretty  features  seemed  almost  plain  in 
contrast  with  Miss  Chester's;  a  handsome, 
darkly  sunburnt  young  man,  with  a  soldierly, 
somewhat  arrogant  air ;  also  seven  or  eight 
strangers,  divided  into  different  parties  scat- 
tered about  the  hall. 

"  How  do  you  do  ?  Is  it  possible  we're 
to  have  the  pleasure  of  entertaining  the 
famous  Mr.  Race  ?  "  said  the  young  man 
who  came  to  greet  Christopher.  "  My  name 
is  Morley  Chester,  and  I  play  host  for  my 
cousins,  Mrs.  Chester  and  her  daughter." 

Christopher  disclaimed  the  adjective 
bestowed  upon  hiin,  but  admitted  that  he 
was  the  person  who  had  had  a  certain 
adventure  in  Dalvania,  and  one  or  two 
others  that  had  somehow  got  into  the  papers. 
Then  Mr.  Chester  introduced  him  to  the  two 
cousins,  mother  and  daughter  (he  meeting 
the  girl  as  if  for  the  first  time),  to  the  pretty, 
quiet  young  woman  who  was,  it  appeared, 
Mrs.  Morley  Chester,  and  added  an  informal 
word  or  two  which  made  Sir  Walter  Raven  and 
Mr.  Christopher  Race  known  to  each  other. 

Sidney  Chester's  ^a/z^^  was,  after  all,  very 
pleasant  and  frank  in  manner,  his  haughty  air 
being  the  effect,  perhaps,  of  a  kind  of  proud 
reserve.  Christopher  could  not  help  feeling 
slightly  drawn  to  the  young  man,  as  he 
usually  was  to  handsome  people ;  but  there 
was  no  doubt  in  his  mind  that  Mr.  Morley 
Chester  was  an  agreeable  person.  He  was 
not  fine-looking,  but  his  way  of  speaking  was 
so  individual  and  engaging  that  Christopher 
did  not  wonder  at  Miss  Chester  for  referring 
to  him  as  her  dear  cousin. 

Assuredly  he  was  the  right  man  for  this 
trying  position.  His  tact  and  graciousness 
must  put  the  shyest  stranger  at  ease,  and  he 
struck  the  happy  mean  between  the  pro- 
fessional and  amateur  host,  necessary  in  a 
country  house  where  paying  guests  were  taken. 

He  went  with  Christopher  to  show  two 
or  three  rooms  which  were  free,  and  the 
new  arrival  having  selected  one,  and  settled 
about  the  price,  Morley  Chester  said,  half 
laughingly,  half  ruefully,  "  I  suppose  you've 
heard  about  our  mystery  ?  " 

Christopher  confessed  that  rumours  had 
reached  him. 

"  We  think  it  right  to  warn  everyone  who 
comes,"  said  his  host.  "  Not  that  our  warn- 
ings have  much  effect.  People  think  nothing 
will  happen  to  them — that  they  won't  be 
caught  napping ;  or  it  amuses  them  to  lose 
their  things,  as  one  gives  up  one's  watch  or 
rings  to  a  conjurer  to  see  what  he  will  do. 
At  worst,  though,  you're  safe  for  some  time. 

"The   ghostly   thief — as   we've   begun   to 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 33. 


believe  him — lets  our  visitors  alone  until  just 
before  they're  leavmg.  He  always  seems  to 
know  their  intentions.  It's  a  new  way  of 
'speeding  the  parting  guest.'  But,  if  I  make 
light  of  our  troubles,  we  feel  them  seriously 
enough  in  reality." 

Christopher  was  offered  supper,  but  refused, 
as  he  had  lately  dined;  and  he  did  not 
go  downstairs  again  until  after  the  ladies  had 
gone  to  bed.  Then  he  joined  the  men  in 
the  smoking-room,  and  observed  with  veiled 
interest  not  only  the  guests,  but  the  servants 
who  brought  in  whisky  and  soda.  There 
was  not  a  face  of  which  he  could  say  to  him- 
self that  the  expression  was  sly  or  repellent. 

Before  Mr.  Chester  and  Sir  Walter  Raven 
no  one  mentioned  the  trouble  in  the  house  ; 
but  next  morning,  sitting  in  the  hall  which 
was  the  favourite  gathering-place,  he  caught 
scraps  of  gossip.  No  one  present  had  yet 
been  robbed,  but  everyone  had  heard  some- 
thing queer  from  others  who  had  left  the 
place,  and  as  a  rich  brewer,  lately  knighted, 
intended  to  go  away  in  his  motor  after 
luncheon  that  day,  he  was  being  chaffed  by 
his  acquaintances. 

"  I  suppose  you'll  give  your  watch  and 
money  to  your  chauffeur  before  you  sit  down 
for  the  last  meal  ?  "  laughed  an  American  girl 
who  had  arrived  some  days  before  in  her 
motor-car. 

"  No,  I  sha'n't,"  replied  Sir  Henry  Smith- 
son,  valiantly.  "I  don't  believe  in  this 
nonsense.  I'll  show  you  what  I  have  got 
on  me,  and  as  I  am  now  so  shall  I  be  when 
I  go  into  the  dining-hall." 

With  this  he  displayed  a  gorgeous  repeater, 
with  his  monogram  and  crest  in  brilliants ; 
indicated  a  black  pearl  scarf-pin,  turned  a 
sapphire  and  diamond  ring  set  in  aluminium 
on  a  fat  finger,  and  jingleu  a  store  of  coins  m 
his  pocket,  which  he  announced  to  be  gold, 
amounting  to  fifty  pounds.  "  I've  a  few  notes, 
too,"  said  he,  "  and  I  expect  to  have  them 
just  the  same  when  I  finish  my  lunch  as 
when  I  go  in." 

"  Well,  we  shall  all  lunch  at  the  same  time, 
and  watch,"  remarked  the  American  girl. 

The  paying  guests  at  Wood  House  either 
breakfasted  in  their  own  rooms  or  in  a  cheerful 
morning  room,  more  modern  than  most  parts 
of  the  quaint  old  house ;  therefore,  Christopher 
Race  had  not  seen  the  dining-hall  of  which 
Miss  Chester  had  spoken.  He  did  not  join 
in  the  conversation  with  the  brewer;  never- 
theless, when  he  saw  that  gentleman  swagger- 
ing to  luncheon,  he  followed  at  a  distance, 
everybody  else  moving  in  the  same  direction 
at  the  s^me  time. 
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"  *  WB     SHALL     ALL     LUNCH     AT    THE    SAME     TIME,     AND     WATCH,'     REMARKED     THE    GIKL." 


It  was,  indeed,  a  beautiful  room,  this 
dining-hall  which  Sidney  Chester  had  praised. 
It  was  wainscoted  to  the  ceiling  in  old  oak 
carved  in  the  exquisite  linen  fold  pattern,  and 
though  it  was  worm-eaten  and  showed  signs 
of  excessive  age,  Christopher,  who  called 
himself  a  judge  of  antiquities,  thought  the 
panelling  would  be  almost  worth  its  weight 
in  gold. 

The  tables  for  guests  were  arranged  some- 
what oddly,  probably,  Christopher  supposed, 
with  a  view  to  showing  off  the  room  and  its 
furniture  to  advantage.  The  tables  were 
small,  of  a  size  to  accommodate  parties  of 
from  two  to  eight  persons,  and  ranged  along 
two  sides  of  the  dining-hall,  placed  against 
one  of  the  walls.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
stood  a  huge  old  refectory  table,  with  carved 
sides  and  legs,  and  leaves  to  draw  out,  a 
splendid  specimen  of  the  Tudor  period  ;  but 
no  plates  were  laid  upon  this.  It  was  used 
as  a  serving  table ;  and  against  the  wall  on 
the  right  of  the  door,  as  one  entered  from 
the  great  hall,  was  a  magnificent  oak  side- 
board, loaded  with  handsome  pieces  of 
ancient  silver. 

Christopher  had  a  table  to  himself  at  the 
end  of  the  long  room,  and  Sir  Henry  Smith- 
son  sat  at  a  larger  one  not  far  away.  He 
had  invited  the  American  girl,  her  chaperon, 
and  Sir  Walter  Raven  to  share  with  him  his 
farewell  meal,  and  much  champagne  flowed. 
There  was  a  good  deal  of  talk  and  laughter 
at  that  and  other  tables,  but  the  luncheon  was 


drawing    to    an     end. 


served  by  the  butler 
and  two  footmen 
in  ceremonious 
style,  Mr.  Morley 
Chester  unostenta- 
tiously superintend- 
ing behind  a  screen 
which  hid  the  door 
used  by  the  ser- 
vants. Not  one  of 
the  three  ladies  of 
the  Chester  family 
was  in  the  room. 

All  went  on  in 
the  most  orderly 
manner,  and  the 
food  was  good,  as 
well  as  nicely 
served,  though  it 
struck  Christopher 
that  it  was  rather 
long  between 
courses.  He  ate 
with  good  appetite 
until  the  meal  was 
when  he  began  to 
realize  that  he  was  tired,  and  would  be 
glad  to  get  into  the  garden  and  smoke  a 
cigarette.  He  liked  the  smell  of  the  old 
oak  which  came  to  him  from  the  panelled 
wall,  yet  he  thought  that  the  fresh  air 
would  be  pleasant. 

Suddenly,  as  Christopher  was  beginning 
upon  biscuits  and  cheese.  Sir  Henry  Smithson 
sprang  up  in  his  chair,  exclaiming,  **  By  Jove  !" 
Then  came  a  clatter  of  voices  at  his  table, 
both  ladies  there  crying  out  in  consternation. 
"  What  has  happened  ?  "  asked  Morley 
Chester,  coming  out  from  behind  the  screen, 
while  Sir  Walter  Raven  sat  looking  pale  and 
concerned,  and  the  mild  faced  butler  saved 
himself  from  dropping  a  bottle  of  port. 

"  Everything  has  gone  !  "  ejaculated  Miss 
Reese,    the    American.     "  His    watch    and 

chain — his  ring — his  scarf-pin — and " 

"  And    my   money,"   finished    Sir    Henry 
Smithson. 

"  Tm   dreadfully   sorry,"   stammered    Mr. 
Chester.     "  I  begged  you  to  be  careful." 

"  Oh,  Tve  got  myself  to  blame,  I  suppose," 
broke  in  the  brewer.  He  gave  a  rough  laugh, 
but  it  did  not  sound  genuine.  "  Who  on 
earth  would  have  thought  such  things  could 
be  ?  Well,  seeing's  believing.  This  is  the 
queerest  house  I  was  ever  in.  It's  bewitched." 
"  So  we  are  beginning  to  think,"  said 
Chester,   deeply  mortified.     **I   can't  begin 

to  express  my  regret " 

"My  own  fault,"  said   Sir   Henry.     "Ill 
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say  no  more  about  it— for  the  present.  But  I 
wouldn't  be  sorry  to  see  that  repeater  of  mine 
again.  If  you  don't  mind  Til  send  a  detective 
down  on  this  business." 

Chester  assured  him  that  he  would  like 
nothing  better,  and  that  he  only  hoped  the 
detective  might  be  more  successful  than 
others  they  had  already  had  at  their  own 
expense.  People  left  their  tables  and 
crowded  round  Sir  Henry,  who  was,  indeed, 
shorn  of  the  jewellery  he  had  displayed  before 
luncheon.  No  one  seemed  to  doubt  his  word 
that  it  had  disappeared  during  the  meal  with- 
out his  knowledge,  but  Christopher  made  a 


SIR    HBNRY  SMITHSON   SPRANG   UP   IN   HIS  CHAIR,   EXCLAIMING,    'BY  JOVE  ! 


mental  note  to  write  up  to  town  for  informa- 
tion concerning  the  brewer's  character.  He 
was  a  responsible  man  by  reputation,  but  he 
might  have  eccentricities.  He  might  wish  to 
draw  attention  to  himself  by  pretending  to 
be  a  victim  of  the  mystery. 

Presently,  after  the  dining-hall  had  been 
searched  in  vain  for  trace  of  the  lost  treasures, 
Sir  Henry  Smithson  went  off  in  his  motor, 
a  sadder  and  a  wiser  man. 

After  this,  whenever  any  guest  was  about 
to  leave  the  house,  history  repeated  itself, 
except  in  one  or  two  instances  where  pre- 
caution had  been  considered  the  better  part 
of  valour,  and  no  jewellery  or  money  brought 
into  the  dining-hall  for  the  last  meal. 

Meanwhile  Christopher  had  had  a  look 
into  the  two  private  sitting-rooms,  which 
were  separated  from  the  dining-hall  only  by 
one  long,  narrow  room  used  of  late  as  a  kind 
of  office.  He  even  ordered  dinner  in  one  of 
them,  but  nothing  happened  during  the  meal. 

"  I  believe  people  do  it  themselves  when 


nobody  is  looking,"  Christopher  thought  that 
night,  meditating  in  his  own  room.  **  Can  it 
be  that  there  is  some  supernatural  influence 
in  this  old  house  Mrhich  puts  people  into  an 
hysterical  state,  hypnotizes  them,  so  to  speak, 
and  makes  them  do  abnormal  things  ?  " 

Certain  it  was  that  he  had  grown  nervous 
and,  as  he  expressed  it,  "jumpy."  He  suffered 
from  headache,  an  ailment  he  had  scarcely 
known  before  ;  slept  fitfully,  starting  awake, 
often  with  the  fancy  that  he  heard  a  sound 
in  his  bedroom.  When  he  dreamed,  it  was 
always  of  old  oak  and  the  smell  of  oak.  He 
felt  dull  and  disinclined  to  think  for  long  on 

any    subject.      In 
the  mornings  when 
he    got   up   there 
were   lines    under 
his   eyes,  and   he 
had  little  appetite. 
Either  he  imagined 
it,  or  the  Morley 
Chesters  and  their 
cousin  Sidney  also 
looked    ill.       Per- 
haps this  was  not 
surprising,  as  the 
mystery     in     the 
house  caused  them 
constant    anxiety, 
but     Sir     Walter 
Raven  was  losing 
his  sunburnt  tint, 
and  it  seemed  to 
Christopher   more 
or   less  the   same 
with  the  butler  and  footman,  and  all  the  guests 
who  remained  longer  than  three  or  four  days 
at  Wood  House.     He  was  the  last  man  to 
dwell  on  ghostly  fancies,  yet  after  he  remained 
for  a  week  at  the  place  without  being  able 
to  earn  a  p)enny  of  the  money  Miss  Chester 
had  offered,  he  was  half  ready  to  credit  the 
idea  that  the  house  was  haunted. 

"If  anybody  had  been  doing  conjuring 
tricks  I  should  have  had  the  wit  to  discover 
it  by  this  time,"  he  reflected.  But  if  there 
was  anything  material  to  discover,  profes- 
sionals were  no  more  successful  than  the 
amateur.  There  was  a  new  footman  in  the 
dining-room,  and  Morley  Chester  whispered 
to  Christopher  one  day  that  he  was  a  detective 
in  the  employ  of  Sir  Henry  Smithson. 

Race  had  almost  abandoned  his  suspicions 
of  Sir  Walter  Raven,  whom  he  liked  more 
and  more,  when,  on  his  eighth  night  at  Wood 
House,  a  sound  startled  him  from  a  dream 
of  linen  fold  patterned  panelling.  Usually, 
when  he  waked  thus,  it  was  to  find  all  silent, 
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and  he  would  turn  over  and  fall  asleep  once 
more,  telling  himself  that  the  noise  had  been 
part  of  his  dream.  But  this  time  it  continued. 
'J'here  was  a  queer  creaking  behind  the 
wainscot. 

Of  course,  it  might  be  rats.  Rats  could 
make  any  sort  of  sound  in  the  night  ;  and 
yet  he  did  not  think  that  rats  had  made  this 
sound.  It  was  too  like  a  foot  treading  on  a 
loose  board,  and  then  stepping  on  it  a  second 
time. 

Christopher  struck  a  match  and  looked  at 
his  watch.  It  was  two  o'clock.  He  deter- 
mined to  stop  awake  the  next  night  and  listen 
for  the  same  thing  again.  He  did  so  ;  and 
it  came,  at  almost  exactly  the  same  hour. 
That  day,  and  the  day  before,  a  mysterious 
disappearance  of  jewellery  had  taken  place. 

In    the    morning    Christopher   asked    the 
servant  who  brought  his    morning   tea  who 
occupied  the  adjoining  room.     "Sir  Walter 
Raven,"  was  the  answer.      Race  was  angry 
with  himself  for  not  having 
learned    earlier    who    his 
neighbour  was ;   but  dur- 
ing the  day,  as  he  passed, 
and  saw  the  door  of  the 
next  room  ajar,  he  glanced 
in.    It  seemed  to  him  that 
there  was  an  inexplicable 
distance  between  this  door 
and  his.    I'he  rooms  were 
supposed   to   adjoin  each 
other.     His  own  door  was 
near  the  dividing  wall,  and 
so  was  Sir  Walter's,  yet  there 
was  a  wide  space  between. 

Through  the  open  door 
of  Sir  Walter  Raven's 
room  he  could  see  a  low 
window,  with  a  cushioned 
seat  in  the  embrasure. 
In  his  room  there  was 
one  of  the  same  size  and 
shape.  To  prevent  mis- 
take he  propped  a  book 
against  the  lozenge-panes 
of  his  own  window,  and 
went  out  to  walk  round 
the  rambling  house  and 
reconnoitre. 

Yes,  there  was  the  book ;  and  there  was  Sir 
Walter's  window  farther  on  towards  the  left. 
But  there  was  something  between  which  did 
not  puzzle  Christopher  as  mucli  as  it  would 
had  he  not  noticed  the  distance  separating 
the  doors  of  the  two  adjoining  rooms. 
Half-way  between  the  two  low  windows 
was  a  tiny  one,  so  overgrown  with  ivy  that 


it  was  all  but  invisible,  even  to  an  observant 
eye. 

"Sir  Walter  Raven  must  have  a  cupboard  in 
his  wall,  lit  by  that  little  window,"  Christopher 
decided,  "  or  else  there's  a  secret  *  hidie  hole ' 
between  his  room  and  mine." 

As  Sir  Walter's  door  stood  open,  Chris- 
topher could  peer  into  the  room,  by  pausing 
as  he  passed  through  the  corridor,  and  dis- 
cover for  himself  whether  there  was  a  cup- 
board door  in  the  wall.  If  anyone  saw  him 
looking  in,  it  would  be  simple  to  explain  that 
he  had  absent-mindedly  mistaken  the  room 
for  his  own,  farther  on.  But  he  was  not 
seen  and  had  plenty  of  time,  lingering  on 
the  threshold,  to  make  certain  that  no 
cupboard  door  was  visible  in  the  oak  wainscot 
of  the  wall.  If  there  were  a  door  it  was  a 
secret  one. 

Christopher  was  sure  now  that  some  place 
of  concealment  existed  between  his  room  and 
Sir  Walter  Raven's,  and  he  was  sure,  too,  that 


HE   WRNT  OUT   TO   WALK    KOUNU  THE   RAMBLING   HOUSE   AND  KECONNOlTRk. 


someone  entered  there  at  night.  What  was 
that  someone's  errand,  and  had  it  any  con- 
nection with  the  mystery  ?  This  was  a  ques- 
tion which  Christopher  considered  it  his 
business  to  find  out  as  soon  as  possible. 

To  begin  with,  he  tapped  the  wainscoting 
in  his  own  room,  and  was  interested  to  dis- 
cover that  his  knock  gave  out  a  hollow  sound 
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He  believed  that  there  was  but  the  one  thick- 
ness of  oak  betweeq  him  and  the  secret, 
whatever  it  might  be,  which  lay  beyond. 

The  panelling  here  was  simple,  without 
any  ela^boration  of  carving.  The  wainscot, 
which  reached  from  floor  to  ceiling,  was 
divided  into  large  squares  framed  in  a  kind 
of  fluting.  Having  examined  each  of  these 
squares  on  the  wall  nearest  Sir  Walter  Raven's 
he  gave  up  the  hope  that  there  was  any  hidden 
door  or  sliding  panel. 

"  I  could  saw  out  a  square,  though,"  he 
thought,  "and  look  at  what's  on  the  other 
side ;  or  I  could  squeeze  through  if  it 
seemed  worth  while.  A  panel  behind  the 
curtain  of  my  bed  would  do;  and  I  could 
stick  it  in  again,  so  that  if  anybody  sus 
pected  there  was  something  up  they  would 
hardly  be  able  to  see  what  Td  been  doing." 

Apparently  no  one  ever  entered  the  hiding- 
place  except  in  the  night,  about  two  o'clock. 
The  noises  behind  the  wainscoting  continued 
for  a  few  minutes  only,  and  after  that  all  was 
silence. 

In  the  afternoon  Christopher  motored 
into  Ringhurst  to  buy  a  small  saw,  and  a 
bull's-eye  lantern  such  as  policemen  use.  On 
the  way  back  he  overtook  Sir  Walter  with 
Sidney,  and  they  accepted  his  offer  to  give 
them  a  lift  back  to  Wood  House.  "  Queer 
thing,  I'm  used  to  tramping  about  the  whole 
day,  and  don't  turn  a  hair  after  a  twenty-five- 
mile  walk;  but  lately  I  feel  done  up  after 
eight,"  said  the  young  man,  who  was  looking 
pale  and  heavy-eyed.  "  I  suppose  it  must  be 
that  the  climate's  relaxing." 

Christopher  was  pricked  with  a  guilty 
pang.  He  was  engaged  by  Miss  Chester 
to  act  as  a  detective,  and  yet  he  felt  ashamed 
of  suspecting  and  plotting  against  the  man  she 
loved.  He  liked  Raven,  too.  Altogether, 
keen  as  he  was  to  fathom  the  mystery,  he 
wished  that  he  had  never  come  to  Wood 
House. 

They  talked  about  the  robberies  as  Chris- 
topher drove  the  car  home,  Sidney  sitting 
beside  him.  Sir  Walter  leaning  forward 
in  the  tonneau.  "After  all,  it  will  end  in 
our  going  away  from  the  dear  old  place," 
sighed  Sidney,  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  The 
strain  is  wearing  mother  out ;  and,  you  know, 
if  neither  of  us  continues  living  in  the  house 
it  will  go,  as  I  told  you,  to  the  man  who 
would  have  been  the  heir  had  the  entail  not 
been  broken." 

"  You'll  both  come  out  with  me  to  Colo- 
rado and  forget  your  troubles.  Let  the 
chap  have  the  place,  and  be  thankful  it's  off 
your  hands,"  said  Raven. 


He  spoke  with  the  sincerity  of  a  lover, 
not  like  a  schemer  who  would  force  a  woman 
to  his  will  by  foul  means  if  fair  ones  proved 
not  strong  enough. 

"  I  feel  a  beast  spying  on  him  and  work- 
ing against  him,"  thought  Christopher. 
"  Suppose  he  knows  nothing  about  the  secret 
place  next  his  room?  Suppose  the  noises 
are  made  by  rats  ?  And  what  if,  after  all,  the 
people  who  think  they  have  been  robbed  never 
have  been  robbed?  I'll  give  Raven  the 
benefit  of  the  doubt  until  I've  tried  one  more 
experiment." 

Tea  was  going  on  in  the  hall  when  Scarlet 
Runner  arrived  at  Wood  House.  There 
were  letters  for  Christopher,  and  he 
announced  in  the  hearing  of  everyone, 
including  the  servants,  that  unless  he  should 
get  a  telegram  advising  him  to  the  contrary 
he  must  leave  Wood  House,  where  he  had 
spent  such  an  enjoyable  fortnight,  imme 
diately  after  breakfast  the  next  morning. 

"  You'll  not  come  back  to  us  ? "  asked 
Sidney,  with  veiled  meaning  in  her  voice. 

Christopher  pretended  not  to  notice  the 
meaning.  "I'm  sorry  to  say  I  sha'n't  be 
able  to,"  he  answered.  "  Already  I've  been 
here  longer  than  I  expected." 

He  did  not  mean  to  take  any  money  from 
the  girl,  but  though  she  could  not  be  aware 
of  this  resolution,  she  seemed  really  sorry  to 
have  him  go,  failure  as  he  had  been — thus  far. 

Christopher  took  longer  over  dressing  for 
dinner  that  night  than  usual.  He  hesitated 
whether  to  wear  the  studs  and  sleeve-links  he 
liked  best,  or  others  which  he  did  not  care 
about.  Also  he  was  half  minded  to  lock  his 
watch  up  in  his  suit-case.  Finally,  however, 
he  resolved  to  make  his  experiment  bravely. 
"  I'm  not  hysterical,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  though  I  might  get  to  be  if  I  stopped  here 
much  longer,  /sha'n't  steal  my  own  things 
and  hide  them,  if  that's  what  other  people 
do." 

Throughout  his  stay  at  Wood  House  he 
had  taken  his  meals  at  the  same  small  table, 
except  once  or  twice  when  he  had  been 
asked  to  join  new-made  acquaintances  for 
dinner.  But  to-night  he  invited  Sir  Walter 
Raven  to  dine  with  him,  "  as  it  was  his  last 
evening."  The  young  man  accepted,  and 
they  talked  of  Colorado.  Sir  Walter  was 
inviting  him  to  come  out  to  his  ranch  some 
day,  when  suddenly  the  expression  of  the 
once  healthy,  sunburnt,  now  slightly  haggard 
face  changed. 

"  By  Jove  !  "  exclaimed  Raven,  the  blood 
mounting  to  his  forehead. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  asked  Christopher. 
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"  Tm  not  a  particularly  observant  chap, 
but  I  suppose  I  would  have  noticed  if  you'd 
come  in  without  your  shirt  studs.  You  didn't 
by  any  chance  forget  to  put  them  in,  did 
you  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  had  them  in,  right  enough,"  said 
Race.  Looking  down  he  saw  that  the  white 
expanse  of  his  evening  shirt  lacked  the  finish 
of  the  two  pearl  studs  he  had  worn  when  he 
came  into  the  room.  His  cuffs  hung  loose, 
empty  of  his  favourite  pair  of  links.  Hastily 
touching  his  watch-pocJcet,  he  found  it  limp 
and  flat. 

"  Well,  yes,  it  is  *  by  Jove,' "  he  remarked, 
grimly. 


"IIR   SAW   THAT  THE   WHITE   EXPANSE   Of   HIS    EVENING  SHIRT   LACKED   THE    FINISH    OK 
THE   TWO    PEARL   STUDS." 

"  Shall  we  call  Morley  Chester  and  tell 
him  what's  happened?"  asked  Raven. 

"  No,"  said  Christopher,  who  sat  with  his 
back  turned  towards  the  other  occupants  of 
the  room,  his  table  being  at  the  end  by  a 
window,  and  he  having  given  his  usual  seat 
to  his  guest  ;  "  I'd  rather  not  make  a  fuss.  I 
shall  sit  till  the  others  have  gone,  and  no  one 
will  be  the  wiser.  I'm  sick  of  sensations, 
and  don't  want  to  pose  as  the  hero  of  one 
if  I  can  help  it." 

"  Some  people  seem  to  like  it,"  said  Raven. 

"So  I've  thought,"  replied  Christopher. 
But  his  theory  was  upset.  He  could  not 
believe  in  any  ghostly  influence  strong  enough 
to  impose  illusions  upon  his  mind.  A  queer 
thrill  went  through  him.  He  was  struck  with 
horror  by  the  mystery,  which  had  never  im- 
pressed itself  so  vividly  upon  him  before. 

It  was  a  relief  when  the  rest  of  the  diners 
left  the  room,  and  he  was  free  to  slip  away 
without     making    statements    or    answering 


questions.  Luckily  for  him — if  unluckily  for 
the  Chesters — there  were  few  guests  in  the 
house.  Those  who  were  there — with  the 
exception  of  Sir  Walter  Raven — were  new 
arrivals,  and  strangers  to  Christopher.  For 
this  reason  he  escaped  the  fire  of  curiosity 
which  raged  round  most  departing  visitors  at 
Wood  House.  He  went  to  his  room,  locked 
the  door,  and,  having  listened  with  his  ear 
at  the  wainscoting,  presently  began  as  noise- 
lessly as  possible  to  saw  out  a  selected  square 
from  the  oak  panelling  behind  his  curtained 
four-poster  bed.  The  saw  was  sharp,  and  he 
worked  as  energetically  as  if  he  had  an 
injury  to  avenge.     In  an  hour  he  had  the 

panel  ready  to 
come  out  of  its 
frame.  But  he 
did  not  venture 
to  take  it  out  and 
commence  his  ex- 
plorations until 
the  house  was 
still  for  the  night. 
Not  once  while 
he  worked  had 
there  been  the 
faintest  sound  on 
the  other  side. 
Removing  the 
square  of  wains- 
coting at  last  as 
if  it  had  been  a 
pane  in  a  window 
(odd,  the  oak  here 
hadn't  half  that 
strong,  subtle 
fragrance  of  rich  old  wood  that  it  had  down- 
stairs in  the  dining-hall  and  the  two  private 
sitting-rooms  !),  Christopher  turned  on  the 
light  of  his  lantern  and  peered  into  the 
obscurity  on  the  other  side. 

There  was  a  hollow  space  between  this 
wall  and  the  next — a  space  rather  more  than 
two  feet  wide.  Christopher  had  moved  his 
bed,  and  cut  into  a  panel  so  low  down  that 
to  peer  into  the  opening  he  had  to  kneel.  The 
square  aperture  he  had  made  was  so  large 
that  by  squeezing  he  could  thrust  his  shoulders 
through  as  well  as  his  head.  So  far  as  he 
could  see,  there  was  no  door  on  the  opposite 
side,  nor  was  there  furniture  of  any  sort  in 
the  secret  place  the  stream  of  light  lit  up. 
But  at  the  far  corner  there  was  something 
low  and  long,  and  blacker  than  the  darkness. 
It  might  be  a  heavy  beam,  he  thought, 
against  a  wall,  or  it  might  be  a  box. 

Withdrawing  his  head,  he  looked  at  the 
quaint  grandfather  clock   which   stood  in  a 
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comer  of  his  room.  It  was  never  right 
within  half  an  hour,  but  he  had  now  no 
watch  to  consult.  According  to  the  old 
timepiece  it  wanted  twenty  minutes  to  two. 
Perhaps  it  was  later,  perhaps  earlier ;  but,  in 
any  case,  Christopher  had  time  to  make 
researches  before  the  nightly  footfalls  were 
due. 

It  was  difficult  to  wriggle  through  the 
square  hole  in  the  wainscoting,  but  he  did  it, 
after  ridding  himself  of  coat  and  waistcoat. 
Now  he  stood  in  a  long,  narrow  space 
between  the  walls  of  his  own  room  and 
Sir  Walter  Raven's.  He  had  slipped  off 
his  pumps,  and  in  stockinged  feet  began 
cautious  explorations,  the  lantern  making  a 
pathway  of  light.  The  thing  he  had  seen 
at  the  far  end  was  not  a  beam.  It  was  a 
box — two  boxes — three  boxes — of  common 
wood,  such  as  come  into  every  household 
from  the  stores.  They  had  lids,  but  the  lids 
were  not  nailed  down.  Christopher  lifted 
one.  The  box  was  filled  with  jewellery, 
heaped  up  in  neat  piles,  according  to  its 
kind,  on  some  dark  garment  folded  under- 
neath. There  were  a  pile  of  bracelets,  a  pile  of 
brooches,  a  pile  of  rings,  and  a  collection  of 
watches  like  glittering  gold  eggs  in  a  nest.  The 
second  box  had  the  same  description  of  con- 
tents, though  there  were  more  miscellaneous 
articles — gold  or  jewelled  belt-buckles,  hat- 
pins, a  diamond  dog-collar  or  two,  and 
several  strings  of  pearls.  In  the  third  box, 
much  smaller  than  the  other  two,  were 
piurses,  some  of  leather,  some  of  gold  or 
silver  netting;  cigarette-cases  with  jewelled 
monograms  ;  and,  weighted  down  by  a  lump 
of  gold  chains,  lay  a  quantity  of  bank-notes. 

The  ghost  of  Wood  House  did  his  work  in 
a  business-like  manner  ! 

Of  gold  coins  there  were  none.  Even 
the  most  prudent  ghost  might  venture  to  put 
these  to  use  without  delay,  when  a  sharp 
and  practised  eye  had  found  them  not  to  be 
marked  suspiciously. 

"What  a  haul  it  has  been,"  Christopher 
said  to  himself.  His  valuables  did  not  appear 
to  have  been  added  to  the  collection,  but  he 
shrewdly  suspected  that  they  would  be  put 
into  place  that  night.  He  had  only  to  wait 
and  see  who  came  to  put  them  there;  or 
should  he  go  farther  in  this  adventure  first  ? 

Behind  the  row  of  wooden  boxes  was  a 
square  hole,  black  as  the  heart  of  night. 
Christopher's  lantern  showed  him  that  from 
the  top  of  this  opening  descended  a  narrow 
staircase,  winding  round  upon  itself  like  a  cork- 
screw. He  set  his  foot  on  the  first  step,  and  it 
squeaked.    Then  he  knew  what  it  was  that  had 


waked  him  every  night — a  foot  treading  upon 
that  stair — perhaps  other  stairs  below. 

"  rU  see  what's  at  the  bottom,"  thought 
Christopher ;  and  was  in  the  act  of  stepping 
over  the  low  barrier  of  boxes  when  he  heard 
a  distant  sound. 

It  was  faint,  yet  it  made  Christopher  pause. 
He  withdrew  his  foot  from  the  top  step  of  the 
stairway,  and,  covering  the  light,  lay  on  his  side 
behind  the  boxes  which  would,  until  a  person 
advancing  had  risen  to  a  level  higher  than  the 
wooden  lids,  form  a  screen  to  hide  him. 

The  sound  continued,  growing  gradually 
more  distinct.  Someone  was  tip-toeing  towards 
the  stairs.  Someone  was  on  the  stairs.  Someone 
was  coming  up.  There  was  a  wavering  glimmer 
of  light,  a  little  light,  like  that  of  a  candle. 

Christopher  lay  very  still.  He  hardly  even 
breathed. 

The  light  was  moving  up  the  dark  wall,  and 
throwing  a  strange  black  shadow,  which  might 
be  the  shadow  of  a  head.  A  stair  creaked. 
Another  stair.  Tharclock  must  have  been  slow, 
or  else  the  ghost  was  before  its  time.  Now  there 
was  a  long-drawn,  tired  breath,  like  a  sigh,  and 
in  the  advancing  light  gleamed  something 
white  and  small.  For  a  moment  it  hung  in  the 
midst  of  shadow,  then  it  descended  on  the  lid 
of  the  middle  box.    It  was  a  woman's  hand. 

Quick  as  thought  Christopher  seized  and 
held  it  tightly,  at  the  same  instant  rising  up 
and  flashing  his  lantern. 

There  was  a  stifled  gasp ;  the  hand  struggled 
vainly ;  he  pulled  it  towards  him,  though  its 
owner  stumbled  and  nearly  fell,  and  Chris- 
topher found  himself  face  to  face  with 
Mrs.  Morley  Chester. 

"  Let  me  go  !  "  she  panted.  "  Oh,  I 
implore  you  ! " 

"  I'll  not  let  you  go,"  said  Christopher,  in 
a  voice  as  low  as  hers,  but  mercilessly  deter- 
mined. "This  game  is  up.  You  shall  tell 
me  everything,  or  I  swear  I'll  alarm  the  house, 
send  for  the  police,  and  have  you  arrested, 
you  and  your  husband." 

"  Not  my  husband  ! "  faltered  the  "  dear 
little  cousin,"  the  pretty,  timid  creature  who 
had  always  seemed  to  Christopher  pathetic 
in  her  gentle  self-effacement,  her  desire  to 
help  Cousin  Sidney.  "  He — he  has  nothing 
to  do  with  this.     I " 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  has ;  everything  to  do  with 
it,"  insisted  Christopher,  brutally,  meaning  to 
frighten  her.  "You  couldn't  have  managed  this 
yourself.  I'm  not  an  ordinary  guest.  I'm  here 
as  a  detective,  and  I've  been  working  up  the 
case  for  a  fortnight.  Now,  I  want  your  con- 
fession.   Be  quick,  please,  or  you'll  regret  it." 

"  How  cruel  you  are ! "  sobbed  the  woman. 
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"hh  pulled  her  gently,  but  firmly,  up  to  tmk  top  of  the  steps." 

Christopher  laughed.  "  How  cruel  you 
have  both  been  to  those  who  trusted  you — 
and  to  others  likely  to  be  suspected  in  your 
stead." 

"I  would  do  anything  for  Morley,"  said 
Morley's  wife. 

Still  holding  her  wrist,  he  pulled  her  gently, 
but  firmly,  up  to  the  top  of  the  steps,  and  did 
not  loosen  his  grasp  until  he  stood  between 
her  and  the  stairway. 

"If  you  wish  to  save  him  you  know  what 
to  do,"  the  young  man  said. 

"  You  won't  send  us  to  prison  if  I  tell  you 
the  whole  story  ?  " 

"  ril  do  my  best  for  you,  if  you  make  a 
clean  breast  of  it ;  but  the  contents  of  these 
boxes  must  be  restored  to  their  owners,  for 
your  cousin's  sake  if  nothing  else.  I  promise 
to  shut  my  eyes  to  your  escaping  with  your 
husband,  before  any  public  revelation  is 
made,  provided  I'm  satisfied  that  you  tell 
me  the  whole  truth  now."^ 

"  I  will,  oh,  I  will  !  You  know,  Morley 
would  have  had  this  place  if  common  justice 
had  been  done — if  the  entail  hadn't  been 
broken." 

"Ah,  he  is  the  heir  of  whom  Miss  Chester 
spoke ! " 

"  Of  course,  who  else  could  be  ?  He's 
the  only  one  left  in  the  male  line.  And 
think  what  it  was  for  him  to  find  out  through 
an  expert,  whose  word  he  couldn't  doubt, 
that  there's  coal  enough  under  the  park  to 
make  him  an  immensely  rich  man,  if  only  he 
hadn't  been  robbed  of  his  rights." 


*  "  He  didn't  tell  Miss 
Chester  of  this  dis- 
covery ?  " 

"Naturally   not.     If 

she  or  her  mother  gave 

up  living  here  the  estate 

would    come    to    him 

after  all.      He   hoped 

for  that.    And  when  he 

heard   of   her   plan  to 

open  a  kind  of  hotel 

he   helped    her   get   a 

licence  and  offered   to 

manage    the   business. 

That   was   because   he 

had  an  idea,  which  he 

hoped  he  could  work. 

His   father,    who   died 

when    Morley    was    a 

boy,  was  a  profesor  of 

chemistry,    and    made 

some  clever  inventions 

and     discoveries,     but 

they  never  brought  in 

money.     There  was  one  thing  he  found  after 

spending    a   year   in   Persia   for   his   health. 

He  discovered  that  out  of  a  plant  there  — a 

plant  no  one  had  ever  thought  of  importance 

before — an  extract  could  be  produced  which 

would  make  people  unconscious,  at  the  same 

time  causing  their  muscles  to  remain  so  rigid 

that  if  they  were  standing  they  would  remain 

on  their  feet,  or  would  not  drop  what  they 

might   be   holding  in  their   hands.      When 

they  came   to   themselves  again  they  would 

not  feel  ill,  would  not  even  know  they  had 

lost  consciousness  for  a  moment. 

"  Morley's  father  was  much  excited  about 
this  preparation  and  hoped  it  would  be  as 
important  as  curare,  if  not  chloroform.  He 
named  the  stuff  arenoform,  as  nearly  as 
possible  after  the  plant,  and  published  his 
discovery  to  the  medical  profession.  But 
then  came  a  dreadful  blow.  After  many  ex- 
periments to  change  and  improve  it,  nothing 
could  be  done  to  prolong  unconsciousness 
enough  to  'make  arenoform  really  useful  to 
doctors  and  surgeons.  The  effect  wouldn't 
last  longer  than  five  or  six  minutes,  and  the 
patients  were  terribly  exhausted  next  day,  so 
that  the  stuff  would  not  do  even  for  dentists  in 
extracting  teeth;  as  it  was  more  depressing 
than  gas.  One  of  the  most  wonderful  things 
about  it  was  that  a  lot  of  people  could  be 
made  unconscious  at  once,  even  in  a  big 
room,  by  a  spray  of  arenoform  floating  in  the 
air.  But  though  that  was  curious  and  interest- 
ing, it  was  not  of  practical  use,  so  arenoform 
was  a  failure. 
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"The  disappointment  was  so  great  that 
Morley's  father  was  never  the  same  again. 
He  always  hoped  that  some  experiment  would 
make  the  thing  a  success,  and,  instead  of 
gaining  the  fortune  he'd  expected,  he  spent 
more  money  than  he  could  spare  from  his 
family  in  importing  quantities  of  the  plant 
from  Persia,  and  manufacturing  the  extract  in 
his  own  laboratory.  Then  he  died,  and  there 
were  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  the  bottles  in 
the  house,  of  no  use  to  anybody ;  but  Morley 
had  promised  his  dying  father  not  to  let  them 
be  destroyed.  Everyone  forgot  the  discovery 
of  arenoform,  for  you  see  Dr.  Chester  has 
been  dead  twenty  years.  Only  Morley  didn't 
forget ;  and  it  was  the  existence  of  that 
quantity  of  arenoform  in  the  house  left  hini 
by  his  father  which  put  the  idea  of  coming 
here  into  his  head.  He  experimented  with 
the  stuff  on  a  dog,  and  found  it  was  as  power- 
ful as  on  the  day  it  was  made.  Then  he  told 
me,  and  I  promised  to  help  in  any  way  I  could. 

"  Next  to  the  dining-hall  on  one  side,  and 
separating  it  from  the  two  rooms  used  as 
private  sitting-rooms  for  guests,  is  a  long, 
rather  ugly  room  which  Morley  aslced  Sidney 
to  give  him  as  a  private  office.  Night  after 
night  he  worked  there  before  the  house  was 
opened  to  the  public,  and  afterwards  too, 
perfecting  his  scheme.  He  perforated  the 
walls,  so  that,  by  means  of  a  little  movable 
machine  which  I  could  work,  a  spray  of  areno- 
form could  be  showered  through  the  oak 
wainscoting  either  into  the  dining-hall  on  one 
side  or  the  two  sitting-rooms  on  the  other. 
Then  he  had  the  tables  ranged  along  the 
wall ;  and  as  one  peculiarity  of  arenoform  is 
that  it  smells  like  wood — wonderfully  like 
old  oak — no  detective  could  have  suspected 
anything  by  coming  to  sniff  about  the  place 
afterwards.  Besides,  the  perforations  in  the 
wainscoting  are  so  small  that  they  seem  no 
different  from  the  worm-holes  which  are 
slowly  spoiling  the  old  oak. 

"  When  Morley  was  in  the  dining-hall  or 
one  of  the  sitting-rooms — which  ever  place  we 
planned  to  have  something  happen — I  would 
be  in  the  locked  office,  and  at  a  signal  which 
he  would  give  me  when  most  of  the  servants 
were  out  of  the  room  waiting  to  bring  in  a 
new  course,  I  would  turn  on  the  spray.  He 
always  kept  at  the  very  farthest  end  of  the 
room,  behind  the  screen,  and  put  his  face  to 
an  open  window  there.  Then,  when  every- 
body in  the  room  was  under  the  influence, 
which  they  were  in  a  minute  or  two,  he 
would  take  whatever  he  wanted  from  some 
unconscious  man  or  woman,  or  even  several 
persons,  before  anyone  woke  up.     We've  had 
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no  one  to  help  us  except  an  assistant  of  the 
cook,  whom  I  bribed  to  make  it  as  long 
between  courses  as  possible.  When  I  was  ready 
to  have  the  servants  go  in  with  the  next  dish  I 
would  touch  a  little  electric  bell  in  the  office 
which  Morley  had  arranged  to  communicate 
with  the  kitchen.  The  cook's  assistant  knows 
nothing,  though,  except  that  for  some  reason 
it  was  convenient  to  me  not  to  have  the 
meals  hurried,  and  to  be  able  to  regulate 
exactly  the  moment  when  the  different 
courses  should  go  in. 

"  Of  course,  the  horrid  stuff  has  affected 
our  health — Morley's  and  mine — as  well  as 
that  of  everybody  else  who  has  been  near 
when  the  machine  was  worked,  or  lived  in 
the  house  for  any  length  of  time.  But  we 
hoped  that  Sidney  and  her  mother  would 
soon  give  up.  Then  the  place  would  be 
Morley's,  and  we  would  be  repaid  for  every- 
thing. While  if  they  held  on  we  should  at 
least  have  the  jewels. 

"  When  Morley  was  working  at  the  walls 
he  discovered  the  way  into  this  secret  place 
out  of  our  office— not  the  only  *  hidie  hole  ' 
in  the  house — but  neither  Sidney  nor  her 
mother  knows  of  its  existence.  We  thought 
it  would  be  useful  to  get  things  out  of  the 
way,  for  fear  of  detectives  searching  our 
boxes,  and  so  it  has  been.  Morley  has 
always  sent  me  up,  because  I  am  so  light  and 
small  and  don't  make  as  much  noise  on  the 
creaking  stairs  as  a  man  would.  Now  you 
know  the  whole  story.  And  if  you  have  any 
sense  of  justice  you'll  admit  that  Morley  isn't 
to  blame,  when  the  place  should  have  been 
his,  and  not  Sidney's  or  her  mother's." 

Long  before  dawn  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Morley 
Chester  left  Wood  House.  Next  day  Chris- 
topher told  Sidney  and  Sir  Walter  Raven  the 
tale  as  it  had  been  told  to  him.  Also,  he 
mentioned  the  coal.  Also,  he  showed  them 
the  store  of  jewels  and  bank-notes. 

Where  the  Morley  Chesters  went  Chris- 
topher and  others  did  not  know,  and  did  not 
want  to  know;  but  when  an  advertisement 
was  put  into  all  the  most  important  papers 
that  the  ^mysterious  thief  at  Wood  House 
had  been  discovered,  and  that  everybody 
who  had  lost  anything  could  have  it  returned 
by  claiming  it,  the  enlightened  police  were 
unable  to  get  upon  the  track  of  the  missing 
ones. 

Christopher  would  not  accept  any  pay- 
ment from  Sidney 'Chester.  But  he  would 
like  to  have  a  piece  of  her  wedding-cake  to 
"  dream  oil"  He  did  not  think  that  it  would 
cause  him  to  dream  of  old  oak. 
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gT  is  but  a  short  time  ago  since  In  regard  to  his  becoming  ruler  of  a  large 

£   the  news  of  Prince  Ranjitsinhji^s  estate  in  India,  it  is  curious  that  such  was 

^?y  U}M  succession  to  the  estate  of  Jam-  predicted  when  he  was  but  a  baby,  and  that, 

^^   nagar  reached  us  at  home;  and  too,  when  he  had  an  older  brother  who  is 

as   to  how   the  good    news  was  still  living.     Again,  when  I  was  his  guest  for 

received  by  his  many  friends  and  acquaint-  the  greater  part  of  my  stay  in  India  two  years 


ances  in  England  the 
two  thousand  cable- 
grams of  congratula- 
tion will  testify.  It  cost 
the  Jam  one  thousand 
pounds  to  reply,  and 
as  cables  still  kept 
coming  in  he  had  to 
resort  to  the  Press  for 
the  purpose  of  acknow- 
ledging his  thanks. 
That  he  felt  very 
deeply  the  many  mes- 
sages from  friends  goes 
without  saying,  for  it 
has  been  my  good  for- 
tune to  hear  him  talk 
on  the  subject,  and 
express  his  feelings  in 
such  a  manner  that 
one  had  to  hear  him 
to  really  grasp  the 
depth  of  his  gratitude 
to  those  far  away. 

Having  enjoyed  his 
friendship  ever  since 
he  left  Cambridge,  he 
has  talked  to  me  on 
every  subject  concern 
ing  himself  without  the 
slightest  reserve ;  yet, 
in  spite  of  the  dis- 
appointment caused  by 
the  ruling  of  the  Go- 
vernment when  the  late 
Jam  was  installed,  he 
never  bore  any  ill-will 
towards  anyone  con- 
cerned, but  was  content 
to  wait  patiently,  with 
the  result  that  he  has 
at  last  got  his  deserts. 
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ago,  it  was  prophesied 
that  he  would  become 
the  Jam  of  Jamnagar 
within  twenty-four 
hours  of  his  actual 
installation. 

I  have  recently  re- 
turned from  a  visit  to 
my  old  friend  in  his 
new  position  and  amid 
his  fresh  surroundings, 
and  some  account  will, 
I  have  no  doubt,  find 
in  this  country  a  large 
circle  of  interested 
readers.  Without  going 
too  much  into  details, 
it  must  be  said  that  he 
is  now  the  ruler  of  a 
large  estate  with  great 
possibilities  for  the 
future.  Jamnagar,  or 
as  it  is  sometimes 
called  Nawanagar,  lies 
in  a  very  healthy  part 
of  India,  within  five 
miles  of  the  coast,  and 
even  in  the  hottest  time 
of  year  a  cool  breeze 
can  always  be  had  when 
staying  in  the  bun- 
galows on  the  coast. 
The  Jam  is  very  fond 
of  taking  a  spin  on  one 
of  his  motors  to  the  sea 
in  the  cool  of  the  even- 
ing when  it  has  become 
too  dark  for  tennis,  at 
which  game  he  has  lost 
none  of  his  cunning,  for 
he  was  the  only  player 
to  pull  me  through  a  set 
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successfully  out  of 
a  number  of  games 
in  which  really 
good  players  took 
part.  Whilst  on 
the  subject  of 
tennis  mention 
should  be  made 
of  his  boys  who 
collect  the  balls 
during  play,  and 
who  are  decked 
out  in  his  own 
colours  in  the 
shape  of  a  green 
suit  with  broad 
light-blue  sash 
round  the  waist 
and  turban  of 
green,  pink,  and 
blue,  which  give 
a  very  pleasing 
effect.  At  least 
three  evenings  in 
the  week  tennis 
of  the  keenest  will 
be  played  for  close 
on  two  hours,  and, 
without  exception, 
all  the  young 
princes  who  were 
guests  of  the  Jam 
Saheb  were  ex- 
perts at  the  game. 

These  games 
are  a  great  relief 
to  the  Jam  Saheb 
after  being  busied 
with  affairs  of 
State  from  twelve 

to  five,  during  which  time  he  is  with  his  divan 
and  secretaries,  and  it  is  during  these  hours 
that  he  receives  any  bearers  of  grievances, 
turning  no  one  away  until  he  has  satisfied 
himself  that  justice  is  done  to  all.  On 
one  occasion  1  counted  over  fifty  natives 
waiting  outside  the  large  guest-house  in  which 
he  is  at  present  living,  all  of  whom  would 
obtain  an  audience  with  their  Chief;  this  will 
give  my  readers  some  idea  of  how  the  Jam's 
time  is  occupied. 

His  experience  in  the  past  gained  during 
his  visits  to  other  chiefs  is  now  standing  him 
in  good  stead,  very  little  escaping  his 
observant  nature.  He  prefers  to  do  himself 
what  many  chiefs  leave  their  subordinates  to 
accomplish,  and  seeing  him  as  I  did,  working 
like  a  Trojan,  day  after  day,  in  his  new  rdle^ 
caused  me  to  remeniber  a  reply  he  gave  some 
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five  years  ago,  during  a  cricket  match,  to  a 
friend  who  accused  him  of  laziness.  "If  I 
had  the  work  to  do  I  would  very  soon  show 
you  I  could  work  as  hard  as  anyone,"  were 
the  exact  words  he  used,  and  those  who 
really  knew  him  felt  that  he  was  not  likely  to 
go  back  on  his  words. 

There  were  many  things  left  undone  by 
the  late  Jam  which  are  now  engaging  the 
attention  of  the  present  ruler,  who  has  to 
work  very  hard  to  make  up  for  the  lost  time. 
The  early  morning  finds  the  Jam  hard  at 
work  with  his  correspondence,  which  is  no 
inconsiderable  item  when  one  notices  the 
size  of  his  letter-bag — in  fact,  he  is  unable  to 
take  an  **  easy  "  until  tiffin  is  served  at  eleven 
o'clock,  and  afterwards  he  is  engaged  as 
previously  mentioned  until  five  or  five-thirty, 
when  he  will  drive  out  to  the  polo  ^me&  _ 
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which  are  arranged  for  his  guests  when  tennis 
is  given  a  rest. 

On  these  occasions  he  will  himself  arrange 
the  sides  and  time  the  chuckers,  taking  the 
greatest  interest  in  the  doings  of  his  friends, 
whom  he  usually  mounts  himself,  the  ponies 
all  being  known  to  him,  most  of  which  are 
Arabs,  and  very  good-looking  ponies  they 
are,  too.  The  Jam  has  got  too  heavy  for  the 
game,  in  spite  of  very  careful  dieting.  The 
polo  played  at  Jamnagar  was  of  good  class, 
the  Rajah  of  Rutlam  playing  magnificently 
on  all  occasions,  whilst  the  Thakore  Saheb 
of  Rajkote  is  sure  to  make  a  name  for  him- 
self at  the  game. 

During  my  stay  at  Jamnagar  a  cricket  as 
well  as  a  football  match  was  arranged,  both 
of  which  games  afforded  plenty  of  amuse- 
ment to  the  natives.  The  football  match 
was  a  very  keen  game  against  H.H.  Futideen 
Khan's  Goorkhas,  who  were  the  finest  adepts 
ever  seen  at  tripping  one  up,  tactics  which 
were  bound  to  cause  the  game  to  become 
very  rough,  although  no  one  was  seriously 
hurt  when  the  whistle  blew,  and  no  goal  had 
been  scored  by  either  team. 

On  our  side  Kumar  Ahmed  Khan  played 
brilliantly  at  half-back,  and  would  be  a  sure 
Blue  at  the  'Varsity  if  he  went  to  England. 
The  Jam  played  in  goal,  whilst  his  opponent. 


Futideen  Khan,  played  centre-forward.  The 
ground  was  as  hard  as  the  road,  and  when- 
ever a  spill  occurred  the  natives  would  yell 
with  delight. 

The  cricket  match  showed  up  the  Jam  in 
a  favourable  light,  since  we  could  not  get  his 
wicket,  his  score  being  68  when  we  secured 
the  last  wicket  Some  of  his  staff  showed 
promise  of  better  things,  and  when  the  Jam 
has  played  a  few  matches  they  are  sure  to 
benefit  from  his  performances,  for  they  are 
all  very  enthusiastic  and  are  natural  in  all 
their  strokes,  with  that  ease  of  movement 
peculiar  to  the  native  of  India. 

Jamnagar  should  be  very  hard  to  beat 
before  long,  especially  when  a  couple  of 
English  professionals  have  got  to  work  on 
some  of  the  team,  who  only  require  coaching 
to  make  them  very  useful  members  of  a  side. 
One  of  the  Jam's  secretaries,  a  Mr.  Sum- 
chand,  I  think,  by  name,  played  a  capital 
innings  of  48,  whilst  the  Thakore  Saheb  of 
Rajkote  bowled  well  with  very  bad  luck, 
missing  the  wicket  by  but  little  frequently. 
He  is  a  natural  bowler  of  fast  medium  pace, 
who  can  spin  the  ball  besides  having  the  gift 
of  the  swerve.  Captain  Daniells  played  a 
good  innings  for  my  side,  whilst  the  bowling 
honours  went  to  Mr.  Turner,  a  master  at 
Raj ku mar  College  and  brother  to  the  Essex 
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players    of    that 
name. 

The  Jam  Saheb 
is  having  a  grass 
cricket  pitch  made, 
as  well  as  putting 
up  a  pavilion  and 
planting  trees  for 
the  purpose  of 
affording  shelter  to 
spectators,  who 
will,  later,  have  the 
opportunity  of  wit- 
nessing better-class 
cricket  than  is 
usually  seen  in 
India.  The 
English  gardener, 
who  is  to  arrive 
shortly,  will  pro- 
bably find  a  good 
deal  of  his  time 
taken  up  on  the 
new  cricket  ground. 
A  new  palace,  the 
erection  of  which 
was  originally  com- 
menced by  the  late 
Jam,  is  being  pro- 
ceeded with  as 
quickly  as  possible, 
with  many  altera- 
tions and  additions 
made  by  the  present 
Chief,  and,  what 
with  the  making 
of  roads  and  laying  From  a\ 

out     of     gardens, 
Jamnagar  presents  a  very   busy  appearance 
just  now. 

Like  other  chiefs  the  Jam  Saheb  is  having 
cages  built  round  the  palace  for  a  lion, 
panther,  and  tiger.  A  spacious  building  is 
also  being  erected  for  his  motor-cars,  two 
l^nchesters  and  a  De  Dion,  whilst  a  Cal- 
thorpe  is  shortly  to  be  added  to  the  above- 
mentioned  cars.  The  Jam  Saheb  does  not 
care  about  driving  his  cars,  which  is  unusual, 
for  most  of  the  native  princes  are  very  keen 
drivers,  and  perhaps  it  is  just  as  well  that  the 
natives  are  very  quick  to  get  off  the  road 
when  they  hear  the  horn,  for  some  of  the 
Jam's  guests  take  their  first  lessons  in  Jam- 
nagar, like  the  young  Thakore  Saheb  of 
Rajkote,  who  once  took  it  upon  himself  to 
drive  four  of  us  back  from  polo  through 
the  town.  When  I  asked  him,  on  starting, 
if  he  had  done  much  dri^'ing,  he  replied, 
**  This  is  the  first  time  " ;  but  we  managed 
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to  get  back  safely  after  a  few  2ng-zag  per- 
formances, though  when  I  left  Jamnagar 
the  Thakore  Saheb  could  handle  the  car 
very  well 

The  Jam  finds  his  cars  most  useful,  and 
his  chauffeur  has  a  pretty  busy  time,  espe- 
cially when  his  master  takes  it  into  his  head  to 
dash  through  the  city  at  three  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  as  he  did  once  during  my  stay, 
to  the  cost  of  one  of  his  police,  who  received 
a  rare  dressing-down  for  being  caught  asleep 
at  his  post. 

The  Jam  is  encouraging  every  kind  of 
sport  amongst  his  people,  and,  with  other 
things,  is  having  sent  out  from  England 
some  greyhounds,  as  hares  are  numerous, 
but  I  fear  the  dogs'  feet  must  suffer  on  the 
hard  ground.  An  attempt  is  to  be  made  in 
regard  to  the  rearing  of  English  pheasants  in 
Jamnagar,  but  there  will  be  more  difficulties 
in  the  shape  of  snakes  and  vermin  to  contend 
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with  than  are  to  be  found  at  home,  although 
it  is  more  than  probable  that  they  will  be 
overcome.  At  present  the  sand  grouse, 
snipe,  and  quail  are  by  no  means  to  be 
despised,  affording  as  they  do  excellent  sport 
on  occasions ;  and  with  the  Jam  thoroughly 
understanding  everything  in  connection  with 
the  management  of  small  game  there  will  be 
plenty  of  sport  for  those  of  his  guests  who 
prefer  the  gun  to  the  rifle.  The  Jam  Saheb 
is  passionately  fond  of  shooting,  as  all  his 
friends  know,  and  his  bearing  is  on  all  occa- 


perfectly  well  that  the  l<?ast  mistake  in  the 
pitching  of  the  tents  will  be  noticed  by  the 
Chief,  and  consequently  the  most  infinite 
pains  are  taken  by  all  concerned.  When  one 
considers  that  close  on  two  hundred  bullock- 
wagons  are  employed  in  carrying  furniture, 
eatables,  and  other  necessaries  for  camp  life, 
it  is  not  difficult  to  understand  that  there  is 
a  deal  of  work  for  someone  to  superintend. 

When  a  shoot  is  proposed  the  first  thing 
to  be  done  is  the  sending  forward  of  the 
shikarees  three  or  four  days  before  the  shoot- 
ing party  start.  These 
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sions  most  business-like  when  out  after  game, 
wearing  the  same  set  facial  expression  which 
was  so  familiar  when  he  fielded  slip  with 
me  in  Test  matches.  He  seems  to  give  his 
whole  attention  to  the  object  in  view,  and 
during  the  ride  out  to  the  spot  where  a  kill 
has  taken  place  he  seldom  is  heard  to  talk, 
appearing  to  be  deep  in  thought  for  the  most 
part. 

Nothing  appears  to  give  the  Jam  so  much 
pleasure  as  the  organization  of  a  big  game 
expedition  for  his  friends,  and  certainly  no 
one  knows  better  than  he  does  how  every- 
thing should    be    done.      His    men    know 


panther  having  killed  in  one  or  two  places. 
Machans,  in  the  shape  of  native  beds  turned 
upside  down  and  well  concealed  by  the 
clever  screening  of  foliage,  are  fixed  in 
trees  near  to  the  spot  where  the  kill  has 
taken  place.  As  some  of  these  kills  occur 
close  on  twenty  miles  from  camp,  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  riding  to  be  done,  and  that, 
too,  when  the  sun  is  high,  since  it  is  not 
advisable  to  reach  the  machan  later  than  six 
in  the  evening. 

Not  more  than  two  rifles  can  be  placed  in 
one  machan,  together  with  a  sword-bearer  in 
case   of     attack  from  a  wounded    panther. 
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Mounted  on  a  good  Arab,  and  with  the 
excitement  of  what  is  in  front  of  one,  the  heat 
is  scarcely  noticeable,  although  horsemen  are 
wet  through  to  their  coats.  On  reaching  the 
spot  and  when  settled  in  the  machan  the  goat 
is  tied  up  ;  with  the  shikaree  leaving  it  and 
then  calling  to  it  once,  it  will  commence  to 
bleat,  and  with  the  panther  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood its  cries  should  attract  it  within 
half  an  hour  or  so.  One  has  to  remain  very 
quiet  throughout  the  wait,  as  the  leopard  is 
very  wary,  but  throughout  the  vigil  plenty  of 
interest  can  be  obtained  by  watching  the 
goat  as  he  looks  from  one  direction 
to  another,  to  finally  concentrate  a  terrified 
gaze  on  one  spot,  which  generally  means  he 
has  scented  the  panther.  A  gentle  plucking 
at  your  sleeve  will  tell  you  that  your  shikaree 
has  seen  the  game,  and,  following  his  eyes,  you 
see  the  panther  crouching  some  fifty  yards 
away,  to  finally  bound  silently  forward  and 
knock  down  the  goat ;  but  the  moment  the 
sportsman  can  get  in  a  broadside  to  reach  the 
heart,  bang  goes  the  rifle,  and  the  panther 
will  roll  slowly  over,  his  death  snarl,  with  jaws 
wide  apart,  being 
scarcely  audible.  After 
two  or  three  minutes* 
wait,  in  case  the 
panther  is  not  quite 
dead,  for  sometimes 
he  shams  death,  as 
many  know  to  their 
cost,  the  shikarees 
are  called,  and  they 
with  their  master  are 
eagerly  discussing  all 
that  has  just  taken 
place.  Then,  if  dark- 
ness is  setting  in,  we 
adjourn  to  the  nearest 
village,  when  the 
natives  will  cook  the 
Jam  S:\heb  a  native 
dinner  which  we  eat 
with  our  fingers,  then 
we  stretch  ourselves 
out  on  the  various 
couches  produced, 
and  are  up  with  the 
rising  sun  next  morn 
to  ride  back  to  camp. 
In  camp  everything 
that  luxury  can  pro- 
vide is  there,  camels 
arriving  daily  with  ice 
and  other  delicacies 
in  the  tropics,  and 
whilst  we  await  news 


of  the  kills  the  Jam  Saheb  has  his  letters  and 
newspapers  forwarded  daily,  which  are  very 
acceptable.  There  is  something  very  charming 
about  the  quiet  of  the  jungle,  and  it  is  worth 
much  to  hear  the  stillness  of  the  night 
broken  by  the  majestic  roar  of  the  lions, 
which  came  on  one  occasion  within  six 
yards  of  our  horses,  in  spite  of  the  camp  fires. 
The  Jam  Saheb  will  never  travel  without  his 
bard,  who  has  an  endless  stock  of  yarns  and 
songs,  which  cause  interest  or  amusement 
according  to  the  tales  recited  or  sung. 
Talent,  too,  is  often  forthcoming  from  the 
nearest  village,  and  time  passes  thus  very 
pleasantly  during  the  intervals  of  hostilities 
between  the  beasts  of  the  jungle  and  the 
shooting  party. 

When  it  is  decided  to -change  camp  it  is 
very  interesting  to  see  half  the  tents  and 
baggage  collected  and  forwarded  in  advance, 
over  a  hundred  men  being  employed.  The 
Jam's  head  tent-pitcher  is  the  same  man  who 
had  the  arrangement  of  the  camp  for  the  late 
Duke  of  Clarence,  and  although  sixty  years 
of  age  he  is  a  good  deal  more  active  than 
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many  who  are  half  his  age.     Like  others  who 
have  refused  to  share  in  robbing  their  master, 
his    own   fellows   plotted  for  his  dismissal, 
which  they  brought  about,  but  he  has  got 
his  deserts  at  last  at  the  hands  of  the  present 
Jam,    who  }s    more   than   generous    to    his 
servants,  all  his  own  men  having  had  their 
wages  doubled  on  the  day  of  his  installation, 
when     orders 
•were  also  given 
for  the  release 
of    fifty-one 
men  from  jail, 
who   also    re- 
ceived     suffi- 
cient    money 
to  take   them 
to  their  homes. 
Everything 
possible      has 
■  been  done  for 
the  welfare  of 
his  own  people, 
and     one     of 
the     Jam's 
triumphs    is 
the   complete 
stamping    out 
of  the   plague 
in    Jamnagar, 
where     four 
h  u  n  d  red 


deaths  took  place 
during     the     first 
week  after  his  in- 
stallation,     which 
number  he  reduced 
to  seventeen  in  his 
fifth  week,  and  after 
another  month  no 
deaths  from  plague 
took  place.      The 
difficulty  to  be  con- 
tended with  in  re- 
gard to  the  scourge 
is  the  reluctance  of 
the  natives  to  leave 
their  homes  when 
stricken     with 
plague,    one    and 
all  making  up  their 
minds     that     the 
moment   they  get 
plague  they  are  sure 
to   die,   and    they 
naturally  prefer  to 
die   in   their   own 
rather      than      in 
another  dwelling. 
The  Jam   called  a   meeting  of  his   own 
people  and  pointed  out  how  anxious  he  was 
to  help  them,  but  that  it  was  impossible  to 
do  that  amount  of  good  without  their  help, 
which,  if  given,  would  result  in  the  stamp- 
ing out  of  the  plague  which  has  so  surely 
diminished   the   numbers  of  the  people   in 
Jamnagar.      If    they    would    use    the    new 
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buildings  which  he  was  willing  to  erect  outside 
the  city  he  would  also  supply  food  to  those 
families  who  would  make  use  of  the  new 
dwelling-houses.  Although  only  sixty  out 
of  four  hundred  families  afflicted  availed 
themselves  of  the  new  conditions  brought 
about  by  the  Jam  Saheb,  who  spent  some 
forty  thousand  rupees  in  his  efforts  to  tackle 
the  existing  evil;  yet  those  natives  who 
returned  cured  were  the  means  of  causing 
others  for  the  first  time  to  take  a  broader 
and  more  sensible  view  of  the  matter.  In 
the  past  practically  nothing  was  done  by  the 
late  Jam  to  put  down  the  plague,  preferring 
as  he  did  to  get  as  far  away  as  possible,  leaving 
his  people  to  get  along  as  best  they  could, 
and  returning  only  when  the  plague  had 
diminished — rather  a  different  programme  to 
that  of  the  present  Jam,  who  has  remained 
with  his  people  throughout  the  existing  con- 
ditions, which  has  possibly  done  more  towards 
the  winning  of  his  people's  affections  than 
anything  else  he  has  yet  accomplished. 

The  last  thing  that  the  Jam  appears  to  wish 
to  do  is  the  enforcing  of  his  power ;  rather 
does  he  make  a  point  of  appealing  to  his 
people  tactfully,  which  brings  about  all  that 
he  desires.  The  late  Jam  had  commenced 
the  erection  of  another  palace,  with  six 
smaller  buildings  surrounding  the  same  for 
his  wives.  A  wall  that  was  intended  to 
reach  forty  feet  was  to  surround  the  whole 
building,  which  would  certainly  have  had 
the  effect  of  causing  the  place  to  look  like  a 
jail..  The  smaller  houses  will  now  be  con- 
verted into  guest  -  houses,  and  the  wall 
surrounding  the  same  will  reach  four  feet 
only,  with  railings  surmounting  the  same. 
The  large  guest-house  is  also  to  have  various 
additions  and  alterations,  the  Jam  Saheb 
personally  superintending  the  work  that  is 
being  done. 

It  is  also  the  intention  of  the  Jam  to  open 
out  a  large  port  later  on,  which,  when  com- 
pleted, might  prove  a  healthy  rival  to  that 
of  Bombay,  unless  those  experts  who  have 
expressed  their  opinions  on  the  scheme  are 
very  much  out  in  their  reckoning.  One 
hundred  and  twenty  thousand  pounds  it  is 
intended  to  spend  on  the  development  of  the 
said  port,  and  when  the  same  is  completed 
the  additional  revenue  which  will  accrue  in 
the  first  three  years,  at  most,  should  repay 
the  original  outlay.  At  present  the  Jam 
possesses  two  steamers  running  between 
his  own  port  of  Rosie  Bunder  and  Bombay. 
Before  the  development  of  the  port  is  com- 
mence4,  however,  tramway  lines  are  to  be 
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laid  down  for  the  cars  which  will  shortly  be 
running  through  the  city,  so  no  one  can 
accuse  the  Jam  of  allowing  the  grass  to  grow 
under  his  feet. 

It  is  not  generally  known  that  the  State  of 
Jamnagar  possesses  a  very  fine  pearl  fishery, 
no  fewer  than  two  thousand  pearls  having 
been  collected  last  year,  and  it  can  be  taken 
for  granted  that  these  pearls  will  fetch  con- 
siderably more  money  in  the  near  future 
than  they  have  done  in  the  past,  since 
the  Jam  has  for  long  been  a  connoisseur 
of  pearls  and  other  gems,  and  knows  their 
•value. 

On  the  day  of  my  departure  the  Jam  took 
me  into  the  city  to  show  me  the  State  jewels, 
which  occupied  three  hours,  and  then  many 
of  the  stones  were  not  seen.  The  pearls, 
diamonds,  rubies,  and  emeralds  made  a 
wonderful  show ;  and  then  there  were  the 
State  elephant  trappings,  the  State  coach,  a 
large  assortment  of  watches,  and,  finally,  the 
guns  and  rifles  were  inspected,  one  weapon 
in  jjarticular  taking  the  Jam's  fancy.  Whilst 
on  the  subject  of  guns,  it  is  worth  recording 
that  when  the  late  Jam  died  all  the  ammuni- 
tion of  the  forts  was  hurled  into  the  water 
beneath  and  the  guns  turned  upside  down, 
so  the  head  man  of  the  fort  told  us,  and 
which  he  considered  an  excellent  joke  from 
the  hearty  manner  in  which  he  laughed  over 
the  matter.  The  forts  as  seen  in  the  photo- 
graph on  the  preceding  jxige  make  an  impos- 
ing sight  and  are  very  handsome  structures. 

One  of  the  features  of  Jamnagar  is  the 
lancer  contingent  which  the  Jam  Saheb  has 
gone  to  much  trouble  to  mount,  the  hundred 
and  fifty  men  being  a  very  fine  lot  of  fellows, 
who  look  exceedingly  well,  mounted  as  they 
are  for  the  most  part  on  Arabs  and  Walers, 
with  a  few  country-breds  thrown  in.  Con- 
siderably more  money  has  been  spent  on  the 
horses  than  is  usually  the  case. 

Mention  should  also  be  made  of  the  band 
which  plays  on  the  lawn  occasionally  during 
dinner,  and  which  is  very  creditable  to  Jam- 
nagar. The  dinner- table  affords  a  fine  sight 
with  the  Jam  at  the  head  of  the  table,  sur- 
rounded by  many  of  his  younger  relatives  and 
young  princes,  and  besides  these  there  are 
some  dozen  young  nephews  and  cousins, 
ranging  from  the  ages  of  eight  to  fourteen,  for 
whom  a  tutor  is  engaged,  the  Jam  taking  the 
greatest  interest  in  their  lessons  and  games, 
and  when  anything  in  the  shape  of  cricket, 
football,  or  polo  is  on  this  little  band  will 
always  be  amongst  the  first  to  arrive  on  the 
field. 
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T  had  been  freezing  hard  all 
the  way  home  and  the  Quaker 
skated  perilously  once  or  twice 
on  the  northerly  stretches. 
As  I  passed  the  forge  near  my 
gate  I  issued  an  order  for  frost-*, 
nails,  and  while  I  did  so  the  stars  were 
kindling  like  diamonds  over  the  black  ridge 
of  Shreelane  Hill. 

The  overture  to  thQ  Frost  Symphony  had 
begun,  with  its  usual  beauties  and  difficulties, 
and  its  leading  theme  was  given  forth  in  a 
missive  from  Flurry  Knox  that  awaited  me 
on  the  hall-table.     Flurry's  handwriting  was 
an  unattractive  blend  of  the  laundress's  bill 
and  the  rambling  zig-zags 
of  the  temperature  chart, 
but      he     exhibited     no 
more     of    it     than     was 
strictly  necessary  in  get- 
ting to  the  point.    Would 
I  shoot  at  Aussolas  the 
following    day  ?      There 
were   a   lot    of    cock    in 
and  he  had  whipped  up 
four    guns    in    a    hurry. 
There  was  a  postscript. 

"Bernard  Shute  is 
coming.  Tell  Mrs.  Yeates 
he  didn't  kill  anyone  yet 
this  season." 

Since   his    marriage 
Flurry  had  been  promoted 
to   the  position  of  agent 
to    his  grandmother,  old 
Mrs.   Knox,  of  Aussolas, 
and     through     the     un- 
fathomable   mazes   of 
their  dealings  and  fights 
with  each  other  the  fact 
remained  that  he  had  secured  to  himself  the 
Aussolas  shooting  at  about  half  its   market 
value.     So  Mrs.  Knox  said.     Her  grandson, 
on  the  other  hand,  had  often  informed  me 
that  the  privilege  *Miad  him  beggared,  what 
with  beaters  and  all  sorts,    and    his  grand- 
mother's cattle  turned  into  the  woods  destroy- 
ing all  the  covert — let  alone  her  poaching." 
Into   the   differences   of  such    skilled   com- 
batants the  prudent  did  not   intrude  them- 
selves,   but   they   accepted    without   loss   of 
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time  such  invitations  to  shoot  at  Aussolas 
as  came  their  way.  Notwithstanding  the 
buccaneerings  of  Flurry's  grandmother,  the 
woods  of  Aussolas,  in  decent  weather,  were 
usually  good  for  fifteen  to  twenty  couple  of 
cock. 

I  sent  my  acceptance  before  mentioning  to 
Philippa  that  Bernard  Shute  was  to  be  of  the 
party.     It  was  impossible  to  make  Philippa 
understand  that  those   who   shot    Bernard's 
pheasants  at  Clountiss  could  hardly  do  less 
than  retaliate  when  occasion  served.     I  had 
once,  in  a  moment  of  regrettable  expansion, 
entertained  my  wife  with  an  account  of  how 
an  entire  shooting  party  had  successively  cast 
themselves     upon     their 
faces,  while  the  muzzle  of 
Bernard's    gun    had    fol- 
lowed,   half    way    round 
the    compass,    a    rabbit 
that    had    broken    back. 
No  damage  had  ensued, 
not  even   to   the   rabbit, 
but      I      had      supplied 
Philippa  with  a  fact  that 
was  an  unfortunate  com- 
bination  of   a    thorn   in 
her   pillow   and   a   stone 
in  her  sling. 

The  frost  held ;  it  did 
more  than  hold,  it  gripped. 
As  I  drove  to  Aussolas 
the  fields  lay  rigid  in 
the  constraining  cold,  the 
trees  were  as  dead  as 
the  telegraph  poles,  and 
the  whistle  of  the  train 
came  thin  and  ghostly 
across     four    miles 


of  silent  country.  Every- 
thing was  half  alive,  with  the  single  exception 
of  the  pony.  Filled  with  the  idiotic  exaltation 
that  frost  imparts  to  its  race,  it  danced  upon 
its  frost- nails,  shied  with  untiring  inventive- 
ness, and  made  three  several  and  well- 
conceived  attempts  to  bolt.  Maria,  with  her 
nose  upon  my  gaiter,  shuddered  uninter- 
ruptedly throughout  the  drive,  partly  because 
of  the  pinching  air,  partly  in  honour  of  the 
sovereign  presence  of  the  gun-case. 

Old  Mrs.  Knox  was  standing  on  the  steps 
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THE  BITS  THAT  SHE 


as    1    walked    round    to    the  hall   door   of 
Aussolas  Castle.     She  held  a  silver  bowl  in 
her  hand;  on  her  head,  presumably  as  a  pro- 
tection against  the  cold,  was  a  table-napkin ; 
round  her  feet  a 
throng    of    hens 
and    pigeons 
squabbled  for  the 
bits  that  she  flung 
to  them  from  the 
bowl,  and  a  fur- 
tive and  distrust- 
ful    peacock 
darted     a     blue 
neck    in    among 
them .  from    the 
outskirts. 

"Good  mor- 
row, old  Sir 
Thomas  Erping- 
ham,"  was  Mrs. 
Knox's  singular 
greeting.  "A 
good  soft  pillow 
for  that  good  grey 
head  were  better 
than  a  churlish 
turf  of  France  ! " 

My  friendship 
with   Mrs.   Knox 

was  now  of  several  years*  standing,  and  I 
knew  enough  of  her  to  gather  that  I  stood 
rebuked  for  being  late. 

**  Flurry  arrived  only  half  an  hour  ago — 
my  first  intimation  of  a  shooting  party  ! "  she 
continued,  in  the  dic- 
tatorial voice  that  was 
always  a  shock  when 
taken  in  connection 
with  her  beggar- 
woman's  costume. 
"  A  nice  time  of  day 
to  begin  to  look  for 
beaters  !  And  the 
other  feather  -  bed 
sportsmen  haven't 
arrived  yet.  In  old 
times  they  would 
have  had  ten  couple 
by  this  time,  and 
then  Mr.  Flurry  complair 
the  shooting ! " 

She  was  here  interrupts 
the  twitching  of  thetable-na 
from  her  head  by  her  b 
woman,  who  had  adva 
upon  her  from  the  rear, 
the  reigning  member  of 
dynasty  of  purple  velvet  bonnets 


fcNS   ANIi     PI<;Eo.\s    ht^UABULliU     »  UK 
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in  her  hand.     The  bonnet  was  substituted  for 
the  table-napkin,  much  as  a  stage  property 
is  shoved  on  from  the  wings,  and  two  bony 
hands,  advancing  from  behind,  tied  the  strings 
under    Mrs.    Knox's    chin,    while   she 
I  the  hens,  and  de- 
ten  ess     of     modern 
e  hands  descended 
in  in  the  uppermost 
awls. 

done ! "  exclaimed 
mly  tearing  herself 
from  her  captor. 
"  You're  an  in- 
tolerable nui- 
sance ! " 

"Oh,  very  well, 
ma'am;  maybe 
you'd  sooner  go 
out  with  your 
head  naked  and 
soak  the  cold," 
returned  Mullins, 
retiring  with  the 
honours  of  war 
and  the  table- 
napkin. 

"Mullins  and  I 
get  on  famously," 
observed  Mrs. 
Knox,  crushing  an  empty  egg  -  shell  with 
her  yellow  diamonded  fingers  and  returning 
it  to  its  original  donors.  "  We're  both  mad, 
you  know." 

Comment  on  this  might  have  been  difficult, 
but  I  was  preserved 
from  it  by  the  ap 
proach  across  the 
frozen  gravel  of  a 
short,  red  -  bearded 
man,  Mrs.  Knox's 
gardener,  wood- 
ranger,  and  ruling 
counsellor,  John 
Kane.  He  held  in 
his  hands  two  large 
apples  of  arsenical 
hue,  and,  taking  off 
his  hat  to  me  with 
much  dignity,  ad- 
dressed himself  to  the 
lady  of  the  house. 

"  He  says  he'd 
sooner  walk  barefoot 
to  Cork  than  to  give 
three  -  and  -  fippence 
forthe  likes  of  them." 
"  I'm  sure  I've  no 
'  JOHN  KANE."  objection  if  he  does," 
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responded  Mrs.  Knox,  turning  the  silver  bowl 
upside  down  over  the  hens  and  pigeons.  "  I 
dare  say  it  would  be  no  novelty  to  him." 

"  And  isn't  that  what  I  told  him  ! "  said 
John  Kane,  his  voice  at  once  ascending  to 
the  concert  pitch  of  altercation.  **  I  said  to 
him  if  the  Lord-Left'nant  and  the  Pope  was 
foUying  me  around  the  yard  of  Aussolas 
offering  three -and -a- penny  for  them  apples, 
they'd  not  get  them.  Sure  the  nuns  gave  us 
that  much  for  windfalls  that  was  only  fit  to 
be  making  cherubs  with.*' 

I  might  have  been  struck  by  the  fitness,  as 
well  as  the  ingenuity,  of  this  industry ;  but  in 
some  remote  byway  of  my  brain  the  remem- 
brance woke  of  a  "black-currant  cherub" 
prescribed  by  Mrs.  Cadogan  for  sore  throats, 
and  divined  by  Philippa  to  be  a  syrup.  I 
turned  away  and  lit  a  cigarette  in  order  to 
conceal  my  feelings  from  John  Kane,  round 
whose  red  beard  the  smoke  of  battle  hung 
almost  palpably. 

*'  What's  between  you  ? "  asked  his  mis- 
tress,  sharply 

**  Three-and-a-penny  he's  offering,  ma'am," 
declared  her  deputy,  "  for  Sheep's  Noses  that 
there  isn't  one  in  the  country  has  but  your 
self  And  not  a  brown  farthing  more  would 
he  give— the  consecrated  blagyard  !  " 

Anything  less  like  a  sheep's  nose  than 
Mrs  Knox  s  hooked  beak,  as  she  received 
this  information,  could  hardly  be  imagined. 

"You're  half  a  fool,  John  Kane,"  she 
snapped,  "  and  the  other  half's  not  sensible  ! 
Go  back  and  tell  him  Major  Yeates  is  here, 
and  wants  to  buy  every  apple  1  have."  She 
dealt  me  a  wink  that  was  the  next  thmg  to  a 
dig  in  the  ribs.  As  she  spoke  a  cart,  drawn 
by  a  cheerful-looking  grey  pony  and  con- 
ducted by  a  tall,  thin  man,  came  into  view 
from  the  direction  of  the  yard.  It  rattled 
emptily,  and  proclaimed,  as  was  intended, 
the  rupture  of  all  business  relations. 

"  See  here,  sir, '  said  John  Kane  to  me,  in 
one  hoarse  breath,  "  when  he's  over-right  the 
door  I'll  ask  him  the  three  -  and  -  fippence 
again,  and  when  he  refuses,  your  honour  will 
say  we  should  split  the  difference " 

The  cart  advanced ;  it  passed  the  hall 
door  with  a  dignity  but  little  impaired  by  the 
pony's  apprehensive  interest  in  the  peacock, 
and  the  tall  man  took  off  his  hat  to  Mrs. 
Knox  with  as  gloomy  a  respect  as  if  she  had 
been  a  funeral. 

John  Kane  permitted  to  the  salutation  the 

full  time  due  to  it,  in  the  manner  of  one  who 

counts  a  semibreve  rest,  while  the  cart  moved 

implacably  onwards.    The  exact,  the  psychic, 

-instant  arrived. 


"  HONOMAUNDHIAOUL  !      SULLIVAN  1 "    he 

shouted,  with  a  full-blown  burst  of  ferocity, 
hurtling  down  the  steps  in  pursuit ;  "  will  ye 
take  them  or  lave  them  ?  " 

To  manifest,  no  doubt,  her  complete 
indifference  of  the  issue  Mrs.  Knox  turned 
and  went  into  the  house,  followed  by  the 
majority  of  the  hens,  and  left  me  to  await  my 
cue.  The  play  was  played  out  with  infinite 
credit  to  both  artists  and  at  the  full  strength 
of  their  lungs,  and  at  the  pre-ordained  moment 
I  intervened  with  the  conventional  impromptu, 
and  suggested  that  the  difference  should  be 
split.  rhe  curtain  immegiiately  fell,  and 
somewhere  in  the  deep  of  the  hall  a  glimpse 
of  the  purple  bonnet  told  me  that  Mrs.  Knox 
was  in  the  auditorium. 

When  I  rejoined  her  I  found  Flurry  with 
her,  and  something  in  the  atmosphere  told 
that  here  also  was  storm. 

"  Well,  take  them  !  Take  them  all ! "  Mrs. 
Knox  was  saying,  in  high  indignation  ;  "  take 
Mullins  and  the  maids  if  you  like !  I  dare 
say  they  might  be  more  use  than  the  men  !" 

"They'll  make  more  row,  anyhow,"  said 
Flurry,  sourly.  "  I  wonder  is  it  them  that 
put  down  all  the  rabbit-traps  I'm  after  seeing 
in  the  coach-house  this  minute  ?  " 

"It  may  be  they,  but  it  certainly  is  not 
them^'  retorted  Mrs.  Knox,  hitting  flagrantly 
below  the  belt  ;  "  and  if  you  want  beaters 
found  for  you  you  should  give  me  more  than 
five  minutes'  warning."  She  turned  with  the 
last  word  and  moved  towards  the  staircase. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  said  John 
Kane,  very  respectfully,  from  the  hall  door ; 
"  that  Sullivan  brought  this  down  for  your 
honour." 

He  placed  on  the  table  a  bottle  imperfecdy 
wrapped  in  newspaper. 

"  Tell  Sullivan,"  said  Flurry,  without  an 
instant's  hesitation,  "that  he  makes  the  worst 
potheen  in  the  country,  and  I'll  prosecute 
him  for  bringing  it  here  unless  he  comes  out 
to  beat  with  the  rest  of  you." 

Remembering  my  official  position,  I  dis- 
creetly examined  the  barrels  of  my  gun. 

"  You'll  give  him  no  such  message ! " 
screamed  Mrs.  Knox  over  the  dark  rail  of 
the  staircase  ;  "  let  him  take  himself  and  his 
apples  off  out  of  this  !  "  Then,  in  the  same 
breath,  and  almost  the  same  key,  "  Major 
Yeates,  which  do  you  prefer — curry,  or  Irish 
stew  ?  " 

The  cuisine  at  Aussolas  was  always  fraught 
with  dark  possibilities,  being  alternately  pre- 
sided over  by  bibulous  veterans  from  Dublin, 
or  aboriginal  kitchenmaids  off  the  estate. 
Feeling  as  Fair  Rosamond  might  have  felt 
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when  proffered   the  dagger  or  the  bowl,   I 
selected  curry. 

"  Then  curry  it  shall  be,"  said  Mrs.  Knox, 

with  a  sudden 
1  affa- 
n  this 
m  of 
lysun- 
le     I 


**THP.N   CURKY   IT  SHAM. 
BE,'  SAID  MRS.    KNOXZ 


k 


:  it  well 
draw, 
vereat 
other's 
Flurry, 
later. 

I  said  I  thought  not. 
"Well,   you   could    take   a    splint    off    a 

horse  with  it,"  said  Mrs.   Knox's  grandson. 
The  Aussolas  woods 

were  full  of  birds  that  J        ''^  / 

day.  Birds  bursting  out  4    ^    '/         '^ 

of    holly    bushes     like 

corks  out  of  soda-water 

bottles,   skimming   low 

under  the  branches  of 

fir  trees,  bolting  across 

rides    at    a    thousand 

miles  an  hour,  swinging 

away  through    prohibi- 
tive tree- tops ;  but  to  me 

had  befallen  the  inscrut- 
able     and      invincible 

accident  of  being  "off 

my  day,"   and,    by   an 

equal  unkindness.  Fate 

had  allotted  to  me  the 

station  next  to   Flurry. 

Every     kind     of    bird 

came    my   way   except 

the  easy  ones,  and,  as 

a  general   thing,  when 

I   had  done   no   more 


'*?/, 


than  add  a  little  pace  to  their  flight,  they  went 
down  to  Flurry,  who  never  in  my  experience 
had  been  "  off  his  day,"  and  they  seldom  went 
farther  afield.  The  beaters,  sportsmen  every 
man  of  them,  had  a  royal  time.  They  flailed 
the  bushes  and  whacked  the  tree  trunks ;  the 
discordant  chorus  of  "Hi  Cock  !  Hi  Cock  ! 
Cock  !  Cock  !  Prrrr ! "  rioted  through  the 
peaceful  woods,  and  every  other  minute  a 
yell  of  "  Mark  !  "  broke  like  a  squib  through 
the  din.  The  clamour,  the  banging  of  the 
guns,  and  the  expectancy  kept  the  nerves 
tingling ;  the  sky  between  the  grey  branches 
was  as  blue  as  Italy's  ;  despite  fingers  as  icy 
as  the  gun-barrels,  despite  the  speechless 
reproach  of  Maria,  slinking  at  my  heels  in 
unemployed  dejection,  1  enjoyed  every  breath 
of  the  frosty  day.  After  all,  hit  or  miss,  a 
good  day  with  the  cock  comes  very  near 
a  good  day  with  the  hounds,  without  taking 
into  consideration  the  comfortable  fact  that 
in  the  former  the  risk  is  all  on  the  side 
of  the  birds. 

Little  Bosanquet,  the  captain  of  Coast- 
guards, on  my  left,  was  doing  remarkably 
well,  so,  apparently,  was  Murray,  the  District 
Inspector  of  Police  ;  how  Bernard  Shute  was 
faring  I  knew  not,  but  he  was  certainly  burn- 
ing a  lot  of  powder.  At  the  end  of  the  third 
beat  I  found  myself  beside  Murray.  His  face 
was  redder  than  usual ;  even  his  freckles 
conveyed  an  impression  of  impartially 
sprinkled  cayenne  pepper. 

"  Did  you  see  Shute  just  now  ? "  he 
demanded,  in   a   ferocious  whisper.     "  Bird 


DID   YOU    SEE   SHUTE   JUST   NOW?'    HE   DEMANDKD,    IN    A    PKKOCIOU<^   WHISPER. 
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got  between  us,  and  he  blazed  straight  at 
me !  Straight  bang  in  my  face,  I  tell  you  ! 
Only  that  I  was  in  a  dead  line  with  the  bird 
he'd  have  got  me  !  " 

"  I  suppose  that  was  about  the  safest 
place,"  I  said.     "  What  did  you  do  ?  " 

"I  simply  told  him  that  if  ever  he  puts  a 
grain  into  me  I  shall  let  him  have  it  back, 
both  barrels." 

"  Everyone  says  that  to  Bernard  sooner  or 
later,"  said  I,  pacifically ;  **  he'll  settle  down 
after  lunch." 

"  We'll  all  settle  down  into  our  graves," 
grumbled  Murray,  **  that'll  be  the  end  of  it." 

After  this  it  was  scarcely  composing  to  a 
husband  and  father  to  find  Mr.  Shute  occupy- 
ing the  position  on  my  right  hand  as  we 
embarked  upon  the  last  beat  of  the  Middle 
Wood.  He  was  still  distinctly  unsettled,  and 
most  distressingly  on  the  alert.  Nothing 
escaped  his  vigilance ;  the  impossible  wood- 
pigeon,  clattering  out  of  the  wrong  side  of  a 
fir  tree,  received  its  brace  of  cartridges  as 
instantly  as  the  palpable  rabbit  fleeing  down 
the  ride  before  him,  and  with  an  equal 
immunity.  Between  my  desire  to  keep  the 
thickest  tree  trunks  between  me  and  him, 
and  the  companion  desire  that  he  should  be 


Opposite  to  us,  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
away,  was  another  and  smaller  wood,  cloth- 
ing one  side  of  the  high  promontory  near  the 
head  of  the  lake.  Flurry  and  I  were  first  out 
of  the  covert. 

"  We'll  have  time  to  run  through  the 
rhododendron  wood  before  lunch,"  he  said, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "  Here,  John  Kane  ! " 
He  put  two  fingers  in  his  mouth  and  pro- 
jected a  whistle  that  cleft  my  head  like  a 
'scimitar. 

John  Kane  emerged,  nymph-like,  from  a 
laurel  bush  in  our  immediate  vicinity. 

"'Tis  only  lost  time  to  be  beating  them 
rosydandhrums.  Master  Flurry,"  he  said, 
volubly.  "There  wasn't  a  bird  in  that  bit 
o*  wood  this  winter.  Not  a  week  passes  but 
I'm  in  it,  making  up  the  bounds  fence  against 
the  cattle,  and  I  never  seen  a  one. ' 

"You  might  be  more  apt  to  be  looking 
out  for  a  rabbit  than  a  cock,  John,"  said 
Flurry,  expressionlessly.  "  But  isn't  it  down 
in  the  lower  paddocks  you  have  the  cattle 
and  the  young  horses  this  hard  weather  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is,  sir,  it  is,  of  course,  but  indeed 
it's  hard  for  me  to  know  where  they  are,  with 
the  misthress  telling  this  one  and  that  one  to 
put   them  in  their  choice  place.      Sure  she 
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thoroughly  aware  of  my  whereabouts,  my 
shooting  during  that  beat  went  still  more  to 
pieces;  a  puff  of  feathers  wandering  softly 
down  through  the  radiant  air  was  the  sum 
total  of  my  achievements. 

The  end  of  the  beat  brought  us  to  the  end 
of  the  wood  and  out  upon  an  open  space  of 
sedgy  grass  and  bog  that  stretched  away  on 
the   right   to   the   shore   of   Aussolas    lake. 


dhrives  me  to  and  fro  in  my  mind  till  I  do 
have  a  headache  from  her." 

A  dull  rumble  came  to  us  across  the 
marsh,  and,  as  if  Mrs.  Knox  had  been 
summoned  by  her  henchman's  accusation, 
there  laboured  into  view  on  the  road  that 
skirted  the  marsh  a  long  and  dilapidated 
equipage,  silhouetted,  with  its  solitary  occu- 
pant, against  the  dull  shine  of  the  frozen  lake. 
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"  Tally-ho  !  Here  comes  the  curry  for 
you,  Major !  You'll  have  to  eat  it,  I  tell 
you  ! "  He  paused,  **  Tm  dashed  if  she 
hasn't  got  Sullivan's  pony  !  Well,  she'd  steal 
the  horns  off  a  cow  ! " 

It  was  indeed  the  grey  pony  that  paced 
demurely  in  the  shafts  of  Mrs.  Knox's  phaeton, 
and  at  its  head  marched  Sullivan  ;  fragments 
of  loud  and  apparently  agreeable  conversa- 
tion reached  us  as  the  procession  moved 
onwards  to  the  usual  luncheon  tryst  at  the 
head  of  the  lake. 

"  Come  now,  John  Kane,"  said  Flurry, 
eyeing  the  cortege^  "you're  half  your  day 
sitting  in  front  o\  the  kitchen  fire.  How 
many  of  my  rabbits  went  into  that  curry  ?  " 

"  Rabbits,  Master  Flurry,"  echoed  John 
Kane,  almost  pityingly,  "  there's  no  call  for 
them  trash  in  Aussolas  kitchen  !  And  if  we 
wanted  them  itself,  we'd  not  get  them.  I 
declare  to  me  conscience  there's  not  a  rabbit 
in  Aussolas  demesne  this  minute,  with  the 
way  your  honour  has  them  ferreted — let 
alone  the  foxes  !  " 

**  I  suppose  it's  scarcely  worth  your  while 
to  put  the  traps 
down,"  said  Flurry, 
benignly  ;  **  that's 
why  they  were  in 
the  coach  -  house 
this  morning." 

There  was  an  . 
undissembled  titter 
from  a  group  of 
beaters  in  the  back- 
ground  ;  Flurry 
tucked  his  gun  . 
under  his  arm  and 
walked  on. 

"It'd  be  no  , 
more  than  a 
charity  if  ye'd  eat 
the  lunch  now, 
sir,"  urged  John 
Kaneathis 

elbow,  in  fluent  remonstrance,  "  and  leave 
Sullivan  go  home.  Sure  it'll  be  black  night 
on  him  before  the  misthress  will  be  done  with 
him.  And  as  for  that  wood,  it's  hardly  we 
can  go  through  it,  with  the  threes  that's  down 
since  the  night  of  the  big  wind,  and  briers, 
and  all  sorts.  Sure  the  last  time  I  was 
through  it  me  pants  was  in  shreds,  and  I  was 
that  tired  when  I  got  home  I  couldn't  stoop 
to  pick  a  herrin'  off  a  tongs ;  and  as  for  the 

floods  and  the  holes  in  the  western  end " 

John  Kane  drew  a  full  breath,  and,  with  a 
trawling  glance,  gathered  Bernard  and  me 
into  his  audience.     "  I  declare  to  ye,  gintle- 
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men,  me  boots  when  I  took  them  off  was 
more  than  boots  !  They  resimbled  the  mouth 
of  a  hake ! " 

"  Oh,  shut  your  own  mouth  ! "  said  Flurry. 
The  big  rhododendron   was   one  of  the 
glories  of  Aussolas.     Its  original  progenitor 
had    been    planted   by  Flurry's  great-grand- 
mother,  and    now,   after  a   century   of  un- 
checked licence,  it  and  its  descendants  ran 
riot  among  the  pine  stems  on  the  hillside 
above  the  lake,  and  in  June  clothed  a  pre- 
cipitous half-acre  with  infinite  varieties  of  pale 
mysterious  mauve.     The  farm  road  by  which 
Mrs.   Knox   had   traversed   the   marsh   here 
followed  obediently  the  spurs  of  the  wood 
and   creeks  of   the  shore  in  their  alternate 
give  and  take.      From    the   exalted  station 
that  had  been  given  me  on  the  brow  of  the 
hill  I  looked  down  on  it  between  the  trunks 
of    the    pine    trees,    and    saw,    instead    of 
mysterious  mauve  blossoms,  the  defiant  purple 
of  Mrs.  Knox's  bonnet,  glowing,  motionless, 
in  a  sheltered  and  sunny  angle  of  the  road 
just  where  it  met  the  wood.     She  was  drawn 
up  in  her  phaeton  with  her  back  to  a  tumble- 
down   erection    of 
stones      and 
branches  that  was 
supposed    to    bar 
the   way   into   the 
wood  ;.  beside  her 
was  the,  great  fiat 
boulder   that    had 
for    generations 
been  the  table  for 
shooting    lunches. 
How,  in  any  area 
of     less     than     a 
quarter  of  a  mile, 
Sullivan   had  con- 
trived to  turn  the 
phaeton  was  known 
only  to  himself,  but 
he      had     accom- 
plished it,  and  was 
now  adding  to  the  varied  and  unforeseen  occu- 
pations of  his  day  the  task  of  unpacking  the 
luncheon  basket.    As  I  waited  for  the  whistle 
that  was  the  signal  for  the  beat  to  begin  I 
viewed  the  proceedings  up  to  the  point  where 
Sullivan,  now  warming  artistically  to  his  work, 
had  crowned  the  arrangement  with  the  bottle 
of  potheen. 

It  was  at  that  moment  that  I  espied  John 
Kane  break  from  a  rhododendron  bush 
beside  the  phaeton  with  a  sack  over  his 
shoulder.  This,  as  far  as  I  could  see  through 
the  branches,  he  placed  upon  Mrs.  Knox's  lap, 
the  invaluable  Sullivan  hurrying  to  his  aid. 
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riie  next  instant  I  saw  Murray  arrive  and 
take  up  his  allotted  station  upon  the  road  ; 
John  Kane  retired  into  the  evergreen  thicket 
as  abruptly  as  he  had  emerged  from  it, 
Flurry's  whistle  sounded,  and  the  yells  of 
"  Hi  Cock "  began  again. 

We  moved  forward  very  slowly,  in  order  to 
keep  station  with  Murray,  who  had  to  follow 
on  the  road  the  outer  curve  of  the  wood, 
while  we  struck  straight  across  it  It  was  a 
wood  of  old  and  starveling  trees,  strangled  by 
ivy,  broken  by  combat  with  each  other  in  the 
storms  that  rushed  upon  them  up  the  lake ; 
it  was  two  years  since  I  had  last  been  through 
it,  and  I  remembered  well  the  jungle  of  ferns 
and  the  undergrowth  of  briers  that  had 
shredded  the  pants  of  John  Kane,  and  had 
held  in  their  thorny  depths  what  Flurry  had 
described  as  "  a  dose  of  cock."  To-day  the 
woods  seemed  strangely  bare,  and  remarkably 
out  of  keeping  ^ith  John  Kane's  impassioned 
indictment ;  the  ferns,  even  the  bracken,  had 
almost  disappeai-ed,  the  brier  -  brakes  were 
broken  down  and  laced  with  black  paths, 
and  in  the  frozen  paste  of  dead  leaves  and 
peat  mould  the  hoof- marks  of  cattle  and 
horses  bore  witness  against  them,  like  the 
thumb-prints  of  a  criminal.  In  .the  first  ten 
minutes  not  a  gun  had  been  let  off;  I 
anticipated  pleasantly,  if  inadequately,  the 
remarks  that  Flurry  would  address  to  John 
Kane  at  the  conclusion  of  the  beat.  To  fore- 
shadow John  Kane's  reply  to  Flurry  was  a 
matter  less  simple. 

Bernard  Shute  was  again  the  next  gun 
on  my  left,  and  kept,  as  was  his  wont, 
something  ahead  of  his  due  place  in  the 
line ;  of  this  I  did  not  complain,  it  made  it 
all  the  easier  to  keep  my  eye  on  him.  The 
idle  cartridges  in  his  gun  were  obviously 
intolerable  to  him;  as  he  crossed  a  little 
glade  he  discharged  both  barrels  into  the 
firmament,  where,  far  above,  in  tense  flight 
and  steady  as  a  constellation,  moved  a 
wedge  of  wild  geese.  The  wedge  con- 
tinued its  course  unshaken,  but,  as  if 
lifted  by  the  bang,  the  first  woodcock  of 
the  beat  got  up  in  front  of  me,  and  swung 
away  into  the  rhododendrons.  "Mark!" 
I  shouted,  loosing  an  innocuous  cartridge 
after  him.  Mr.  Shute  was  equal  to  the  occa- 
sion, and  let  fly  his  usual  postman's  knock 
with  both  barrels.  In  instant  response  there 
arose  from  behind  the  rhododendrons  the 
bray  of  a  donkey,  fraught  with  outrage  and 
terror,  followed  by  crashing  of  branches  and 
the  thunderous  galloping  of  many  hoofs,  and 
I  had  a  glimpse  of  a  flying  party  of  cattle 
and  horses  bursting  from  the  rhododendron 


bushes  and  charging  down  a  grassy  slope  in 
the  direction  of  the  road.  Every  tail  was  in 
the  air,  the  cattle  bellowed,  and  the  donkey, 
heading  the  flight,  did  not  cease  to  proclaim 
his  injuries. 

"How  many  of  them  have  you  hit?"  I 
shouted. 

"  I  believe  I  got  'em  all,  bar  the  cock ! " 
returned  Mr.  Shute,  with  ecstasy  scarcely 
tempered  by  horror. 

I  hastened  to  the  brow  of  the  hill,  and 
thence  beheld  Mrs.  Knox's  live-stock  pre- 
cipitate themselves  on  to  the  road  and  turn 
as  one  man  in  the  direction  of  home.  With 
a  promptitude  for  which  I  have  never  been 
given  sufficient  credit  I  shoved  my  gun  into 
the  branches  of  a  tree  and  ran  back  through 
the  wood  at  my  best  pace.  In  that  glimpse 
of  the  rout  I  had  recognised  the  streaming 
mane,  chestnut  and  white  legs  of  the  venerable 
Trinket,  the  most  indomitable  old  rogue  that 
had  ever  reared  up  generations  of  foals  in 
the  way  they  should  not  go,  and  I  knew  by 
repute  that  once  she  was  set  going  it  would 
take  more  to  stop  her  than  the  half-demohshed 
barricade  at  the  entrance  to  the  wood. 

As  I  ran  I  seemed  to  see  Trinket  and 
her  disciples  hurling  themselves  upon  Mrs. 
Knox's  phaeton  and  Sullivan's  pony,  with 
what  results  no  man  could  telL  I'hey  had, 
however,  first  to  circumnavigate  the  promon- 
tory; my  chance  was,  by  crossing  it  at  the 
neck,  to  get  to  the  phaeton  before  them. 
The  going  was  bad  and  the  time  was  shprt ; 
I  went  for  all  I  was  worth,  and  Maria, 
mystified  but  burning  with  zeal,  preceded  me 
with  kangaroo  leaps  and  loud  and  hysterical 
barks. 

A  mossy  wall  ringed  the  verge  of.  the 
hill ;  I  followed  Maria  over  it,  and  the  wall, 
or  a  good  part  of  it,  followed  me  down  the 
hill.  I  plunged  onward,  amid  the  coiling 
stems  and  branches  of  the  big  rhododen- 
drons, an  illuminative  flash  of  the  purple 
bonnet  giving  me  my  bearings.  A  sort  of 
track  revealed  itself,  doubling  and  dodging, 
and  dropping  down  rocky  slides,  as  if  in 
flight  before  me.  It  was  near  the  foot  of  the 
hill  that  a  dead  branch  extended  a  claw  and, 
with  human  malignity,  plucked  my  eyeglass 
from  my  eye  and  snapped  the  cord ;  the  eye- 
glass, entering  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing, 
aimed  for  the  nearest  stone  and  hit  it  It 
is  the  commonest  of  disasters  for  the  short- 
sighted, yet  custom  cannot  stale  it  I  made 
the  usual  comment,  with  the  usual  fervour 
and  futility,  and  continued  to  blunder  for- 
ward in  all  the  discomfort  of  half  sight.  The 
trumpeting  of  the  donkey  heralded  the  on- 
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coming  of  the  stampede;  I  broke  my  way 
through  the  last  of  the  rhododendrons  and 
tumbled  out  on  to  the  road  twenty  yards 
ahead  of  the  phaeton. 

Sullivan's  pony  was  on  its  hind  legs  and 
Sullivan  was  hanging  on  to  its  head.  Mrs. 
Knox  was  sitting  erect  in  the  phaeton  with 
the  reins  in  her  hand. 

"  Get  out,  ma'am  !  Get  out !  "  Sullivan 
was  howling,  as  I  scrambled  to  my  feet. 

"  Don't  be  a  fool ! "  replied  Mrs.  Knox, 
without  moving. 

The  stampede  was  by  this  time  confronted 
by  the  barrier.  There  was  not,  however,  a 
moment  of  hesitation ;  Trinket  came  rocket- 
ting  out  over  it  as  if  her  years  were  four 
instead  of  four-and-twenty  ;  she  landed  with 
her  white  nose  nearly  in  the  back  seat  of  the 


get  the  pony's  head  into  chancery  under 
his  arm  ;  foreseeing  the  issue,  1  made  for  the 
old  lady  with  the  intention  of  dragging  her 
from  the  carriage.  She  was  at  the  side 
farthest  from  me,  and  I  got  one  foot  into  the 
phaeton  and  grasped  at  her. 

At  that  precise  moment  the  pony  broke 
away  with  a  jerk  that  pitched  me  on  to  my 
knees  on  the  mat  at  her  feet.  Simultaneously 
I  was  aware  of  Sullivan  at  the  opposite  side 
catching  Mrs.  Knox  to  his  bosom  as  the 
phaeton  whirled  past  him,  while  I,  as  sole 
occupant,  wallowed  prone  upon  a  heap  of 
rugs.  That  ancient  vehicle  banged  in  and 
out  of  the  ruts  with  an  agility  ill-befitting  its 
years,  while,  with  extreme  caution  and  the  aid 
of  the  side  rail,  I  gained  the  seat  vacated  by 
Mrs.  Knox,  and  holding  on  there  as  best  I 


i 
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WAS  AWARB  OP  SULLIVAN  CATCHING   MRS.    KNOX   TO   HIS   BOSOM   AS  THE  PHAETON   WHIRLED   PAST  HIM. 


phaeton,  got  past  with  a  swerve  and  a  slip  up, 
and  went  away  for  her  stable  with  her  tail 
over  her  back,  followed  with  stag-like  agility 
by  her  last  foal,  her  last  foal  but  one,  and  the 
donkey,  with  the  young  cattle  hard  on  their 
flying  heels.  Bernard,  it  was  very  evident, 
had  peppered  them  impartially  all  round. 

I  found  myself  snatching  blindly  at  what- 
ever came  to  my  hand  of  the  head-stall  of 
Sullivan's  pony,  who  was  alternately  ramping 
heraldically,  and  wriggling  like  an  eel  in  the 
clutches  of  Sullivan.  What  I  caught  was 
a  mingled  handful  of  forelock  and  browband  ; 
the  pony  twitched  back  his  head  with  the 
cunning  that  is  innate  in  ponies,  and  the 
headstall,  which  was  a  good  two  sizes  too 
large,  slid  over  its  ears  as  though  they  had 
been  buttered,  and  remained,  bit  and  all,  in 
my  hand.  There  was  a  moment  of  struggle 
in  which  Sullivan  made  a  ci  editable  effort  to 
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could,  was  aware  that  I  was  being  seriously 
run  away  with  by  the  appleman's  pony,  on 
whom  my  own  disastrous  hand  had  bestowed 
his  freedom. 

The  flying  gang  in  front,  enlivened  no 
doubt  by  the  noise  in  their  rear,  maintained 
a  stimulating  lead.  We  were  now  clear  of  the 
wood,  and  the  frozen  ditches  of  the  cause- 
way awaited  me  on  either  side  in  steely 
parallel  lines  ;  out  in  the  open  the  frost  had 
turned  the  ruts  to  iron,  and  it  was  here  that 
the  phaeton,  entering  into  the  spirit  of  the 
thing,  began  to  throw  out  ballast.  The 
cushions  of  the  front  seat  were  the  first  to 
go,  followed  with  a  bomb-like  crash  by  a 
stone  hot  water  jar,  that  had  lurked  in  the 
depths  of  the  rugs.  It  was  in  negotiating  a 
stiffish  out-crop  of  rock  in  the  track  that  the 
back  seat  broke  loose  and  fell  to  earth  with 
a  hollow  thump  ;  with  a  corresponding  thump 
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I  returned  to  my  seat  from  a  considerable 
altitude,  and  found  that  in  the  mterval  the 
cushion  had  removed  itself  from  beneath  me 
and  followed  its  fellows  overboard.  Near  the 
end  of  the  causeway  we  were  mto  Trmket  s 
rearguard,  one  of  whom,  a  bouncmg  young 
heifer,  slammed  a  kick  mto  the  ponys  ribs 
as  he  drew  level  with  her,  partly  as  a 
witticism,  partly  as  a  token  o\  contempt 
With  that  the  end  came.  The  pony  wrenched 
to  the  left ;  the  off  front  wheel  jammed  m  a 
rut,  came  off,  and  the  phaeton  rose  like  a  live 
thing  beneath  me  and  bucked  me  out  on  to 
the  road. 

A  succession  of  crashes  told  that  the  pony 
was  making  short  work  of  the  dash-board. 
For  my  part  1  lay  something  stunned  and 
with  a  twisted  ankle  on  the  crisp  whitened 
grass  of  the  causeway,  and  wondered  dully 
why  I  was  surrounded  by  dead  rabbits. 

By  the  time  1  had  pulled  myself  together 
Sullivan's  pony  was  continuing  his  career, 
accompanied  by  a  fair  proportion  of  the 
phaeton,,  and  on  the  road  lay  an  inexplicable 
sack,  with  a  rabbit,  like  Benjamin's  cup,  in 
its  mouth. 

Not  less  inexplicable  was  the  appearance 
of  Minx,  my  wife's  fox-terrier,  whom  1  had 
last  seen  in  an  armchair  by  the  drawing-room 
fire  at  Shreelane,  and  now,  in  the  role  of  the 
faithful  St.  Bernard,  was  licking  my  face 
lavishly  and  disgustingly.  Her  attentions 
had  the  traditional  reviving  effect.  1  sat  up 
and  dashed  her  from  me,  and  in  so  doing 
beheld,  in  the  distance,  my  wife  in  the  act 
of  taking  refuge  in  the  frozen  ditch,  as  tUe 
cavalcade  swept  past,  the  phaeton  and  pony 
bringing  up  the  rear,  like  artillery. 

"What  has  happened?  Are  you  hurl?" 
she  screamed,  speeding  to  me. 

"1  am  ;  very  much  hurt,"  I  said,  with 
what  was,  I  think,  justifiable  ill  -  temper, 
almost  annoyed  to  find  that  my  leg  was  not 
broken. 


"  But,  dearest  Sinclair,"  panted  Philippa. 
now  bending  over  me,  "  has  he  shot  you  ? 
I  got  so  frightened  about  you  that  I  bicycled 
over  to — Ugh  !  good  gracious  " — as  she  trod 
on  and  into  a  mound  of  rabbits — "  what  are 
you  doing  with  all  these  horrible  things  ?  " 

I  looked  back  in  the  direction  from  which 
I  had  come,  and  saw  Mrs.  Knox  advancing 
along  the  causeway  arm-in-arm  with  the  now 
inevitable  Sulhvan  (who,  it  may  not  be  out 
of  place  to  remind  the  reader,  had  come  to 
Aussolas  early  in  the  morning  with  the  pure 
and  single  intention  of  buying  apples).  In 
Mrs.  Knox's  disengaged  arm  was  something 
that  I  discerned  to  be  the  bottle  of  potheen, 
and  I  instantly  resolved  to  minimize  the 
extent  of  my  injuries.  Flurry  and  various 
Items  of  the  shooting  party  were  converging 
upon  us  from  the  wood  by  as  many  and 
various  short  cuts. 

"  1  don't  quite  know  what  I  am  doing  with 
the  rabbits,"  I  replied,  "but  I  rather  think 
I'm  giving  them  away." 

As  I  spoke  something  darted  past  Mrs. 
Knox,  something  that  looked  like  a  bundle 
of  rags  in  a  cyclone,  but  was,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  my  faithful  water-spaniel,  Maria.  She 
came  on  in  zig-zag  bounds,  in  short,  maniacal 
rushes.  Twice  she  flung  herself  by  the  road- 
side and  rolled  her  snout  into  the  ground, 
like  the  coulter  of  a  plough.  Her  eyes  were 
starting  from  her  head,  her  tail  was  tucked 
between  her  legs.  She  tore  frantically  with 
her  claws  at  the  solid  ice  of  a  puddle. 

"  She's  mad  !  She's  gone  mad  ! "  exclaimed 
Philippa,  snatching  up  as  a  weapon  some- 
thing that  looked  like  a  frying-pan,  but  was, 
I  believe,  the  step  of  the  phaeton. 

Maria  was  by  this  time  near  enough  for 
me  to  discern  a  canary-coloured  substance 
masking  her  muzzle. 

"Yes,  she's  quite  mad,"  I  replied,  possessed 
by  a  spirit  of  divination  ;  "  she's  been  eating 
the  rabbit-curry." 


SHE  CAME  ON   IN  ZIQ-ZAG  BOUNDS." 
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N  the  cover  and  title  page  of  the 
last  issue  of  The  Strand  Maga- 
zine a  tiny,  but  most  important, 
announcement  was   made  which, 


The  ancient  rulers  of  Egypt  delighted 
to  perpetuate  their  memory  by  means  of 
colossal  monuments,  which  generally  took 
the  form  of  a  pyramid.    .One  of  the  most 


If  the  80,000,000  "  Strand  Magazines  "  were  to  be  built  up  in  pyramidal  form,  the  result  would  dwarf  the 

Pyramid  of  Cheops. 


then  reached  its  two  hun- 
dredth number.  A  new 
generation  has  grown  up 
since  that  day  in  December, 
1890,  when  Number  One, 
w^ith  its  pale  blue  cover,  now 
so  familiar,  first  appeared  on 
the  bookstalls.  What  events 
have  happened  since  then — 
what  changes  have  come  over 
the  world,  and,  not  least,  over 
the  world  of  literature  and  of 
periodicals  and  newspapers ! 
Yet  The  Strand  has  not  only 
survived  these  manifold  and 
amazing  changes,  of  most  of 
which  it  was  itself  the  cause, 
but  it  continues  as  popular 
as  when  it  first  made  its 
modest  bow  to  the  public. 

From  the  summit  of  a  201st 
number  we  may  profitably 
cast  a  glance  or  two  behind 
and  note  a  few  surprising 
facts  connected  with  our  mere 
material  achievement.  For 
one  thing,  79,363,000— or,  in 
round  numbers,  80,000,000 
— copies  of  The  Strand 
Magazine  have  been  pub- 
lished. At  first  blush  it  is 
hard  to  realize  what  this 
means.  Mankind  does  not 
easily  think  in  millions,  espe- 
cially when  the  units  are  so 
complex  and  varied  as  each 
number  of  this  magazine. 


This  illustration  shows  a  fegment  of 
the  greit  wall,  24  miles  in  length 
and  270  feet  high,  which  it  would 
be  possible  to  build  with  80,000.000 
"Strand  Magazines**  round  the 
London  four-mile  radius. 


famous  examples  of  this 
species  of  constructive  in- 
genuity is  the  Pyramid  of 
Cheops,  481  feet  high,  but, 
mammoth  erection  though 
this  be,  it  would  be  dwarf- 
like  by  the  side  of  a  similar 
pyramid  composed  of  the 
80,000,000  Strand  Maga- 
zines already  given  to  the 
world. 

To  come  nearer  home,  an 
ingenious  builder  could,  with 
the  aforesaid  materials  at 
his  disposal,  construct 
a  barrier  around  London's 
twenty  -  four  -  mile  circle,  of 
which  Charing  Cross  is  the 
centre,  which  would  be 
270  feet  in  height,  and  so 
completely  screen  the  greatest 
city  in  the  world  from  the 
eye  of  all  suburban  be- 
holders. Our  second  illus- 
tration shows  a  segment  of 
this  imaginary  rampart  cross- 
ing the  four- mile  radius  at 
Hammersmith,  closely  adja- 
cent to  St.  Paul's  School. 

To  take  another  example : 
suppose  the  lines  of  type  in 
every  copy  of  The  Strand 
were  to  be  joined  together 
so  as  to  form  one  enormous 
line.  To  what  distance 
would  it  reach  ?  Now,  in 
each     number    of    this 
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together,  reach  from  the  earth  to  the  planet  Mars.      The    line  of  type  is  here  shown 
running  up  the  centre  of  the  beam  of  light. 


A  monument  closely  compacted  of 

**  Strand   Magazines  "  would   make 

*he  famous  London  Monument  seem 

tiny  in  comparison. 


magazine  there  is,  approxi- 
mately, three-quarters  of  a 
mile  of  type.  The  sum- 
total  of  the  whole  would  be 
60,000,000 .  miles,  and  this 
would  traverse  the  vast  im- 
mensity of  space  to  where 
far-away  Mars,  even  when 
at  its  greatest  distance  from 
the  earth,  twinkles  in  the 
heavens. 

If  the  total  output  of 
magazines  were  compacted 
intof  a  column  of  the  pro- 
portions of  the  Lx)ndon 
Monument,  which  reaches 
to  a  height  of  202  feet, 
the  manner  in  which  The 
Strand  Monument  would 
dwarf  its  exemplar  may  be 
seen  by  a  glance  at  the 
accompanying  diagram. 

Mountain- 
climbing  pro- 
vides another 
example  of 
that  ancient 
formula,  "The 
higher  the 
fewer."  That 
is  to  say,  for 
each  intrepid 
climber  who 


o 


masters  the  secret  of  Mount 
Everest,  the  highest  moun- 
tain on  the  earth,  there  are, 
we  suppose,  a  thousand  who 
pant  laboriously  up  the  snowy 
fastnesses  of  Mont  Blanc. 
There  are  few,  we  think,  who 
would  dare  the  ascent  of  a 
mountain  of  Strand  Maga- 
zines, for,  although  Everest 
can  boast  of  raising  his  peak 
skywards  five  and  a  half 
miles  above  the  ocean — quite 
a  respectable  height  in  its 
way — yet,  were  the  afore- 
mentioned 80,000,000 
Strands  to  be  laid  flat  one 
above  the  other,  they  would 
tower  to  an  altitude  of  474 
miles  in  the  air. 

The  Strand  may  be  said 
to  be  the  pioneer  of  the 
modern  sixpenny  magazines, 
which  aim  at  universal 
The 
of 
six- 


popularity, 
spectacle 
80,000,000 
penny- bits  placed 
in  a  row  might  form 
the  day  -  dream  of 
an  impecunious 
schoolboy.  It  is 
one  the  adult  mind 
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If  the  80,000,000  "  Strands  " 
were  piled  one  on  top  of  the 
other  they  would  attain  the 
enormous  altitude  of  474  milet. 
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cannot  of  itself  conceive.  Yet  were  all 
the  sixpences  which  the  public  have 
tendered  in  payment  for  their  favourite 
periodical  to  be  formed  into  a  gigantic 
line,  the  result  might  considerably  astonish 
even  those  accustomed  to  colossal  calcu- 
lations. Suppose  a  man  were  to  start 
laying  sixpences  upon  the  ground  at  John 
o'  Groat's,  and  he  were  to  continue  south- 
wards   doling    out    his    80,000,000 

coins  as  he  went,  he  would  probably 
die  of  ennui  before  he  had  com- 
pleted the  first  thousand  yards ;  but 
supposing  him  to  survive  a  journey 
lasting  six  months,  and  he  were  to 
plank  down  his  sixpences  along  the 
roadway  so  that  the  rim  of  one  just 
touched  the  rim  of  the  other  in 
front  of  it,  he  would  be  able  to 
traverse  the  length  of  Scotland  and, 
passing  through  York  and  London, 
wend  his  way  westward  to  Land's 
End  ere  his  vast  store  of  specie 
came  to  an  end. 

Even  in  these  days  of  transport 


The  sixpences  paid  by  purchasers  would,  if  laid  in  a 
line,  reach  from  Land's  Elnd  to  John  o*  Groat's  via  London. 


To  transport  by  rail  the  60.000,000  **  Strands  **  would 
require  4,630  trucks,  which  would  extend  over  30  miles. 

by  leviathans,  a  train  over  thirty  miles  long 
would  be  a  rather  astonishing  spectacle. 
Nevertheless,  such  a  vehicle  would  be  re- 
quired to  carry  the  total  number  of  Strand 
Magazines  that  have  been  poured  forth 
from  our  publishing  offices  during  the  last 
sixteen  and  a  half  years.  To  total  up  the 
number  of  trucks  here  depicted  would  be  a 
laborious  task.  There  are  4,630  of  them,  and 
each  contains  over  17,000  magazines. 

To  the  two  hundred  numbers  most  of 
the  leading  writers  of  the  day  have  con- 
tributed. If  we  could  imagine  the  Editor-in- 
Chief  holding  a  public  reception  of  his  chief 
contributors,  we  should  conjure  up,  as  our 
artist  has  done,  a  scene  of  astonishing  literary 
interest. 

The  difficulty  is  to  find  what  name  of  great 
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1.  Mrs.  C.  N.  Williamson.  2.  C.  N.  Williamson.  3.  Grant  Allen.  4.  Miss  Florence  Warden.  5.  E.  W.  Hornung. 
12.  W.  W.  Jacobs.  13.  Sir  R.  Ball.  14.  Cecil  Raleigh.  15.  Miss  Braddon.  16.  Manville  Fcnn.  17  H.  G.  Wells. 
23.  Sir  Gilbert  Parker.  74.  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade.  25.  Lord  Avebury.  26.  Miss  Winifred  Graham.  27.  A.  E.  W.  Mason. 
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LITERARY  CONTRIBUTORS  TO  "THE  STRAND.**  WHOSE   PORTRAITS   APPEAR  AS   FOLLOWS  :- 
6.  Clement  Scott.        7.    Frankfort  Moore.        8.  Max  O'Rell.         9.    Quiller   Couch.        10.  W.  B.  Maxwell.        11.  "  Rita. 
18.    Dr.    Nansen.  19.    Miss    Marie    Corelli.  20.    Max    Pemberion.        21.    Arthur    Morrison.        22.     H.    W.    Lucy. 

38.  Hall  Catne.  29.  J.  Holt  Schooling.  30.  CutclifTe  Hyne.  31.  Mme.  Snrah  Bernhardt.  32.  F.  Marion  Crawford. 
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contemporary  note  is 
absent  from  the  list, 
although  the  illustra- 
tor was  unable,  on 
account  of  space,  to 
include  more  than 
fifty  of  our  more  pro- 
minent contributors. 

The  illustrations  of 
The  Strand  have 
ever  been  one  of  its 
most  important  fea- 
tures. Of  these  there 
have  been  no  fewer 
than  30,000,  the 
originals  of  which 
have  been  produced 
by  hundreds  of  the 
cleverest  artists  of  the 
day.  These  designs 
vary  very  much  in 
size,  but  it  is  found 
that,  on  an  average, 
each  is  something 
over  one  foot  square. 
This  would  represent 
rather  more  than 
30,000  square  feet  of 
wall  space,  or  suffi- 
cient to  form  a  picture 
exhibition  for  which 
it  would  require  the 
British  National 
Gallery,  the  Louvre, 
and  the  Berlin  Gallery 
to  supply  adequate 
hanging  space. 

It    may    prove    of 
interest  to  our 
learn  that  abou 
has    been    spe 
literary   conten 
Strand.     The 
of  cost,  howeve 
the     paper, 
of    which 
40,000     tons 
have     been 
used,  at  a  cost 

of^963»24i. 
Think  of  a 
paper  bill  of 
nearly  a  mil-  • 
lion  sterling  ! 
After  the 
Bible  the 
volumes  most 
circulated  are 
^hakespeare 


THtC   NATIONAL  GALLKKV,    BEKLIN. 


THK    I.OUVRE,    PARIS. 


THE  NATIONAL  GALLEKY,    LONDON. 

To  secure  reasonable  wall-space  for  the  30,000  originals 

of  the  pictures   in  "The  Strand/'  our  own  National 

Gallery,  the  Louvre,  and  the  Berlin  Galleries  would 

be  required. 


The  above  figure  represents  the  circulation  of  "The  Strand    Magazine*'  as 
compared  with  the  circulation  o(  the  most  popular  authors  in  the  language. 


and  Bunyan.  Of  the 
former,  in  various 
editions,  not  fewer 
than  4,000,000  copies 
have  been  sold.  Of 
modern  writers 
Mr.  Hall  Caine,  Mrs. 
Humphry  Ward,  Miss 
Marie  Corelli,  Mr. 
Kipling,  Mr.  Thomas 
Hardy,  Mr.  Barrie, 
and  others  have  been 
gratified  with  large 
sales  of  their  enter- 
taining productions. 
But,  estimating  their 
sales  as  accurately  as 
possible,  and  compar- 
ing them  with  the 
80,000,000  copies 
published  of  The 
Strand,  the  lustre 
of  their  respective 
achievements  is,  as 
the  following  dia- 
gram shows,  some- 
what dimmed. 

Nothing  in  the  fore- 
going has  been  said 
about  a  very  important 
and   popular   part  of 
the    magazine  —  that 
'part  devoted  to  adver- 
tisements.     Statistics 
dealing  with  this  de- 
partment would  yield 
equally     striking     re- 
sults,    for    The 
rand  Maga- 
E    has    been 
)gnised      from 
5  first  num- 
to    the    last 
one     of    the 
t  advertising 
liums    in    the 
rid,     and 
I    amount    of 
trade     which 
has     been 
t  ran  sacted 
through  its 
pages  is  such 
as,  if  it  were 
set    forth    in 
figures,  would 
fairly  stagger 
the    imagina- 
tion. 
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AGUELONNE-LA-SAU- 
VAGE,  a  cabin  of  cane  and 
straw  overrun  with  trellised 
roses,  shaded  by  tamarisks — 
the  station  is  a  mere  oasis  in 
the  limitless  grassy  wilderness 
of  the  Camargue. 

In  the  month  of  May  alone  pilgrims  pass 
by  on  the  route  to  the  HoIy-Maries-by-the- 
Sea ;  and  for  the  three  days  of  the  fete  the 
steel  bars  of  the  toy  railway,  which  stretch 
between  the  unknown  cities  of  the  north  and 
the  southern  sea,  are  humming  with  trains 
that  bear  the  sick  to  and  fro  in  their  questing 
of  health.  After  that  the  Camargue  is  still 
again  but  for  the  wind  in  the  reeds  and  tall 
grasses.  •• 

Once,  on  the  third  day  of  the  fete,  the 
station-master  beckoned  his  wife  out  from 
behind  the  sun-screen  to  see  a  horseman 
who  came  riding  in  from  the  west  over  the 
trackless  prairie.  He  was  dressed  like  a 
"guardian  "  or  horse-drover  of  the  plains,  and 
bestrode  an  enormous  young  cream-coloured 
giant  of  a  beast,  thick -jointed,  square  built, 
short -necked,  broad -faced,  ugly  as  a  devil, 
but  "  What  a  horse  ! "  said  the  station-master. 
"The  creature  could  keep  on  till  the  Judg- 
ment Day." 

But  his  wife  was  looking  at  the  rider,  who 
had  dismounted  some  rods  away,  and  stood 
nearly  a  head  taller  than  his  bearer,  looking 
southward  for  the  train. 

"  Holy  Maries  ! "  said  she  to  herself,  "  what 
a  man  ! " 

Then  the  train  cut  short  her  admiration, 
though  she  watched  still,  with  her  babies 
clinging  about  her  skirts,  and  the  youngest 
in  her  arms.  She  saw  the  stranger  make  a 
swift,  keen  examination  of  all  his  saddle- 
gear,  saw  him  lead  his  horse  so  near  the 
advancing  train  that  for  a  moment  she 
thought  both  would  go  under  the  wheels. 
Then  she  saw  the  beast  standing  quietly, 
though  untied,  and  the  man  walking  along 
the  first-class  carriages,  even  before  they 
stopped,  as  if  he  expected  to  find  someone 
he  knew. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 37. 


One  moment  she  looked  away,  to  learn 
who  might  be  getting  out  at  Maguelonne-la- 
Sauvdge ;  the  next  she  was  aware  of  a 
scream,  a  rush,  a  galloping  horse,  and  the 
disappearance  of  the  stranger  who  had 
fascinated  her.  Then  she  was  one  of  a 
little  crowd  on  the  station  platform,  stand- 
ing among  the  tangle  of  roses,  and  watching 
a  man  and  a  horse  and  something  blue  that 
they  carried,  plunging  into  the  sunset — spell- 
bound until  the  beast  and  the  rider  and  the 
blue  streak  had  become  a  blurred,  dark 
mass,  and  this  had  diminished  to  a  speck 
and  was  drowned  in  the  waves  of  grass. 

All  this  time  the  locomotive  had  been 
quietly  puffing,  while  the  engine-driver  and 
the  fireman  gaped  with  the  others ;  and  an 
elderly  lady,  very  blond,  very  pink,  had  been 
alternately  shrieking  and  fainting  in  the  arms 
of  her  maid — without  tears,  be  it  remarked, 
which  would  have  injured  the  surface  of  her 
face. 

When  at  last  the  crowd  turned  to  her, 
pursuit  long  since  having  become  hopeless, 
she  piped  : — 

"  I  am  the  Marquise  de  Valincourt-Rougy, 
and  my  daughter — oh,  my  daughter " 

"  But  who — who — who  ?  "  demanded  the 
sympathetic  onlookers.  Alas  !  the  lady  had 
begun  fainting  too  soon  to  know. 

"Did  nobody  observe  him?"  asked  a  voice. 

"  I  did,"  said  the  station-master's  wife. 

"  And  what  was  he  like  ?  " 

So  amazing  had  been  the  stranger's  effect 
upon  this  good  woman  that  she  could  not 
find  it  in  her  heart  to  betray  him.  "  Nothing 
unusual,"  she  lied. 

Well,  the  engine-driver  drew  a  long  breath, 
and  said  the  train  must  be  on  its  way ;  the 
station-master  retired  within  his  reed  cabin 
to  telegraph  up  and  down  the  line ;  the  faint- 
ing marquise  was  left  in  many  willing  hands, 
honoured  by  contact  with  the  aristocracy  ;  the 
few  natives  of  Maguelonne-la-Sauvage,  after 
a  buzz  of  excited  talk,  dispersed  along  the 
footpaths ;  the  train  continued  its  moderate 
pace  to  Aries  ;  and  before  sunset  the 
little   adventure   was   concluded.      Mile,  de 
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Valincourt-Rougy  had  disappeared  from  the 
ken  of  her  little  society,  which  swings  on  an 
orbit  between  Paris  and  the  Riviera,  with  its 
centre  in  a  certain  old  chiteau  overlooking 
the  Saone ;  and  equally  from  the  ken  of  the 
great  newspapers  that  gird  the  visible  world. 
All  that  was  known  was  that  somewhere  in 
the  savage,  lonely  west  she  had  vanished 
utterly. 

Just  as  the  news  was  first  flashed  about, 
the  girl  herself  was  struggling  into  a  dim  per- 
ception of  what  had  happened.      After  the 
rush  of  terror,  when  she  had  been  lifted  from 
the  train  and  swung  somewhere  on  high,  she 
had  fainted  ;  and  for  a  while  after  she  had 
come  to  her  senses  she  felt  only  the  poiind 
of  hoofs,  the  sweep  and  beating  of  the  wind, 
the  swish  of  grasses  and   crackle  of  reeds, 
with   occasionally  a    splashing    Sound,   and 
twice  or  thrice  the  flip  of  water  against  her 
cheek.     She  lay  still,  just  as  she  had  been 
flung,   with   her  eyes   pressed   hard   against 
some   rough   woollen   stuff",   and 
closed — poor  little   ostrich  ! — t 
the  situation.     Her  memory  wj 
busy  trying  to  piece  together  whj 
had  happened.     She  had  thougl 
the  big,  red-faced  man  was  meai 
ing  to  enter  the  railway  carriage 
but   as  she  moved  to  hold  h( 
skirts  aside,  he  had  looked  dow 
at    her    and    asked,    "  Mile,    c 
Valincourt-Rougy  ?  "     Doubtles 
in  her  amazement  at    the  que 
tion,  she  had  nodded  or  lookc 
assent.  .  .  .    Then  had  come  tl 
whirl  and  tumult  of  motion  an 
flight,    and   the   past   had   fade 
away  with  her  mother's  shriek. 

By  degrees  her  courage  revive 
and  she  moved  her  face  a  litt 
and  opened  her  eyes.     She  four 
herself  between  the  waving,  crear 
coloured    mane  of   a  horse  ar 
an   immense    grey  flannel   che 
overhung    by  a  thick,  dark 
beard,  in   which   she  could 
see  a  few  threads   of    grey. 
Higher  she  dared  not  look 
at  first ;   but  let  her  glance 
sweep  the   darkening    hori- 
zon.     Then,    with    sudden 
determination   to  know   the 
worst,  she  began  to  struggle 
in  the   man's   arms.     As   if 
divining     her    purpose,    he 
relaxed  his  grip,  even   held  h< 
away  a   little  —  that    she   migl 
stare   at    him    h^T  fill.      And  at 


once  her  eyes  were  held,  as  those  of  the  station- 
master's  wife  had  been,  by  the  power  that 
flashed  from  the  protruding  blue  eyes,  by  the 
fierce  curve  of  the  nose,  by  the  forward  thrust 
of  the  jaw,  as  the  beard  blew  to  right  and  to 
left.  His  face  was  browned  by  exposure,  and 
reddened,  it  might  be  by  wind  or  by  wine — 
she  could  not  tell  which ;  and  the  great 
laugh  that  he  sent  rolling  across  the  prairie 
was  barbaric.  She  had  a  moment's  thought 
to  jump  blindly  into  the  high  grasses,  even  if 
it  were  only  to  be  trampled  upon  by  the 
horse's  hoofs.  But  again  he  divined  her 
thought :  "  It  would  be  worse  than  useless, 
my  pretty." 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  great  horse  slowed 
to  a  walking  pace,  and  stepped  carefully  into 
water.  With  that  she  was  lifted,  swung  in  the 
air,  and  found  herself  perched  on  the  man's 
shoulder,  with  his  right  arm  stretched  up  to 
hold  her  firm.  Abruptly  the  horse  sank  and 
took  to  swimming  in  what  seemed  to  her  a 


SHE  FOUND   HERSELF   PERCHED  ON   THE  MAN  h  SHOULDER. 
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boundless  mere.  As  they  retreated  from  the 
reedy  shore,  then  was  her  chance  to  leap  ;  but 
instead,  with  a  little  startled  cry,  she  clasped 
the  stranger's  neck  and  hung  close. 

She  could  not  endure  to  see  the  waste  of 
grey  water,  with  its  islets  here  and  there 
of  rushes  ;  but  closed  her  eyes  tight.  When 
she  had  to  look  again  she  saw  a  clump  of 
tamarisks  among  the  reeds,  and  felt  that  the 
horse  touched  ground.  Even  in  her  terror 
she  noticed  that  the  cream  -  coloured  beast 
seemed  to  know  the  place,  and  whinnied 
with  satisfaction  as  he  scrambled  ashore. 

She  felt  herself  swung  downward  and 
forward  and  set  gently  upon  the  earth  ;  and 
while  she  swayed  a  moment  for  a  footing, 
the  horseman  dismounted  and  faced  her, 
shaking  the  water  from  his  leather  leggings. 
Tall  as  she  was,  she  did  not  reach  his 
shoulder. 

"  Well,  Mile,  de  Valincourt-Rougy,"  said 
he,  "  welcome  to  the  Golden  Isle." 

She  put  both  hands  to  her  throat  to  check 
sudden  hysteria ;  the  man  was  clearly  mad  ! 

She  fought  bravely  for  self-control,  af.  they 
walked  on  the  short  soft  turf  down  an  alley 
of  tamarisks  that  met  overhead.  She  heard 
the  horse  pad  away  alone  into  the  darkness, 
saw  that  illumination  came  from  a  lantern 
hanging  to  a  branch,  and  that  her  captor 
took  it  down  and  swung  it  in  their  path. 

At  the  end  of  the  alley  shone  another 
light ;  and  presently  she  saw  a  reed  cabin  for 
all  the  world  like  the  little  wayside  stations 
along  the  path  of  the  pilgrims. 

"Supper  first,"  said  the  big  man,  lifting 
the  sun-screen  and  pushing  her  gently  for- 
ward into  a  dimly-lit  passage.  She  had  a 
moment's  hope  of  another  person  to  whom 
she  might  appeal.  But  the  strange,  bare 
room  in  which  she  found  herself  was 
empty. 

He  motioned  her  to  take  off  her  hat  and 
gloves.  The  brave  old  blood  of  the  Valin- 
court-Rougys  in  her  laughed  to  see  the  long 
suede  gloves  that  had  entered  into  this 
barbaric  adventure ;  but  she  obeyed,  without 
asking  herself  why  she  obeyed. 

She  saw  that  he  was  studying  her  with  a 
kind  of  amused  interest.  But  he  seemed  to 
appreciate  the  delicate  points  of  her  blue 
voile  gown  over  its  petticoat  of  green  silk, 
and  of  the  green  and  purple  bird  on  her  hat 
of  blue  tulle.  She  was  a  sensitive  young 
woman,  and  in  the  light  of  his  look  of 
friendly  criticism  she  forgot  her  fear  enough 
to  pat  her  artful  rolls  of  blond  hair  and  to 
glance  about  for  a  mirror. 

"There  is  no  looking-glass,"  said  the  man. 


abruptly.  "  And  you  don't  suit  the  room — 
heinV 

She  gave  it  a  thought :  bare  reed  walls  and 
mats,  reed  curtains  that  flapped  gently  in  the 
breeze  at  the  two  long  windows,  a  bare 
wooden  table  set  out  with  brown  and  yellow 
country  ware,  an  unpainted  dresser  of  wood, 
two  straight- backed  chairs  with  reed  seats. 
The  only  beautiful  thing  in  the  room  to  her 
mind  was  a  great  bowlful  of  blue  and  yellow 
irises  between  two  candles  on  the  table. 

"  You  are  a  work  of  art,"  he  continued. 
"There's  no  place  for  such  things  on  the 
Golden  Isle.     Come,  now — you  paint  ?  " 

She  shrank  from  his  touch  ;  but  the  finger 
laid  upon  her  cheek  was  gentle  enough. 

"Not  yet— that  comes  a  little  later,  I  sup- 
pose ;  but  you  powder  and  you  torture  your 
hair — and  it  is  not  all  your  own— A'X«  ?  " 

Mad?     He  was  as  mad  as Would 

nobody  ever  come?  She  smoothed  her 
desperation  into  an  appealing:  "Shall  we  have 
supper?"  Surely  there  would  be  servants 
or  somebody  about — ^and  while  he  was  busy 
eating  she  might  plan— might  try 

Again  he  stared  and  laughed  at  the  way 
she  took  him.  Then  he  said,  politely,  "  By 
all  means.     It  is  quite  ready.     Sit  down." 

He  went  to  the  dresser,  and  brought  out  a 
barley  loaf,  a  cheese,  and  a  bottle  of  wine. 
He  cut  and  poured  for  both  ;  he  even  had 
the  effrontery — or  the  insanity — to  offer  to 
drink  her  health.  But  she  could  not  touch 
the  food,  though  she  drank  the  wine,  and  it 
liKed  her  flagging  courage. 

He  ate — well,  she  told  herself,  as  such  a 
giant  would  eat  after  a  long  day's  fast ;  but 
for  all  that  she  could  not  rid  herself  of  the 
impression  that  he  was  a  gentleman. 

At  last  he  pushed  away  his  chair,  looking 
comfortable— even  sleepy.  She  wondered  if 
she  should  be  able  to  manage  him. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  I  suppose,  brought  up 
as  you  have  been,  you  prefer  a  priest.  He's 
waiting  for  us  in  the  next  room." 

She  pretended  to  laugh.  "  Are  you  going 
to  bury  me  to-night  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  he,  calmly ;  "  but  I'm  going  to 
marry  you,  of  course." 

She  could  have  screamed  ;  but  she  set  her 
lips,  and  after  a  moment  said,  with  equal 
calm  :  "  That  is  impossible.  I  am  already 
affianced." 

"  To  whom  ?  "  he  asked,  leaning  across  the 
table,  suddenly. 

"  To  the  Vicomte  de  Mornas." 

The  man  was  silent  a  moment ;  then  he 
grinned,  saying  :  "  He'll  have  to  make  the  best 
of  it,  then.     I  never  go  back  on  my  word." 
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•'  HE   EVEN    HAD   THE    EFFRONTERY — OR    THE   IrJSANITY — TO 
OFFER  TO   DRINK    HER   HEALTH." 

"  To  whom  have  you  given  your  word  ? ' 
she  asked. 

"  I  give  it  to  you  now — this  moment.  You 
will  be  my  wife  within  the  hour."  He  looked 
at  his  watch  and  held  it  up  before  her  that 
she  might  note  the  time.  But  she  was  yield- 
ing to  the  terror  of  the  situation.  "  Oh  ! 
Heaven  save  me ! "  she  cried,  under  her 
breath. 

"  You  don't  want  the  priest,  then  ?"  he  said. 

"  How  can  you  think ?  "    She  broke 

down  in  her  speech. 

"  Very  good.  I'll  send  him  back  at  once. 
The  boat  has  been  waiting  a  long  time."  He 
went  to  the  door,  and  the  reed  curtain 
rattled  in  his  hand  s  but  there  he  faced  her 
again  :  "  It's  as  you  like,  you  know ;  but 
here  you  are,  and  here  you  stay  as  long  as  I 
choose  to  keep  you." 

She  could  not  speak. 

"Good.     I  send  him  away." 

She  moved  quickly  :  "  Wait " 

"  Eh,  well,  he  comes." 

She  rose  hastily  to  stop  him,  but  let  the 
reed  curtain  swing  back  into  her  hand.  After 
**H,  there  might  be  some  help  in  the  priest. 


ered  the  room  she  darted 
ig  to  throw  herself  at  his 
ladman  stopped  her,  seizing 
her  by  the  wrist.  "  Use- 
less," he  said ;  "  the  priest 
is  stone  deaf,  and  his 
mind  is  always  on  his 
studies  besides.  He  can- 
not save  you." 

And,  indeed,  a  glance 
at  the  mild,  unobservant 
eyes  of  the  priest  con- 
vinced her  that  tears  and 
heroics  would  be  wasted. 
He  would  not  compre- 
hend. She  bent  her  head 
— not  weeping,  but  think- 
ing  wildly  over  her 
chances.  Would  the 
ceremony  be  valid  or  not 
ich  in  Heaven's  name  did 
? 

►ose  of  the  Vicomte  de 
r,"  said  the  man,  suddenly, 
m  end  of  him.  And  now 
witnesses." 

m  somewhere,  there  came 
,  as  if  in  answer  to  a  sum- 
an  and  a  young  girl.  The 
tish  face,  vacantly  smiling ; 
\  looked  kind.  Ad^le  was 
ready  to  throw  herself  on  his  mercy. 

"Tut-tut,"  said  the  madman,  "again  it's 
of  no  use.  The  girl's  an  idiot,  you  can  see  ; 
and  her  father  is  stone  deaf,  like  the  priest. 
Come,  now,  make  up  your  mind.  Do  you 
want  to  be  married  or  not  ?  " 

She  turned  and  looked  at  him,  realizing 
that  he  was  tremendous  in  strength,  relentless 
in  will,  remorseless  in  his  madness.  What 
could  she  do  ? 

"  If  I  consent,"  said  she,  "  will  you  leave 
me  in  peace  till  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Why  ? "  he  asked,  calmly,  then  seemed 
to  reflect  aloud :  "  After  all,  why  not  ? 
There's  plenty  of  time — all  the  time  in  the 

world.     A  convent-bred  girl " 

So  he  knew  that  as  well !  With  a  sudden 
impulse  she  crossed  herself  In  the  old  days 
there  were  stories  of  how  the  devil  had  come. 
She  grew  dazed — was  half  fainting ;  but 
she  seemed  to  feel  that  someone  held  her 
up  when  her  every  muscle  relaxed  to  let  her 
sink  to  the  floor.  In  front  of  her  was  a 
great  expanse  of  white — it  came  to  her 
afterward  as  the  priest's  attire — and  lights 
twinkled  on  a  shining  dome ;  was  it  the 
priest's  head  ?  A  voice  mumbled  and 
droned,  and  came  to  a  pause  now  and  again; 
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and  whether  she  had  sccicn  cc  v^-^  >b? 
had  said  she  could  rxx  w^-I  :tn>^n>er.  A 
moment  she  awakened  c<ii  cjC  her  irexz:  arxi 
saw  the  shinii^  ot  a  r.n^  oc  her  finprr ; 
then  the  whole  scene  tided,  ar.i  she  wjls 
awakened,  long  after,  it  seenie-d,  ry  Lie  c.xx 
wind  blowii^  across  her  we:  iire.  Sne  l::":ed 
herself  on  one  elbow  and  purree: ved  tr^t  >he 
was  in  another  room,  lying  on  a  -:w  bed  of 
cane,  and  that  the  idio:  g:rl  sa:  by  her 
with  a  basin  of  water. 

They  looked  at 
each  other  in  silence ; 
then  Ad^le  dis- 
covered that  her 
arms  were  bare,  that 
she  had  been  un- 
dressed and  put  into 
a  long,  coarse  smock, 
such  as  peasant 
women  wear.  And 
on  her  finger  the 
ring  gleamed  in  the 
candle-light.  A 
sudden  fury  at  the 
indignity  lent  her 
strength. 

"  Go  away,"  she 
said,  hoarsely.  "Go 
away — you  thing  ! " 

The  vacant  face 
suddenly  twinkled 
over  with  laughter, 
but  the  girl  departed 
without  protest, 
taking  the  candle 
with  her. 

Then  the  captive 
arose  and  fumbled 
in  the  darkness  for 
her  belongings, 
dressed  hurriedly  but 
clumsily,  being  not 
used  to  perform  such 
service  for  herself, 
from  her  finger  flung 
the  ring  far  into  the 
darkness,  and  sought 
means  of  escape. 
She  had  no  light,  no 

matches,  no  knife,  no  scissors ;  but  she 
groped  her  way  about  the  wall  until  she  found 
the  door,  and  shook  it  with  her  little  strength. 
Then  she  went  on  to  the  close  -  shuttered 
windows  and  tore  at  them  with  desperate 
fingers  to  find  some  fastening ;  but  she 
might  as  well  have  clawed  solid  rock. 

Backward  and   forward   she   went   in  her 
mad  seeking;  and  the  third  time  or  the  fourth 


the  dvwr  >^c'ded  tv>  her  clutch  aini  $>fcxu>^ 
ei>"'T  c^tw-jird. 

Sr.e  d  d  ix^  rviu>af  to  ovx'i>;:v:er  wK.U  this 
nsean:  ;  ^u:  red  down  :hc  ix^^^vpi^  xini,*,.  iust 
wner^e  >he  exivcted  :o  hnd  :.*"c  vivw  tv^  >,vVrlY^ 
she  nn  intv^  :ho  am^s  o:"  :ho  j:\\ni. 

He  he'd  her  r.r.nlv  a:Ki  i^^J"i:^^  s.\\ii>^  in 
the  an".u>ed  tv^ne  that  aiwuiy  siu^  h,id  ivmc 
to  de:e<t :  "  It  is  :«.v^  late  tV^r  a  walk,  my 
pretty.    Go  Kick  to  lx\i.     Whi  arc  as  s;\fc  as 


SHE  GREW   DAZITD  — WAn   IIAIJ'    rAIN'IIN(i. 


at  C>hi\tcau  Roiigy  on  the;  Sjkhk!."  Ah  if  with 
a  sudden  thou^'ht  he  felt  for  her  left  hand, 
and  when  he  had  found  it,  lir  said  :  ''('oiiin, 
come,  you  have  lost  your  rinf^  already.  'I'hin 
will  never  do.  /oui-  shall  Intlp  you  fmd  it." 
Somehow  she  was  ba<  k  in  the  toou}  ;  and 
the  idiot  girl  was  th(Tr,  knerlin^  to  takr*  off 
her  little,  high  heeled  shoes,  already  unlied  ; 
and  somehow  she  wan  again  in  the  peasant's 
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smock,  and  the  ring  had  been  found  and  set 
on  her  finger. 

But  the  Valincourt-Rougy  blood  was  alive 
now.  She  seized  the  candle  and  clung  to  it, 
when  the  idiot  would  have  taken  it  away. 

"  You  will  stay  here  ! "  she  said,  fiercely, 
and  the  girl  dropped  at  once  into  a  chair. 

For  hours  Ad^le  kept  prayerful  vigil,  until 
the  idiot  snored  with  open  mouth  and  the 
candle  burned  low.  Then  a  sudden  troubled 
sleep  overwhelmed  her,  in  her  exhaustion  ; 
and  she  knew  no  more  of  her  situation  until 
the  dawn  came  in  through  the  shutters,  now 
open,  and  the  idiot  was  again  standing  over 
her:— 

"  The  master  bids  you  get  up  and  dress 
yourself  and  prepare  the  coffee." 


She  turned  on  her  heel,  almost  running  ; 
and  AdMe,  strong  again  in  courage  with  the 
morning  light,  sat  up  and  stared  after  her, 
and  laughed.  Prepare  the  coffee  ?  Prepare 
the  coffee  ?  The  descendant  of  the  Valincourt- 
Rougys  ?  She  felt  equal  now  to  an  encounter 
with  the  madman. 

She  sprang  out  of  bed,  with  a  hasty  glance 
about  her  bare,  reed-lined  room,  and  ran  to 
the  window  that  was  unshuttered.  It  looked 
upon  a  great  trellis  of  Gloire  de  Dijon  roses. 


against  a  background  of  tamarisks — nothing 
else. 

She  turned  to  find  her  clothes,  but  they 
were  gone.  There  was  a  bath  ;  the  girl  must 
have  brought  it  in  and  filled  it  while  she  slept. 
She  tried  it  daintily  with  her  foot.  The  water 
was  cold  ;  she  could  never  endure  that  In- 
stead of  her  silks  she  found  only  peasants' 
garments  of  unbleached,  coarse  linen  and  a 
dress  of  brown  wool.  She  shuddered  to 
touch  them  ;  but  they  were  clean,  and  neces- 
sity pressed.  When  she  came  to  do  her  hair 
it  appeared  that  the  very  roll  that  built  up  her 
pompadour  was  gone.  This  made  her  more 
angry  even  than  the  low,  broad  sandals  that 
replaced  her  Paris  shoes.  She  flung  to  the 
floor  the  kerchief  and  apron  of  pink-and- 
white  frilled  muslin,  the  dainty  cap  of 
^     ^  e,  added  her  wedding-ring 

and  with  her  yellow  hair  all 
about  her?  shoulders, 
dashed  out  in  a  flame  of 
wrath  to  confront  her 
jailer. 

She  found  him  blocking 
the  sunlight  at  the  end  of 
the  passage ;  she  won- 
dered if  he  had  spent  the 
night  there. 

"Good  morning,  Adble. 
You  are  only  half-dressed. 
Where  is  your  cap  ?  Your 
kerchief?"  His  eyes  lit 
up  with  the  mad  humour 
that  she  feared.  "  Where's 
your  wedding-ring  ?  " 

"  Where  are  my  own 
clothes  ?  "  she  demanded, 
haughtily. 

"In  the  fire,"  said  he. 

"They  were   my  clothes 

— your  only  dowry — and 

I    did    not     like     them. 

They  are  burnt — roll,  high 

heels,  and   all.     Now  go 

and  do  up  your  hair,  and 

be  quick.     I  am  waiting 

for  my  coffee." 

She   stared   at    him,    and   could   find   no 

words.     To  her  immense  disgust,  her  anger 

had   melted,  and   she   turned,   like  a  good 

little  child,  to  obey. 

It  was  Zou^  who  came  and  parted  her 
hair,  and,  while  she  wept  silently,  did  it  up, 
in  the  Madonna- fash  ion  of  the  Camargue, 
under  the  tiny  cap;  and  Zoub  who  patted 
the  fichu  into  place  and  tied  the  apron- 
strings  in  a  coquettish  bow ;  and  Zoub  who 
patiently  went  on  her  hands  and  knees  until 
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she  had  found  and  replaced  the  wedding- 
ring.  Then  Zoui  took  the  captive's  hand 
and  fairly  dragged  her  into  a  cool,  reed-lined 
kitchen,  shining  with  copper  and  pewter-work. 

Ten  minutes  later,  with  tears  on  her  long 
lashes  and  her  delicate  lips  set  into  a  hard 
line  of  resolve,  Adfele — under  instruction — 
carried  the  coffee-tray  to  a  little  table  outside 
the  door,  where  her  master  sat  reading  some 
paper  or  journal. 

"  I  won't  wait  so  long  another  day,"  said 
he,  quietly,  without  looking  up.  Then,  as 
the  tray  went  down  very  hard,  with  an  over- 
splashing  of  cofifee  and  milk,  he  raised  his 
eyes  to  meet  such  a  fiery  Valincourt-Rougy 
glance  as  should  have  killed  him  on  the  spot. 

He  rose,  and  before  she  realized  what  he 
would  be  at,  had  taken  her  face  between  his 
hands  and  kissed  her  four  times  or  five,  each 
time  more  gently,  more  sweetly  than  before. 

"You  have  been  ^dly  brought  up,  my 
child,"  said  he.  "  We  must  teach  you  better. 
Ah,  the  marquise— the  marquise  !  " 

Even  in  her  confusion  and  anger  she 
wondered  that  he  should  speak  so  of  her 
mother. 

He  would  not  let  her  escape,  but  sat  down 
again  and  took  her  on  his  knee  until  she  had 
drunk  coffee  out  of  his  cup. 

When  at  last  she  was  free  to  go  she  forgot 
that  he  was  mad,  forgot  the  need  for  caution 
— remembered  only  her  own  anger — and 
faced  him  with  deliberate  passion :  "If  there 
is  no  other  way,  1  will  kill  you  !  " 

"  So—  so,"  he  answered,  soothingly,  as  he 
drank  his  own  coffee.  "  If  you  like.  But  it 
would  be  wiser  for  you  to  learn  as  quickly  as 
possible — what  you  must  learn." 

Then  he  whistled,  and  the  cream-coloured 
horse,  ready  saddled,  came  trotting  from 
behind  the  Gloire  de  Dijon  roses.  The 
tyrant  rode  away,  bareheaded,  down  the 
tamarisk  alley,  whistling  as  he  went.  She 
did  not  see  him  again  that  day. 

"What  you  must  learn" — he  had  said. 
That  day  it  seemed  to  be  peeling  potatoes. 
It  was  not  that  other  humiliating  duties 
lacked.  Between  them,  the  old  man  and  the 
idiot  girl  made  her  understand  clearly  that 
she  was  to  help  in  all  the  household  tasks ; 
and  never  for  a  moment  was  she  allowed  to 
lose  the  one  or  the  other  from  her  sight. 
She  knew  that  the  madman  had  come  in  for 
his  dejeuner ;  but  the  old  man  had  carried  in 
the  meal  that  she,  under  the  guidance  of  the 
idiot  girl,  had  prepared  in  the  kitchen.  And, 
after  all,  the  old  man  brought  back  many  of 
the  dishes  almost  untouched,  with  the  message 
that  she  must  do  better  on  the  morrow. 


I  spare  you  the  details  of  that  day.  She 
had  little  time  for  thinking ;  and  even  so — 
poor  child ! — her  mind  was  half  crazed  with 
futile  plans  for  escape  and  dreams  of  revenge, 
fighting  with  memory  of  the  morning's  kisses 
that  had  been  so  strangely,  so  overwhelmingly 
sweet. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  she  got  away,  when 
the  old  man  had  turned  his  back  and  seemed 
absorbed  in  the  feeding  of  his  silkworms  in  a 
little  shed  adjoining  the  kitchen. 

She  ran  like  the  wind,  even  in  her  unaccus- 
tomed sandals,  down  the  turf  path  between 
the  tamarisks,  came  out  into  the  Open,  and 
all  in  a  breath  she  perceived  why  the  place 
was  called  the  Golden  Isle :  everywhere  the 
reeds  and  rushes  were  thickly  interspersed 
with  yellow  flags,  so  that  all  the  earth  seemed 
full  of  treasure.  She  could  not  see  the 
lagoon,  but  the  breath  of  it  was  in  the  air. 
Hither  and  thither  she  ran  to  find  it,  but  only 
waded  knee-deep,  sometimes  waist-deep,  in 
that  green  and  golden  sea.  When  at  last  her 
ankle  sank  into  bog  she  knew  that,  for  all 
her  trouble,  love  of  life  was  still  so  strong 
within  her  that  she  could  never  leap  to  death, 
even  if  the  mere  lay  spread  at  her  feet. 

As  she  stood  testing  the  soft  ground  with 
her  foot  and  wondering  what  chance  might 
lead  to  safety,  a  shadow  fell  between  her  and 
the  sun,  and  she  looked  across  at  her  un- 
known husband  on  his  cream-coloured  horse. 
He  came  splashing  through  the  marsh,  and 
without  a  word  passed  his  arm  under  her 
shoulders,  lifted  her  like  a  child,  and  swung 
her  before  him  on  the  saddle.  This  time 
she  did  not  cry  or  struggle  ;  and  she  was 
amazed  to  find  that  she  liked  the  rush  of 
the  wind  against  the  galloping  horse.  And 
when  they  came  within  the  purple  shadow  of 
the  garden,  there  stood  the  deaf  old  man, 
smiling  tranquilly. 

She  rebelled  no  more  that  day,  not  even 
when  she  had  to  set  forth  the  supper  and  try 
to  eat  the  sour  black  bread.  At  first  she 
minced  it  a  good  deal ;  but  after  a  time  he 
lost  patience  and  laid  before  her  a  country 
portion,  and  she  felt  impelled  to  eat  it.  In 
the  end  she  admitted  to  herself  that  hunger 
had  seasoned  the  coarseness  of  the  food. 

"That's  better,"  said  he,  when  the  task 
was  accomplished.  "Now  you've  had  a 
meal  we  can  talk.       Time's  up  you  know." 

"What  time?"  she  fenced. 

"  Your  day  of  grace.  Well,  am  I  an  ogre 
that  you  stare  at  me  so  ?  " 

She  grew  reckless.  "  I  think  you  are  quite 
mad." 

He  took  it  soberly.    "  You  are  not  the  first 
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who  has  said  so.  I  have  my  ideas  like  other 
men,  only,  perhaps,  the  difference  is,  I  am 
strong  enough  to  enforce  them.  The  world 
is  on  your  side — perhaps  you  are  right.  Tell 
me — am  I  so  terrible  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  on  the  edge  of  tears. 

"  No  weeping,"  said  he,  rudely.  "  No 
hysterics.  I  won't  have  it.  Keep  your 
temper  and  you  will  be  all  right  You  didn't 
mind  the  black  bread  to-night,  did  you  ? 
Well,  you  won't  mind  me " 

"  Please  —  please "     she      entreated, 

tragically. 

"  Come,  now,"  said  he,  not  affected,  as  it 
seemed,  by  her  emotion ;  "  you  are  playing 
to  the  gallery,  you  know — where  there  is  no 
gallery.  That's  all  put  on.  Why  can't  you 
be  decently  natural,  and  act  as  you  feel  ?  " 

She  was  so  amazed  that  she  asked,  "How 
do  I  feel?" 

^^  Eh  bien^  you'd  like  me  well  enough,  if 
you  hadn't  a  theory  that  you  ought  to  hate 
me.  The  natural  being  has  been  buried 
these  many  years  under  powder,  false  hair, 
silk  finery,  and  false  ideas.  The  more  you 
rebel,  the  longer  it  will  take  to  excavate  you. 
The  end  will  be  the  same."  He  came  and 
bent  over  her,  suddenly,  pleading  and  tender. 
"  Come,  now,  be  a  sensible  child  and  give 
up  in  the  beginning — hein  f  " 

But  she  was  not  ready  yet  and  broke  into 
the  prohibited  tears. 

He  gave  her  a  second,  not  more;  then 
he  shook  her  gently  but  decidedly  by  the 
shoulder.  "Stop — stop  at  once.  This  won't 
do.  I  want  to  hear — eh,  well,  tell  me  about 
your  life.     It  may  do  you  some  good." 

It  was  a  successful  diversion.  She  dried 
her  eyes  and  stammered  it  out,  he  tugging  at 
his  beard  in  silence.  When  she  had  finished, 
he  commented :  "A  more  commonplace  little 
history  it  would  be  hard  to  find;  but  devil 
take  me  if  it  ends  that  way !  And  so  you 
were  pledged  and  promised  in  the  good  old 
way?  Who — did  you  say — was  the  man? 
Ah,  so,  the  Vicomte  de  Mornas.  Who  ever 
heard  of  him  ?     Some  booby " 

She  took  fire :  "He  is  a  very  great  man. 
He  has  explored  Africa  and  Siberia  ;  and  he 
never  misses  anything  that  he  shoots  at ;  and 
his  library  is  full  of  his  own  lion-skins.  He 
has  been  often  spoken  of  in  journals,  and  he 
is  decorated  with  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and 
some  day  he  will " 

"  Ah,  you  loved  him  very  much,  I  per- 
ceive," said  he,  dryly. 

She  hultg  her  head :  "It  was  my  father  who, 
before  he  died,  arranged  it  all." 

"I  see,  r  see.     Do  you  know  I   have   a 


curiosity  to  see  the  young  man's  face  ?     You 
have  not  a  portrait  of  him  ?  " 

She  pulled  at  a  ribbon  about  her  neck,  and 
flung  before  him  the  daintily  tinted  miniature 
of  a  beardless,  blue-eyed  youth. 

The  big  man  studied  it  awhile,  then :  "  It's 
a  pretty  boy.  No  wonder  you  grieved  for 
him.     It  must  have  been  a  loss  ! " 

The  irony  in  his  voice  drove  her  to  reply  : 
"I  never  saw  him  but  once — and  I  was  a 
little  girl.  But,  oh,  if  he  had  only  come  on 
the  pilgrimage  with  us,  as  mamma  invited 
him  to  do,  he  might  have  saved  me  from 
this— this " 

"  Nonsense  ! "  said  he,  and  tossed  her  back 
the  portrait.  "  You  don't  want  to  be  saved. 
When  will  you  learn  to  be  honest?  Go  to 
bed.  Bolt  your  door  inside — 1  shall  lock  it 
from  without.  I  don't  mean  to  play  sentry 
again.  You  know  better  now  how  safe  you 
are  on  the  Golden  Isle.  It  can  keep  you 
until  Doomsday."  As  she  hesitated  a  little, 
he  said,  grimly  :  "  No,  you  need  not  kiss  me. 
The  will  is  everything.     Good  night." 

This  time  she  did  not  keep  vigil  long,  but 
cried  herself  into  a  peaceful,  dreamless  sleep. 

The  next  morning  she  was  trim  in  her 
Camargue  dress;  and  she  prepared  the 
morning  coffee  with  subdued  sadness,  but 
with  no  sign  of  active  rebellion. 

"Come,  now,"  said  the  master,  "this  is 
better.     You  are  getting  on." 

He  did  not  offer  to  kiss  her  as  on  the 
morning  before ;  nor  did  he  comment  upon 
her  charming  appearance,  as  she  had  expected, 
and  «he  was,  therefore,  half  ready  to  shrink 
away  and  be  stormy  or  scornful. 

He  rode  abroad  at  once,  and  again  she 
struggled  with  household  tasks,  but  through 
having  much  to  think  about  found  them  less 
laborious  and  less  distasteful  than  on  the 
preceding  day.  The  dinner  was  apparently 
more  to  her  lord's  liking,  as  she  judged,  not 
from  any  word  of  praise  that  he  sent,  but 
from  the  amount  he  ate.  In  the  afternoon, 
when  she  had  finished  what  they  bade  her  do, 
she  made  no  second  attempt  to  run  away,  but 
sat  on  a  bench  outside  the  house  among  the 
yellow  roses,  as  pale,  as  golden  as  they. 

There  she  saw  the  master  riding  up  in  the 
twilight.  When  he  dismounted,  swinging  off 
his  hat  and  throwing  it  on  the  grass,  and 
leaving  the  horse  to  find  his  own  way,  she 
looked  at  him  with  a  faint  colour  beating  in 
her  cheeks. 

And  she  did  not  move  when  he  came  to  sit 
by  her  side.  Doubtless  it  was  the  instinct  of 
convention  that  taught  her  to  pose,  with  her 
hands  clasped  on  her  knees  and  her  eyes  cast 


\ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    GOLDEN   ISLE. 


297 


down  on  them ;  but  she  knew  exactly  how 
long  he  studied  her  profile  and  when  he 
turned  away  to  the  gleam  of  golden  irises  at 
the  end  of  the  tamarisk  avenue. 

He  spoke  abruptly  :  "  Yesterday  you  were 
less  tragic  than  you  anticipated ;  to-day  you 
are  less  miserable  than  yesterday.  You  are 
getting  used  to  me — you  will  learn.  But  you 
are  thinking  much — what  is  it  ?  " 

She  stared  a  little,  but  was  silent. 

He  laughed,  but  softly,  not  with  a  barbaric 
howl :  '*  I  do  not  think  it  is  a  plot  to  murder 
me,  nor  yet  to  escape.     I  might  tell  you  " — 
her     eyes   were  turned   to   him    in   sudden 
entreaty  —  "  well 
then,    I  will  not. 
But  you  may  like 
to    know     some- 
thing   else.      I 
rode       many 
leagues     to  -  day 
to    telegraph     to 
your      mother. 
I  judged  that  she 
had   had  punish- 
ment enough  for 
your   bad   up- 
bringing." 

She  half  rose 
and  looked  across 
at  him,  with  a 
soft  gleam  in  her 
eyes  that  seemed 
to  forgive .  much 
of  his  trans- 
gression. "  What 
did  you  say  to 
her?" 

"I  will  tell 
you  presently." 
He  seemed  to  wait 
for  her  speech. 

"  How  have  I 
up  ?  *'  she  asked,  fli: 

"You   have   bee 
"have  you  not  wo 

your  own  cleverncoa  —  mt  omc^nruii^oo  vi 
the  Valincourt-Rougys.  But  your  mother — 
with  all  respect  to  Madame  la  Marquise — 
is  cased  like  a  beetle  in  convention.  She 
has  brought  you  up  to  know  nothing  outside 
her  little  world  of  fad  and  fashion.  You 
were  never  useful  in  your  life  until  yester- 
day.    Have  I  opened  your  eyes  a  little  ?  " 

"By  what  right,"  she  said,  her  voice 
shaking,  "  have  you  dared  to  treat  me  so  ?  " 


He  did  not  answer  her  question.  "  Forget 
it,"  said  he.  "  It  was  necessary  at  first.  But 
now  I  have  proved  you ;  your  mother  could 
not  spoil  the  good  stuff.  You  have  within 
you  the  power  to  live,  as  my  wife  must  live — 
free  in  soul  and  body  from  the  chains  society 
has  forged." 

She  looked  at  him  long  and  strangely. 
"  AdMe,"  said  he,  and  took  her 
hand  as  reverently  as  she  could  desire, 
"this  might  be  a  little  Paradise  for 
lovers  who  were  free  —  this  Golden  Isle 
of  mine." 

And  as  she  still  looked,  he  continued  : 
"  But  you  hate 
me  still?"  His 
magni  f  ice  n  t 
manhood,  his 
resolute  face,  the 
light  in  his  eyes 
—  were  full  of 
challenge. 

Slowly  she 
shook  her  head  : 
"I  have  tried 
with  all  the 
strength  of  my 
will,  and— I  can- 
not." 

"  Then,"  said 
he,  "you  are  mine 
by  right.  And  you 
must  know  that 
I  have  not  done 
all  this  by  mad- 
ness, but  because 
I  could  find  no 
better  way.  If 
you  had  been 
other  than  your- 
self it  might  have 
been  tragedy, 
Ad^le.  But  now 
we  shall  go  back 
into  the  world 
some  day,  and 
-AoftLK.' SAID  HE,  AND  TOOK     we   shall   wandcr 

HRR    HAND   AS   RBVERENTLY   AS  and       We        S  h  a  1  I 

SHE        COULD       DESIRE,       'THIS  y  a. 

MIGHT    BE   A    LITTLE    PARADISE  *»VC  i-X  11  ,^       WC 

FOR  LOVERS  WHO  WERR  FREE,'"  Shall  livc! 

Shall  I  tell  you 
what  word  I  sent  to  your  mother  ?  I  told 
her  you  were  married  to  the  Vicomte  de 
Mornas  and  spending  your  honeymoon  on 
the  Golden  Isle.  It  is  half  true  ;  for  the 
rest ?" 
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'*  Mo'w  We  Escaped  from,  tke  Hs^reinn^o" 

With  an  Introduction  by  Grace  Ellison. 

I. — Introduction.  happy  women,  but   how  almost   impossible 

T   is   astonishing,    considering  this    is    the    following    article    will    show, 

the  number  of  Europeans  who  Turkish  women    are  too  carefully  guarded, 

visit  Constantinople,  how  little  and   the   penalties  that  await   fugitives — the 

is  known  of  harem  life.     The  poison    cup,    the   Bosphorus,    or   incarcera- 

word   itself    conjures    up    all  tion    for    life   in    the   Fortress  of  Yemen — 

kinds    of    mysteries,    beyond  too  great  for  them  even  to  think  of  running 

which    many   have   never  had   the  slightest  such  a  risk. 

inclination  to  penetrate.      The  fate  of   the  When,  therefore,  it  was  announced   that 

poor  unhappy  Turkish  woman  interests  them  two  young  daughters  of  Islam  had  actually 

as  little  as  if  she  were  some  uncivilized  being  reached   Paris,  with   great  danger  to  them- 

beneath  contempt,  and  if  they  think  of  her  selves,  everybody  was  anxious  to  know  their 

at  all  it  is  as  she  was  more  than  fifty  years  adventures,  everybody  was  curious  to  hear 

ago,   the    beautiful,    idle    creature   amongst  from  their  own  lips  what  life  was  like  on  the 

many,  with  no  other  aim  in  existence  than  other  side  of  the  gilded  bars.    For  some  time 

to  wait  the  orders  of  her  lord  and  master,  these  two  young  fugitives  were  obliged  to  use 

To-day  all  this  has  changed.     The  modern  Servian  names  to  protect   themselves   from 

Turkish    woman   receives  a  far   better   edu-  interviewers.      Editors    of    magazines    and 

cation   than   many  of  her   Western   sisters,  reviews   have   offered    them    large   sums  of 

When    the    latter    is    busy    visiting,    going  money  to  write  their  adventures,  but  so  far 

to    concerts,    or    even   indulging  in   sports,  they  have  refused,  out  of   respect   to  their 


the    Oriental,    within    the    barred    windows 
of    her    harem,    follows    these    movements 
in    spirit.       With    a    knowledge    of    seven 
languages,  three  Oriental  and  four  European, 
foreign  governesses,  and  as  many  books  as 
she    requires,    little    escapes    her  attention. 
Then,  when  slie  understands  European  civil- 
ization,   her   own  de- 
gradation forces  itself 
more    strongly    upon 
her,  and  her  existence 
becomes    unbearable. 
What     a     Turkish 
woman  suffers  morally 
only  she   herself  can 
tell, '  and  there  is  no 
remedy  but  suicide. 

Many  have  found 
consolation  in  this 
manner,  for  self- 
destruction  is  not 
considered  the  same 
crime  in  Turkey  as 
in  other  lands. 
Poison  is  very  easily 
procurable.  A  few 
drops  in  a  cup  of 
coffee,  and  life  and 
all  its  misery  has 
ended.  Flight  has  been 
suggested  as  another 
solution  for  these  un- 
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father,  who  still  remains  one  of  the  Sultan's 
favourite  Ministers  and  confidants.  And  who 
knows  when  this  autocratic  monarch  might 
not  visit  the  sins  of  the  children  on  the 
father,  for  flight  is  a  crime  that  no 
Mohammedan  can  pardon  ! 

Now,  however,  with  their  permission,  I  am 
publishing  extracts 
from  the  letters  and 
from  the  diary  which 
these  two  sisters  have 
written  together  ever 
since  they  could  hold 
a  pen,  and  which 
has  been  their  con- 
solation through 
their  unhappy  girl- 
hood. It  is  only 
when  one  hears 
from  the  inmates 
themselves  what  life 
is  like  in  a  harem, 
and  understands 
something  of  the  ex- 
istence of  a  Turkish 
woman,  that  one 
can  appreciate  the 
courage  and  intelli- 
gence of  these  two 
women,  who  have 
left  their  Fatherland 
for  ever. 
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11. — Harem  Life. 

How  is  it  possible  in  a  short  article  to 
describe  the  tragedy  of  our  girlhood  ?  How 
are  we  to  justify  the  manner  in  which  we  flung 
open  the  doors  of  our  harem,  and  sought,  in 
a  new  world,  life  and  liberty  ?  Besides,  who 
will  understand?  Only  a  Turkish  woman, 
who  has  felt  the  degradation  of  harem  life, 
can  offer  us  her  sympathy. 

In  trying  to  sum  up  all  the  causes  that 
have  gradually  detached  us 
from  our  Turkish  life,  no 
one  reason  stands  out  more 
than  another.  It  was  the 
life  itself  that  was  odious. 
Each  day  brought  some 
fresh  stab,  some  new  griev- 
ance or  humiliation,  until  at 
last,  convinced  that  there 
was  no  remedy,  no  possi- 
bility of  breaking  the  fetters 
that  had  bound  us  so  closely 
to  the  customs  of  our 
country,  we  resolved  to  risk 
everything,  to  sever  all  our 
nearest  and  dearest  family 
ties,  to  leave  behind  a  life 
of  luxury  such  as  only 
Orientals  understand  it,  and 
to  open  our  eyes  in  a  fresh 
world.  Our  flight  was  the 
result  of  twenty-three  years 
of  suffering. 

Had  we  been  brought  up 
in    ignorance    of   Western 
ways  we  should  never  have 
known  what  we  were  miss- 
ing.    But  we  were  not.     In 
education    only    were    we 
free.  With  almost  American 
ideas  of  independence,  how 
could  we  be  expected   to 
accept    our    fate,    like    all 
true    followers     of    Islam, 
"because    it    is    written"? 
We  had  ever  before  us,  too,  the   fact  that 
we    were    French — that    we    had    no    right 
to   be   in  Turkey.   •In  order    to    marry   a 
beautiful  Circassian  lady,  whom  he  chanced 
to    see    when   visiting   Constantinople,   our 

grandfather,  the  Marquis  de  B ,  willingly 

abandoned  his  home,  his  fortune,  country, 
and  religion,  and  we  have  now  to  suffer  the 
consequences  of  his  action.  Three  years 
after  this  love-match  the  girl-bride  passed 
away.  Many  thought  the  blow  would  kill 
my  grandfather,  but  Time,  the  healer,  came 
to  his  rescue  sooner  than  even  he  expected. 
Shortly  afterwards  he  purchased  for  himself 
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seven  other  beautiful  wives,  some  of  whom 
have  survived  him. 

Compared    with    the     statistics    of    this 
country,   each   one   would    cost    about   the 
price   of    an    elephant.      Polygamy,    I   may 
add,  is  not  so  usual  as  in  former  days.     My 
father,  for  example,  suffered  so  much  incon- 
venience from  the  indiscretions  of  his  various 
"mothers"   and    their   relations   (for   wives, 
aunts,  sisters,  and  friends  all  live  together) 
that    he   vowed    he   would 
content   himself  with   only 
one  wife.     A  story  is  told 
in  Turkish  society  of  a  well- 
known  Pasha  who  was  the 
happy    possessor    of    forty- 
nine   children.      One   day, 
when  the  death  of  one  of  his 
daughters  was   announced, 
he    had    not    the    slightest 
recollection  of  ever  having 
seen  her ! 

At    the   age   of  thirteen 
etiquette,  not  Islam  as 
many  suppose,  ordains  that 
sequestration    shall    begin. 
Until  then,  compared  with 
the  existence  that   follows, 
unlimited     freedom     is 
allowed.     Unveiled   we   go 
to  parties.  Embassies,  and 
concerts,  and  feel  the  cap- 
tivity that  follows  more  in 
consequence.      From     this 
time  we  become  the  inmates 
of  the  harem,  and  no  man, 
except   he  be  husband, 
father,  brother,  and   some- 
times a  cousin,  is  allowed 
to   cross^  the  threshold. 
None  but  these  privileged 
individuals  ever  sees  a 
Turkish  woman  without  a 
veil.     Harem   life  interests 
,     the  men   of  the   establish- 
ment little,  for  their  visits  are  few  and  far 
between ;   probably   they   are  aware   of  the 
fact  that  family  feuds  are  often  a  daily  occur- 
rence.    Insults  and  petty  jealousies  between 
the  members  of  the  master's  different  families 
crush  all  possibility  of  happiness,  and  become 
dangerous  in  a  country  where  poison  circu- 
lates so  freely  and  where  the  life  of  a  woman 
is  of  so  little  value. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  our  Turkish  life  is 
far  from  healthy.  We  take  neither  air  nor 
exercise.  Through  the  barred  windows  of 
our  harems  the  sun  rarely  shines,  and  if  we  go 
out  we  usually  drive.     If  we  walk,  however, 
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the  Parisian  gowns  we  wear  in  our  drawing- 
rooms  are  covered  with  a  long  black  cloak, 
and  over  our  faces  is  a  thick  black  veil 
which,  in  the  summer,  becomes  unbearable. 
Through  these  veils  we  can  see  without 
being  seen,  but  to  accomplish  this  we 
often  get  into  an  ugly  habit  of  squinting, 
which  it  is  difficult  to  lose.     On  returning  to 


'IF    WK    WALK,    IHK    PAKISIAN    GOWNi    WK    WKAR    IN    OUR    DRAWING-ROOMS   ARE 
COVERED   WITH    A    LONG    ULACK    CLOAK." 


the  house  after  three  hours'  walk  the  pain 
across  one's  eyes  and  forehead  is  excruciating. 
Turkish  girls  are  usually  to  be  seen  in  groups 
of  ^s^  or  six  huddled  together  as  if  to  protect 
themselves  from  an  invasion,  and  they  are 
always  accompanied  by  Abyssinian  eunuchs, 
whose  duty  it  is  to  report  to  the  master  of  the 
house   all  that   has  taken  place   during  the 

■^ promenade.     Imagine  how  many  times  a  day 

our  pride  is  wounded  !  We  read  of  countries 
where  woman  is  even  considered  man's 
superior,  yet  we  in  Turkey  are  absolutely 
beneath  consideration.  Ask  a  Turk  how 
many  children  he  has — if  he  has  three 
daughters  he  will  answer,  "None."  Never 
are  our  tastes  consulted ;  never  would  one 
of  us  dare  to  question  the  caprices  of  a 
husband  or  father,  for  experience  has  taught 
us  in  what  a  brutal  manner  they  can  enforce 
obedience.  Often  the  tyrant  will  delight  in 
giving  his  wives  an  exhibition  of  his  power. 
He  will  refuse  to  allow  her  to  go  into  her 
garden  for  weeks,  or  even  give  orders  that  all 
callers  are  to  be  refused  admittance. 


A  wedding  is  an  event  in  the  social  life  of 
a  Turkish  lady,  yet  to  marriage  most  of  us 
look  forward  with  dread.     Who  knows  what 
Fate  has  in  store  for  us  ?     For  we  are  never 
allowed  to  see  the  man  who  is  to  have  entire 
control  of  our  destinies  until  the  contract  is 
signed.     It   is   not   unusual   for  a  bride  of 
sixteen   to  find  herself  united  for  life  to  a 
man  thirty  years  her  senior, 
in   which   case    she    must 
expect    to    be    doubly 
guarded.    Adorned  in  the 
most   elegant   of   Parisian 
satin  gowns,  bedecked  with 
jewels,  wearing  a  diamond 
crown,  she  is  escorted  to 
the   house    of    her  future 
husband  with  all  the  pomp 
due    to    her    noble    rank. 
On  the  threshold  of  her 
new    residence    she    is 
greeted  by  the  master,  who 
leads  her  to  a  throne 
erected   for  the   occasion, 
then    retires   to   the 
Selamlik*  till  the  evening. 
Only  when   he   is   out   of 
sight  are  the  doors  thrown 
wide    open,    and    all    the 
ladies    of   the    neighbour- 
hood —  from    princess    to 
beggar  —come  to  pay  their 
respects  to  the  girl-bride. 
Such    is    a    Turkish 
marriage. 
How  many  Europeans  taking  part  in  the 
fetes  that  seal  our   misery  look   at  us   with 
envious  eyes  !  The  glamour  of  the  ceremonies 
dazzles  them,  and  so  intently  do  they  gaze  at 
our  diamond  crowns  and  priceless  pearls  that 
they  forget  to  peep  behind  the  veil  and  see 
the  falling  tears. 

Life  as  a  girl  was  monotonous,  lonely,  and 
humiliating  to  a  degree.  Life  as  a  married 
woman  was  unbearable.  It  is  when  I  think 
of  these  loveless  unions,  this  life  of  misery 
through  the  careless  choice  of  others,  that 
my  whole  being  rises  in  rebellion.  I  will  be 
free — free  at  any  cost. 

What  is  death  compared  to  this  bitter 
slavery !  When  the  brides  of  other  lands 
are  still  under  the  spell  of  the  honeymoon- 
ing days,  when  life  seems  to  stretch  out 
before  them  like  a  lovely  bed  of  roses,  I,  the 
Turkish  bride,  was  making  my  plans  to 
escape. 

III. — Our  Escape. 
It  took  us  quite  three  years  to  plan  our 

*  Pari  of  the  house  reserved  for  men. 
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flight.  At  times  everything  seemed  to 
conspire  against  us,  and  again  and  again 
we  dreaded  that  circumstances  had  over- 
come us.  Had  we  fully  realized  from  the 
first  all  the  difficulties  we  had  to  face,  and 
the  dangers  through  which  we  had  to  pass,  I 
hardly  think  we  would  ever  have  dared  to 
attempt  it 

First,  of  all,  whom  were  we.  to  trust  with 
our  secret  ?  Unaided  we  could  not  succeed, 
yet  who  knows  if  the  person  to  whom  we 
were  to  communicate  our  plans  would  not 
sell  them  to  our  parents  for  a  larger  sum 
than  we  could  offer?  Unlike  most  Turkish 
girls,  we  had  an  allowance  for  clothes  and 
books.  In  most  houses  the^steward  pays  all 
the  bills,  it  being  considered  dangerous  to 
allow  us  to  have  money,  .for  money  means 
power.  For  three  years  we  hardly  spent  a 
penny  of  our  pocket  -  money.  Our  gover- 
ness taught  us  to  make  all  our  wardrobe,  an 
accomplishment  we  have  found  useful  ever 
since. 

Before  three  years  after  our  decision  was 
taken  we  could  not  start.  One  of  us  was 
still  a  minor,  and  as  such  our  Government 
could  force  us  to  return  should  we  succeed 
in  escaping.  The  long,  weary  wait,  however, 
gave  us  time  to  consider  carefully  who  would 
be  heroic  enough  to  procure  us  passports. 

In  this  respect  we  were  lucky.  The 
French  lady  who  for  eight  years  had  given 
us  singing  lessons  was  to  leave  Constanti- 
nople. We  had  not  much  difficulty  in  per- 
suading her  to  delay  her  departure  till  the 
date  we  had  fixed,  and,  having  given  us  her 
ptassports,  rely  on  the  generosity  of  a  friend 
to  do  the  same  for  her.  She  it  was,  too,  who 
time  after  time  took  all  our  luggage  away  in 
little  parcels  and  sent  it  to  Venice  to  await  our 
arrival.  There  were  still  two  more  problems 
to  solve.  How  were  we,  with  all  our  watchful 
relatives,  to  absent  ourselves  from  home  for 
twenty-four  hours  without  arousing  suspicion  ? 
And  how  were  we  to  fix  our  departure  on  a 
day  when  the  master  of  my  sister's  house  was 
detained  on  important  business  ? 

Monday,  the  i8th  of  January,  was  the  date 
we  had  fixed  for  our  flight.  Early — very  early 
— I  was  awake ;  and  although  I  had  hardly 
slept,  I  was  calm — too  calm,  perhaps,  con- 
sidering it  was  the  day  when  we  were  to  say 
good-bye  to  all  and  begin  life  anew.  Long 
before  daylight  I  had  counted  and  recounted 
every  object  in  my  luxurious  Turkish  room, 
then  when  the  clock  on  my  marble  mantel- 
piece struck  five  I  rose  and  dressed.  Every- 
thing was  ready.  All  that  remained  for  me 
to  do  wad  to  sign  some  photos  of  myself 


for  the  friends  I  was  leaving,  yet  whom  I 
loved  so  dearly.  These,  of  course,  were  to 
be  found  after  my  departure,  and  I  must 
confess  to  feeling  very  much  like  a  suicide 
writing  the  letter  which  is  to  be  found  after 
the  deed  is  done. 

For  months  and  months  we  had  waited  for 
this  moment,  yet  to-day  for  the  first  time  my 
hand  trembled.  Hateful  as  our  surroundings 
were,  now  we  were  about  to  abandon  the 
veil,  the  symbol  of  our  faith,  it  seemed  as  if 
my  very  soul  was  being  torn  in  two.  What 
were  we  about  to  attempt  ?  After  all,  was  it 
possible?  Could  we  go  straight  to  liberty, 
or,  rather,  was  there  not  a  great  deal  more 
trouble  in  store  for  us?  Yet,  as  I  thought 
how  all  these  years  we  had  suffered  in  silence 
planning  our  escape,  was  it  not  cowardly 
now  to  be  afraid  ?  Was  the  daylight  ever  so 
long  in  coming  ?  Oh  !  how  slowly  does  the 
time  pass  when  one  is  anxiously  waiting. 

At  last,  Saadet,  the  little  slave  to  whom  we 
had  become  so  very  much  attached,  brought 
me  up  my  breakfast,  grjceting  me  with  her 
usual  smile,  and  "Inch* Allah"  ("God  be  with 
you  ").  There  is  nothing  she  would  not  do  for 
us ;  she  had  been  brought  tip  with  us,  as  it 
were.  A  beautiful  Circassian  with  golden 
hair  and  black  eyes,  and  all  the  intelligence 
of  her  race,  she  had  always  listened  to  our 
lessons,  had  learnt  to  speak  French,  and  who 
knows  if  in  some  manner  she  did  not  under- 
stand the  sorrow  that  was  eating  our  hearts. 
Her  mother  had  been  one  of  our  slaves 
at  her  age,  and  with  her  wedding  dowry 
our  parents  had  given  her  her  papers  of 
freedom  ;  but  to  leave  us,  again  and  again  she 
emphatically  refused.  More  than  one  per- 
son's share  of  this  world's  trouble  had  fallen 
to  her  lot,  yet  she  seemed  to  delight  in 
suffering.  With  the  Turk's  firm  conviction 
that  one  must  joyfully  accept  the  fate  that 
has  been  written,  how  often  did  she  not 
repeat,  "With  the  elect  of  Allah  will  thy 
servant  be  placed." 

Saadet  found  me  looking  more  than  usually 
well  that  morning.  Poor  girl !  After  all, 
could  she  guess  what  was  on  my  mind  !  How 
tired  I  was  of  thinking  ;  how  weary  of  being 
afraid.  "If  only  the  tall  hanum  (my  sister) 
could  get  better,"  she  murmured,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes.  And  I,  too,  could  hardly  refrain 
from  weeping  as  I  replied,  "  Rest  assured, 
dear  Saadet,  soon  she  will  be  well." 

Ah,  my  poor  sister  !  Far  more  than  I  she 
had  suffered.  It  was  when  I  looked  into  her 
poor  sad  eyes,  the  mirror  of  her  wounded 
soul,  that  my  whole  being  rose  in  rebellion, 
and  there  was  nothing  I  would  not  do  to 
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save  her  a  moment's  pain.  She  needed  air, 
sunshine,  and  liberty;  all  were  denied  her. 
Another  climate,  another  existence,  might 
save  her ;  in  her  own  country  she  was  dying. 
We  had  appealed  to  our  supreme  Calipha  and 
his  mother  to  let  us  go  to  Egypt  (for  no  Turk 
can  travel  without  Imperial  permission),  but 
every  petition  was  refused.  The  Sultan  looks 
with  disfavour  on  the  modem  Turkish  woman. 
Her  education  he  considers  dangerous.  We 
were  well  aware  of  the  fact  that  we  were 
classed  with  the  revohitionnaires  and  care- 
fully watched  by  the  secret  police.  Here 
was  another  obstacle  in  the  way  of  our  flight. 
Yet  in  spite  of  them  all  I  determined  to  save 
her,  she  who  had  been  the  consolation  of  my 
whole  existence.  From  that  day  onwards  our 
rdles  were  to  be  reversed — she  was  to  be  the 
young  sister,  I  the  protector. 

But  to  return  to  our  preparations. 

The  night  before  the  i8th  January  we  had 
sent  my  sister's  little  slave  to  a  cousin  who 
lives  on  the  shores  of  the  Bosphorus  with 
this  message  :  "  To-morrow  we  are  coming  to 
spend  the  day  with  you.  Please  expect  us. 
If  by  chance  you  receive  a  telegram  from  our 
parents  asking  if  we  are  there  before  our 
arrival,  answer,  *yes.*  We  may  be  late."  To 
this  our  cousin  replied  at  once :  "  I  cannot 
understand  your  message,  but  rest  assured 
I  will  do  as  you  wish." 

Towards  noon,  on  my  last  day  at  Con- 
stantinople, Dj^nane,  our  dearest  friend, 
arrived  and  I  managed  to  chat  gaily  enough, 
although  each  moment  I  was  terrified  that 
my  emotion  would  betray  me. 

"  Supposing  we  go  to  lunch  with  my  sister," 
I  suddenly  suggested,  and,  delighted  wkh  the 


idea,  we  both  went  to  ask 
my  mother's  permission  to 
leave  the  house  for  two 
hours. 

It   was   with   no   small 
emotion  that  I  kissed  my 
mother's    hand     for    the 
favour    accorded,   and    I 
turned  back  twice  to  look 
at  her.     Every  moment  I 
felt  I  must  tell  her  all,  and 
that  it  was  good-bye  for 
ever.    Should  I  ?    No,  no ! 
that  would  be  too  foolish. 
On  leaving  my  mother's 
»   little  drawing-room,  to  my 
utter  horror   I   perceived 
my  cousin's  brother.      A 
word    from    him    to    our 
mother    and    we    were 
lost.      Our   plan,   of 
course,   was   to  let  our  parents  imagine  a 
telegram  from  our  cousin,  sent  to  my  sister's 
house,   had  called   us  there  unexpectedly ; 
otherwise    how  could   we   absent   ourselves 
from  the  house  for  twenty- four  hours  with- 
out   awakening    suspicion?      Dj^nane    was 
astonished   to  see   me  so   confused   at   my 
cousin's   simple   question,   "When   are   you 
going  to  our  house?"      "After   lunch,"   I 
replied;  "but  please  do  not  mention  it  to 
my  mother,"  I  added,  in  a  low  voice. 

Then  I  went  to  my  room,  took  a  last  look 
at  all  my  treasures,  put  on  my  black  skirt 
and  tckarchaff  (veil),  and  left  my  Turkish 
home — for  ever.  My  sister's  house  was  only 
a  few  yards  away,  and  she  was  anxiously 
waiting  for  us.  In  I  rushed,  and,  regardless 
of  the  fact  that  our  friend  did  not  speak 
French,  I  fell  into  her  arms  and,  weeping 
bitterly,  cried — "  It  is  all  over !  " 

We  had  intended  to  leave  Galata  by  a  little 
Bulgarian  boat  for  Bourgas  and  thence  by 
train,  but  during  the  morning  I  was  informed 
there  was  a  tempest  in  the  Black  Sea  and  the 
boat  could  not  start.  The  only  course  was  to 
take  the  train  from  Sirkedji,  which  started  at 
eight  o'clock  that  evening.  But  it  was  my 
cousin's  visit  that  worried  us  more  than 
anything. 

"  We  are  lost ! "  I  repeated  over  and  over 
again.  "To  think  that  the  work  of  three 
years  should  come  to  nothing." 

Our  friend,  seeing  something  was  wrong, 
left  us  discreetly.  Slowly  and  silently  she 
glided  out  of  the  house  and  we  made  no 
effort  to  retain  her.  This  was  our  good-bye 
and  her  reward  for  years  and  years  of  faithful 
friendship  1 
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For  some  time  my  sister  and  I  wept  in 
silence,  till  the  sound  of  the  bell  awakened 
us  to  the  necessity  of  action.  It  was  my 
cousin,  he  whom  we  had  accused  of  undoing 
all  our  plans. 

"Did  you  say  anything  to  mother?"  I 
asked.  And  with  the  frank  manner  in  which 
he  answered,  "Of  course  not,"  we  again  began 
to  hope. 

We  then  explained  to  him  that  we  very 
much  wished  to  spend  twenty-four  hours  with 
his  sister,  but,  in  order  not  to  be  refused,  we 
were  to  let  our  parents  know  when  we  had 
already  started.  Our  cousin  laughed,  and, 
in  spite  of  himself,  this  kind-hearted  boy 
became  our  accomplice. 

"  Send  word  to  your  parents  that  I  have 
taken  you,"  he  replied ;  "  in  that  manner  you 
will  not  require  servants  to  accompany  you." 

Nothing  could  be  better.  We  had  to  go 
that  day  or  not  at  all.  The  master  of  the 
house  was  to  be  detained  till  the  next  morn- 
ing, and  it  was  an  opportunity  not  to  be  lost. 
All  the  servants  and  slaves  had  been  sent  on 
errands  that  would  occupy  them  till  evening, 
and  our  cousin,  happy  to  be  able  for  once  to 
procure  us  the  pleasure  of  going  out  alone, 
left  us,  saying  he  would  see  us  again  in  a 
few  hours. 

Now  it  was  good-bye.  For  the  last  time 
we  visited  every  comer  of  the  house  in  which 
my  sister  had  spent  three  years  of  hateful 
captivity,  then,  tremblingly,  we  took  up  our 
little  parcels,  and  calling  a  passing  cab  drove 
to  the  friends  who  were  to  help  us  in  our 
flight. 

Mme.  S 's  house  was  at  the  other  end 

of  the  town,  and  never,  as  it  seemed  to  us, 
had  we  taken  so  long  to  drive  there.  The 
youngest  daughter  of  the  house  was  to 
accompany  us  on  the  journey,  using  her  own 
passport,  while  I  was  to  use  her  mother's,  and 
my  sister  that  of  her  elder  sister,  aged  twenty. 
Now  it  was  time  for  us  to  change  our  dress, 
leave  behind  our  icharchaffs^  collect  our 
luggage,  and  prepare  for  the  journey.  I  was 
to  be  disguised  as  an  elderly  lady  of  about 
fifty.  A  box  of  powder  was  emptied  on  my 
hair  and,  with  the  aid  of  a  burnt  cork,  I 
soon  had  a  sufficient  number  of  wrinkles. 

On  my  grey  hair,  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  was  placed  a  hat  This  I  had  made 
myself  with  the  springs  of  a  broken  chair  and 
the  velvet  of  an  old  blouse.  My  face  was 
covered  with  a  thick  black  veil ;  a  skirt, 
mantle,  and  old  white  shawl  completed  the 
garb  in  which  I  had  to  face  the  Turkish  spies 
and  police  at  the  Sirkedji  station. 

Never  in  my  life  shall  I  forget  the  moment 


when  our  passports  were  being  verified. 
Why  should  I  at  that  moment  persist  in 
thinking  of  the  fate  that  awaited  a  certain 
Pasha's  daughter  when  she  attempted  to 
escape  ?  She  got  to  the  spot  where  we  then 
stood,  but  was  discovered,  and  from  that  day 
no  one  has  seen  her.  "Eternal  incarcera- 
tion," I  said  to  myself:  "  never,  never  !"  and 
instinctively  I  touched  the  loaded  revolver  in 
my  bosom. 

One  moment,  while  it  seemed  as  if  my 
legs  were  giving  way  under  me,  and  our 
passports  were  pronounced  correct.  It  is 
useless  to  attempt  to  recall  the  moments  we 
passed  before  the  train  started.  Imagine,  if 
you  can,  our  terrible  state  of  nervousness ! 
And  we  had  yet  to  cross  the  Turkish  frontier  ! 
Until  then  our  lives  were  in  danger. 

During  the  twelve  hours  that  the  train 
whirled  us  away  to  Mustapha  -  Pasha,  the 
frontier  town  where  we  had  to  stop,  naturally 
not  one  of  us  closed  our  eyes.  Supposing 
our  parents  had  taken  it  into  their  heads  to 
visit  our  cousins  !  Supposing  they  had  dis- 
covered our  plans !  Here  we  should  be 
arrested  !  Everyone  seemed  to  be  eyeing  us 
with  suspicion.  What  was  that  group  of 
Custom-house  officers  discussing  ?  Why  did 
they  look  at  us  so  curiously?  Now  they 
were  coming  towards  us.  Surely  we  were 
lost !    And  again  I  grasped  my  revolver. 

But,  no.  It  was  simply  to  examine  our 
luggage  and  verify   our  passports.     "  Mme. 

S ,   Mile.   S ,   Mile.   Yvonne  S , 

— ^/>«,"  they  replied  in  French,  and  to  our 
utter  astonishment  they  went  away  without 
asking  another  question. 

At  last  the  train  started  again.  Contin- 
ually we  wiped  the  steam  from  the  window 
and  watched  the  scenery  of  our  native  land 
we  were  leaving  behind  us.  We  watched 
and  watched  until  at  last  —  a  Bulgarian 
soldier  was  seen — we  were  saved  ! 

Then,  worn  out  with  emotion  and  the 
fatigue  of  the  journey,  all  three  of  us  sobbed 
as  if  our  hearts  would  break. 

By  the  time  we  reached  Sofia  we  felt  so 
safe  that  my  two  pretended  children  left  the 
compartment  to  buy  some  pictorial  post-cards. 
Then  it  was  I  noticed  how  an  individual, 
wearing  a  Turkish  fez,  looked  at  us,  more 
than  indiscreetly.  Up  and  down  the  platform 
he  walked,  gazing  at  us  all  the  time,  then 
after  a  few  moments  I  distinctly  saw  him 
walk  into  the  telegraph  office.  The  other 
two  had  not  noticed  him,  and  what  was  the 
use  of  telling  them  about  the  face  that 
worried  me  the  whole  night? 
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By  five  o'clock  the  next  morning  we  were 
at  Belgrade.  ^'^ Belgrade T^  .Even  now  my 
hand  trembles  as  I  write  the  name  of  the 
Servian  capital  we  had  so  longed  to  see. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  we  answered,  as  a  loud  rap 
was  heard  at  the  door  of  our  compartment. 

"  Ladies,  the  police  inspector  requests  you 
to  alight  here;  he  has  received  orders  to 
arrest  you." 

Do  not  ask  me  to  describe  our  emotion. 
It  is  over  now.  But  how  we  managed  to 
dress  ourselves  I  cannot  tell.  Where  were 
we  going  now?  And  what  pitiful-looking 
objects  we  were  !  No  wonder  several  persons 
had  assembled  even  at  that  early  hour  to  see 
three  women  leave  the  train  accompanied  by 
a  Servian  policeman  and  a  Turk. 

At  last  I  ventured  to  ask  our  conductor 
where  we  were  going. 

"  To  the  Turkish  Legation." 

"  Never  !  "  I  replied.  "  On  Servian  soil, 
our  business  is  with  Servians.  Therefore,  be 
so  good  as  to  take  us  to  an  hotel  where  we 
can  stay  in  safety." 

"To  the  Grand  Hotel,"  he  said,  promising 
us  faithfully  that  no  harm  should  befall  us. 
Then  he  called  a  cab,  and  drove  with  us  over 
the  cobbled  pavement  of  the  dark  streets  to 
our  destination. 

At  the  Grand  Hotel  we  were  greeted  by  the 
same  Effendi  we  had  seen  at  Sofia,  but  now 
the  Turkish  fez  had  given  place  to  a  soft  felt 
hat.  He  had  come,  he  said,  to  see  that  we 
were  taken  care  of,  to  invite  us  to  breakfast, 
and  to  assure  us  we  had  nothing  to  fear  from 
either  Turks  or  Servians. 


"That  is  all 
very  well.  Prince 
Mohammed 
Arslan,"  we  re- 
plied, "  but  why 
have  we  been 
arrested  ?  " 

Then  this  gal- 
lant  Prince 
showed  us  the 
Ministerial  tele- 
gram in  which 
"The  Grand 
Vizier  ordered 
the  Turkish 
Legation  at  Bel- 
grade to  have 
three  ladies  with 
false  passports 
arrested.  Their 
plans  were  as  yet 
unknown  ;  they 
were  in  the  hands  of  adventurers."  This,  of 
course,  we  denied. 

A  few  minutes  later,  too,  still  in  our  hideous 
travelling  garb  (my  clothes  were  covered  with 
powder  and  my  wrinkles  had  vanished),  we 
received  a  visit  from  Fethi  Pasha,  the 
Turkish  Minister,  who,  with  gracious  and 
diplomatic  words,  had  "  come  to  pay  us  his 
respects." 

But  we  were  not  such  easy  prey  as  the  little 
Pasha  imagined.  And  the  Embassy  at  Berlin 
was  to  be  his  reward  for  "  bringing  back  two 
lambs  to  the  fold."  No,  no  ;  not  as  long  as 
either  of  us  were  living  ! 

Oh,  how  slowly  the  time- passed  in  that 
hotel !  What  was  there  for  us  to  do  ?  How 
could  we  rest  ?  Who  was  there  to  tell  us 
what  the  future  had  in  store  for  us  ?  Whom 
could  we  trust  ?  Who  was  there  to  protect 
us,  we  who  had  always  been  so  carefully 
protected  ? 

By  eight  o'clock  the  whole  town  seemed 
to  be  awake.  For  hours  I  watched  the 
throng  of  people  hurrying  to  and  fro,  a 
pleasure  it  seemed  to  me  then  of  which  I 
should  never  weary.  We  had  seen  so  little  of 
life  through  the  bars  of  our  harem  windows, 
and  what  took  place  the  other  side  of  our 
high  garden  walls  we  could  only  imagine. 
Now,  at  last,  we  could  see  humanity  :  every 
creature  seemed  happy,  for  every  one  was 
free.  Were  they  grateful,  I  wondered,  for 
the  one  blessing  for  which  we  had  left  our 
country  and  our  home — a  blessing  of  which 
we  had  dreamed  for  years  ;  for  which,  per- 
haps, we  were  to  give  our  lives  ? 

Prince  M.  Arslan  came  to  take  us  to  lunch 
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at  noon.  He  was  kindness  itself.  No  one 
could  have  been  more  attentive,  and  again 
and  again  he  apologized  for  having  been 
obliged  here  at  Belgrade  to  execute  his 
duty. 

Was  he  as  perfidious  as  we  had  supposed, 
this  gallant  Prince  ?  At  times  I  felt  ashamed 
of  the  manner  in  which  we  had  scorned  his 
attentions.  The  next  afternoon,  however, 
when  he  promised  to  take  us  for  a  long  drive 
and  show  us  all  the  beauties  of  the  town, 
"so  that  our  captivity  might  seem  less 
unpleasant,"  we  willingly  accepted. 

But  on  returning  to  our  hotel  my  poor 
sister  was  again  seized  with  one  of  those 
violent  fits  of  coughing  I  knew  so  well. 
Towards  evening  she  became  so  bad  that 
we  were  obliged  to  send  for  a  doctor. 
"  Her  condition  was  very  serious  indeed,"  he 
said ;  "  Switzerland  was  the  only  place  that 
could  save  her."  Yet  how  was  such  a  thing 
possible?  Here  we  were  stationed  we  knew 
not  for  how  long,  and  no  one  seemed  able  to 
enlighten  us.  Perhaps  Arslan  would  have 
some  news  for  us  the  next  day ! 

To  our  great  astonishment,  at  ten  o'clock 
that  evening  we  received  a  visit  from  a  lady, 
who  refused  to  give  her  name,  but  whose 
face*  at  once  inspired  confidence,  "  I  have 
come  to  tell  you  on  no  account  to  leave  your 
hotel  to-morrow,"  she  said.  "  Prince  Arslan's 
idea  is  to  trick  you  into  the  Turkish  Legation." 
That  was  all.  I  thanked  her  wjth  all  my 
heart,  and  our  unknown  friend  vanished  as 
mysteriously  as  she  had  come. 

At  the  appointed  hour  the  next  day  Prince 
Arslan  arrived  to  take  us  for  the  promised 
drive.  Ah !  how  odious  did  his  sympathy 
and  kindness  appear  to  me  now.  '*0n 
account  of  my  sister's  illness,"  I  said,  "we 
shall  have  to  put  off  a  pleasure  to  which  we 
have  been  so  looking  forward."  And,  thank- 
ing him  again,  we  said  good-bye  till  the 
next  day. 

Never  since  the  time  we  had  planned  our 
escape  were  we  so  discouraged  as  that  after- 
noon. What  was  the  use  of  continuing  to 
struggle  ?  Who  was  there  to  help  us  ?  We 
had  almost  made  up  our  minds  to  resign 
ourselves  to  our  fate  when  two  Servian  friends 
were  announced — friends  whom  we  had 
welcomed  years  ago  in  Constantinople  and 
whose  existence  we  had  almost  forgotten. 

On  hearing  of  our  terrible  plight  they  had 
hastened  to  come  to  our  aid.  They  had 
heard  a  report  that  on  account  of  the  sym- 
pathy we  had  aroused  amongst  the  people 


the  hotel  was  to  be  guarded  by  the  police  the 
very  next  day.  There  was  no  time  to  spare. 
We  had  to  leave  the  hotel  that  very  night 
and  after  midnight.  But  could  we  ?  How 
was  my  poor  sister  to  Jace  that  biting  cold 
winter  wind  in  the  condition  in  which  she 
then  was  ? 

"  Yes,  dress  me ;  I  will  go,"  pleaded  the 
poor  sufferer.  And  as  soon  after  midnight  as 
possible  we  had  left  the  hotel  in  company 
with  our  friends,  and  were  driving  miles  away 
to  this  villa  where  we  are  now  staying  till  my 
sister  is  well  enough  to  continue  her  journey. 
Here  we  felt  safe,  and  here  at  last  we  could 
rest.  Here  I  have  had  my  first  long  sleep 
since  we  left  the  land  of  Islam. 

We  have  not  yet  made  up  our  minds 
whether  Switzerland  or  the  Riviera  is  to  be 
our  destination.  Now  I  hope  our  troubles 
are  at  an  end,  although,  even  as  1  write,  that 
red  ^Qz  on  Belgrade^  station  continually 
haunts  me.  I  close  my  letter  with  a  feeling 
of  terror  I  cannot  explain. 

To-day,  it  is  from  Venice  that  I  am  writing 
to  chronicle  our  safe  arrival.  Now,  at  last, 
all  danger  is  past ;  here  at  least  we  are  free, 
and  no  one  can  touch  us.  Yes,  we  are  free, 
free  as  the  bright  blue  sky  and  sea,  which 
remind  us  of  the  far-off  country  we  shall 
never  see  again.  But  have  we  not  paid  a 
terrible  price  for  our  liberty? 

One  day,  perhaps,  I  shall  write  more  details 
about  our  stay  in  Servia,  but  letters  are  too 
dangerous.  What  we  suffered  at  the  hands 
of  our  countrymen  I  cannot  describe.  Will 
they  leave  us  alone  now,  I  wonder  ?  I  doubt 
it ;  but  I  am  so  tired  of  thinking  that  my 
letters  are  becoming  incoherent. 

Even  the  magic  blue  sky  and  the  lacey 
marble  of  the  Doge  Palace  give  me  little 
joy  ;  indeed,  before  this  beautiful  edifice  we 
can  do  nothing  but  weep. 

Free !  Yes,  here  we  are  free,  and  our 
thoughts  go  back  to  our  own  land,  to  our 
parents,  our  brother  and  our  sister.  Never 
again  shall  we  see  their  dear  faces,  and  what- 
ever happens  we  can  never  alter  the  deep 
affection  we  have  for  them.  Much  as  we 
have  suffered,  on  them  we  do  not  lay  the 
blame,  but  on  the  harsh  and  cruel  laws  of 
our  land.  Free  !  Yes,  free,  we  repeat  over 
and  over  again.  And  in  spite  of  what  may 
happen  in  the  future,  at  present  we  can  smile. 
Of  our  own  free  will  we  left  our  country,  and 
we  are  firmly  resolved  to  bear  all  the  con- 
sequences of  our  action. 
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ILLIE'S  thumbs  were  turned 
down.  "  Kill !  Kill  it !  "  she 
shrieked. 

In  front  was  the  dilapidated 
wood-shed,  criss-crossed  with 
stacks  of  sweet  -  smelling 
timber.  Above  was  the  clear  blue  stain  of 
a  cloudless  sky.  The  sun-baked  ground  was 
a  scene  of  the  wildest  riot  and  disorder. 
Sawdust  flew  into  the  hot,  quivering  air  as  a 
swarm  of  rats,  a  couple  of  terriers,  and  two 
sunburnt  men  in  flannel  shirts  doubled  and 
cut,  turning  the  yard  into  an  arena  of  strife. 

On  the  outer  fringe  of  the  conflict,  poised 
on  a  log,  were  the  two  spectators  of  the  rat- 
hunt.  They  formed  a  curious  contrast. 
Belinda  Salt,  commonly  known  as  Billie,  the 
apple  of  her  father's  eye,  the  idol  of  the 
station,  and  the  belle  of  the  whole  district, 
was  quivering  with  excitement  as  she  leaned, 
with  her  body  poised  at  a  dangerous  angle, 
over  the  yard.  An  ecstatic  puppy  was  tucked 
under  one  arm.  Her  clear  skin  was  tanned, 
her  eyes  were  fearless,  and  her  hair  a  copper 
glory.  The  vitality  that  seethed  from  every 
line  of  her  face  and  every  gesture  of  her  lithe 
form  bubbled  up  constantly  from  a  vasty 
reserve  of  energy.  As  her  male  belongings 
said  proudly,  Billie  was  full  of  ginger. 

Her  companion  stood  gazing  apparently  at 
the  hunt  with  listless  unconcern.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  his  eyes  were  steadily  focusing 
a  low  line  of  blue  hills  in  the  distance.  He 
was  tall  and  fair,  and  had  regular  features. 
His  face  and  figure  bore  testimony  to  race. 
His  manner  was  stamped  with  the  hall-mark 
of  Eton  and  Oxford.  His  clothes,  with 
silent  but  eloquent  voice,  rose  up  and  called 
a  good  tailor  blessed.  He  smoked  a  cigarette, 
apparently  unconscious  of  his  companion's 
clamour. 


Billie's  eager  eyes  watched  every  detail 
with  vivid  interest  Her  upbringing  was 
responsible  for  her  crude  tastes ;  for  the 
girl's  mother,  by  dying  early,  had  turned  her 
baby  over  to  her  men-folk  and  the  universal 
mother.  Between  them  they  had  made  a 
good  job  of  the  girPs  rearing,  according  to 
the  broad  terms  of  the  contract — sun,  wind, 
freedom,  and  masculine  devotion  all  con- 
tributing their  share.  But  while  the  essentials 
were  sound,  the  details  of  necessity  were 
lacking. 

Billie  jumped  up  and  down,  urging  on  the 
men  with  increasing  vigour.  So  engrossed 
was  she  in  the  sport  that  she  never  noticed 
when  the  frantic  pup  slipped  from  her  arm 
and  joined  the  fray.  But  a  piteous  howl 
roused  her,  and  she  turned  to  see  a  huge 
grey  rat  hanging  on  to  the  white  coat  of  her 
pet.  With  a  cry  of  dismay  she  cried  out  to 
her  silent  companion. 

"  Oh  !  look,  look  !  Mr.  Tygarth— look  ! 
Be  quick  and  get  him.     Quick  ! " 

Tygarth  never  moved.  Apparently  he  was 
absorbed  in  re-lighting  his  cigarette.  Billie 
gave  him  one  quick  glance,  but  she  did  not 
repeat  her  appeal.  Springing  off  the  log,  she 
dashed  into  the  mel^e,  to  return  a  minute 
later  with  the  puppy.  Tygarth  turned  his 
head  slowly. 

"What's  happened?"  he  asked.  "I  was 
just  trying  to  get  this  thing  to  draw." 

"  I  noticed  ycu  were  absorbed,"  answered 
the  girl.  "  This  bad  pup  got  loose,  so  I  had 
to  go  to  his  rescue." 

As  she  spoke  she  shook  her  hand 
impatiently,  and  Tygarth  noticed  that  a  small 
splash  of  red  had  speckled  the  sawdust. 

"Good  heavens!  You've  got  a  bite,"  he 
exclaimed.     "  Here,  let  me  tie  up  your  hand." 

Billie  looked  him  squarely  in  the  eyes. 
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"  No,  thank  you,  M 
quietly.  "I  prefer  1 
Forster  will  do  it." 

She  called  out,  and  i 
was  suspended,  both 
Dyke  and  Forster 
crowding  round 
their  queen  in  con- 
cern. As  they  bore 
her  off  between 
them  to  their  uni- 
versal remedy,  the 
cold-water  tap,  For- 
ster looked  back  to 
shout  to  Tygarth  : — 

"  You  should  not 
have  allowed  this  to 
happen.  You  want 
more  eye-wash, 
young  man." 

But  Tygarth  re- 
mained motionless, 
sucking  at  his  cold 
cigarette,  his  face 
absolutely  devoid  of 
expression  as  he 
watched  the  sha- 
dows drifting  over 
the  hills. 

Tygarth  came  of 
a  race  of  mighty 
warriors  and 
hunters.  From  the 
first  Tygarth,  sur- 
named  the  Tiger, 
killing  had  been 
their  occupation  and 
pleasure.  They 
killed  men  for  work,  and  beasts  for  play.  The 
Tiger  now  only  survived  on  the  coat  of  arms, 
and  the  savagery  of  the  original  strain  had  been 
watered  down  to  a  streak  of  the  courage  that 
had  made  the  name  of  Tygarth  famous. 

The  Tygarths  had  always  been  attracted 
by  feminine  courage,  and  had  chosen  wives 
of  similar  stem  material.  But  one  Lady 
Tygarth  of  an  earlier  day  had  been  cast  in  a 
gentler  mould,  for,  before  her  marriage,  she 
was  destined  to  be  a  Bride  of  the  Church. 
Throughout  her  life  she  was  an  earthly  angel, 
and  when  she  died  a  feather  dropped  from 
her  wing,  and,  floating  down  the  ages,  lighted 
on  the  forehead  of  the  present  Dennis 
Tygarth.  From  the  very  purity  of  its  source 
it  was  the  white  feather,  and  Dennis  Tygarth 
was  utterly  and  hopelessly  a  coward. 

His  cowardice  was  as  much  a  disease  as 
insanity,  or  a  craving  for  alcohol.  It  was 
deep-seated,  its  roots  reaching  down  to  the 


"  BILLIB  JUMPED   UP  AND   DOWN,    URGING  ON   THE   MEN   WITH    INCRRA6IKG  VIGOUR." 


very  rock-bed  of  Fear.  Perhaps  the  worst 
feature  in  the  case  arose  from  the  fact  that 
not  one  of  the  Tygarths  had  the  courage  to 
acknowledge  this  failing  in  their  heir,  and 
to  openly  tackle  it.  They  held  their  heads 
high,  affecting  not  to  notice  the  record  of 
nursery,  school,  and  collie.  Finally,  they 
sent  him  abroad  to  the  Salts*  ranch,  with 
the  unspoken  hope  that  the  wilder  life  of 
the  Australian  bush  might  foster  his  stunted 
manhood. 

Sandy-creek  was  a  bad  place  for  cowards. 
Dennis's  nervous  shrinkings  from  animals 
reached  a  climax  of  spasms  of  terror  at  the 
unknown  insects  and  reptiles.  But  his  fear 
culminated  in  the  knowledge  that  one  day 
Billie  would  find  him  out. 

When  he  first  arrived  he  was  not  popular. 
Billie  complained  that  the  Englishpian's  com- 
plexion was  fairer  than  her  own.  Forster 
and  Dyke,  who  were  learning  sheep-farming. 
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shied  at  his  silk  shirts  and  fancy  ties.  Dr. 
Beaver,  who  was  staying  at  the  homestead 
whilst  he  pursued  a  course  of  investigations, 
was  the  first  to  diagnose  Dennis's  disease. 
And  he  held  his  peace. 

Presently  Billie  began  to  annex  the  new- 
comer, and  the  jealousy  of  Forster  and 
Dyke  grew  apace.  After  a  month,  however, 
perplexity  began  to  mingle  with  her  friend- 
ship. With  hard-set  mouth,  Dennis  waited 
for  the  disillusionment  of  the  girl  whom  he 
had  learned  to  adore.  Bit  by  bit  the  truth 
leaked  out.  Hints  were  dropped,  and  ugly 
rumours  spread  about  the  station.  As 
Dennis's  fair  skin  peeled  daily  under  the  rays 
of  the  Southern  sun,  so  the  outer  scales  of 
his  armour  of  self-protection  were  rubbed 
away  under  the  test  of  each  fresh  incident. 
With  the  unlucky  episode  of  the  puppy  the 
last  shred  was  stripped  away,  and  the  girl  saw 
the  pock-marks  of  the  scourge  which  the 
youth  had  tried  to  conceal. 

Tygarth  waited  by  the  creek,  watching  the 
muddy  water  eddy  by,  till  the  short  twilight 
smudged  the  sunlit  land.  When  the  windows 
of  the  dining-room  shone  like  glow-worms  he 
slowly  crept  back  towards  the  house.  He 
heard  shouts  of  laughter,  and  the  clinking  of 
glass  and  cutlery,  as  he  stood  outside  the 
door.  Then,  stiffening  his  lip,  he  turned  the 
handle  and  slipped  into  his  place  at  the 
supper-table. 

No  one  took  the  least  notice  of  him  but 
Daddy  Salt,  who  stopped  in  his  task  ot 
carving  to  exclaim  at  Tygarth's  pallid  face. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  the  boy  looks  like  a  boiled 
rag,"  he  said. 

Billie  turned  her  scornful  eyes  on  Dennis. 
He  noticed  that  her  hand  was  bandaged. 

"  No,  Daddy,  not  like  a  boiled  rag,"  she 
corrected.  "He  looks  like  a  striped  thing 
that  has  run  in  the  wash." 

No  one  could  have  told  from  Tygarth's 
sphinx-like  face  that  he  had  grasped  her 
meaning,  but  every  pulsation  of  his  heart 
hammered  home  the  truth.  His  tiger  stripes 
were  not  a  fast  colour. 

"  Let  the  boy  have  his  supper  now,  and 
don't  worry  him,"  interposed  the  kindly  Salt. 
"  By  the  way,  Tygarth,"  he  added,  "  a  letter 
came  for  you  by  the  mail  to-day." 

As  Forster  passed  the  envelope  down  the 
table  he  commented  on  the  crest.  "  Why  a 
tiger  ?  "  he  queried. 

Bitterly  conscious  of  the  irony,  Tygarth 
explained  clearly  and  at  length.  When  he 
paused  he  looked  up,  and  noticed  a  grin 
dodging  from  face  to  face  before  his  suspicious 
eye.     Then  Billie  spoke,  innocently. 


"It  takes  a  long  time  for  a  tiger  to  become  a 
domesticated  cat,"  she  observed.  "  I  suppose 
now,  that  as  the  Tiger,  your  ancestor,  is  at 
one  end  of  the  chain  and  you  are  at  the 
other,  by  the  process  of  civilization  you  must 
have  become — er — humanized.  In  future  I 
shall  no  longer  call  you  Tygarth.  Instead, 
from  this  day  forward,  I  formally  christen  you 
—the  Tabby." 

Dennis  tried  to  smile  at  the  outburst  of 
cheers  that  followed,  knowing  well  that  his 
new  name  was  the  outward  sign  of  his 
degradation. 

After  that  night  an  era  of  persecution 
began  for  the  Tabby.  Dr.  Beaver  and 
Daddy  Salt,  absorbed  in  their  different 
interests,  took  no  notice,  but  Billie,  Forster, 
Dyke,  and  all  the  hands  on  the  run  daily 
subjected  the  Tabby  to  a  pitiless  course  of 
ragging.  Every  day  they  contrived  a  fresh 
test  for  his  courage,  and  every  day  his  quiver- 
ing nerves  gave  way  before  the  ordeal  and 
he  gave  a  more  thorough  exhibition  of 
cowardice.  But,  as  of  old,  the  same  curse 
followed  him.  No  one  openly  accused  him 
of  his  fault.  Had  Billie  spumed  him  with 
her  foot  and  trampled  on  him  Tygarth  would 
have  hailed  her  overtures  with  relief.  All 
his  life  he  had  longed  to  speak  of  his  shame, 
feeling  the  mere  mention  would  take  away 
some  of  the  sting.  But  Billie  preferred  to 
give  him  his  medicine  in  the  old  nursery 
fashion.  A  snub  was  wrapped  in  a  smile, 
an  insult  larded  over  with  flattery,  while  at 
the  bottom  of  the  jam  of  Billie's  sweetest 
speeches  lay  the  bitter  sneer.  Treated  thus, 
with  outward  politeness,  Tygarth  preserved  a 
stony  countenance,  which  further  enraged 
the  Inquisitorial  Council  of  Three. 

One  afternoon,  as  Tygarth  wandered  list- 
lessly on  to  the  veranda,  longing  for  the 
pitiless  Australian  blue  and  gold  to  change 
to  his  native  green,  and  dreaming  of  trout- 
streams,  a  familiar  sound  floated  out  through 
the  open  French  windows.  The  rattling  of 
china  and  the  buzz  of  conversation,  stabbed 
with  high-pitched  feminine  notes  of  exclama- 
tion, proclaimed  a  social  function.  As  he 
entered  the  drawing-room  he  realized  that  he 
was  assisting  at  the  rites  of  a  formal  call. 

These  were  visitors  of  a  different  type  to 
the  chance  pilgrims  who  dropped  in  lightly 
at  any  hour  on  the  Salt  tnenage^  and  who 
flapp>ed  away  as  suddenly  on  the  casual  wing 
of  an  angel  unawares.  The  lavish  hospitality 
of  which  these  strangers  partook  was  now 
pared  down  to  a  frigid  entertainment  which 
Dennis  hailed  as  English  afternoon  tea. 
Billie  presided  over  the  teapot  with  her  usual 
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nonchalant  air  of  dignity.  But,  true  to 
feminine  tradition,  she  had  dressed  for  her 
own  sex  in  a  fashion  she  had  never  troubled 
to  display  to  her  male  subjects,  and  as 
Dennis  looked  at  her  lace  and  flounces  he 
felt  himself  subjugated  anew  by  her  queenly 
beauty. 

A  brief  introduction  enlightened  him  as  to 
the  identity  of  the  visitors.  The  dry-skinned, 
wizened  man,  the  large,  gorgeous  lady,  and 
the  two  smart  maidens  stood  revealed  as 
Theophilus  Berry,  the  richest  squatter  in  the 
district,  his  wife,  and  his  daughters. 

With  a  sigh  of  relief  Tygarth  concerned 
himself  with  the  transit  of  the  tea-cups,  feel- 
ing he  had  stepped  from  the  savage  region  of 
the  Southern  Cross  to  his  native  sphere  of 
the  civilized  world. 

Billie  noticed  the  change.  Tygarth,  answer- 
ing to  the  call  of  his  early  training,  was  a 
different  being  to  the  cowardly  youth  who 
had  cringed  round  the  sheep-runs.  Even  the 
silk  shirt  and  immaculate  parting  seemed 
now  to  take  their  right  place  in  the  general 
scheme  of  fitness,  and  appeared  no  longer  a 
mixture,  but  a  blend.  For  the  first  time  the 
girl  realized  that  two  Tiger  attributes — the 
steady  eye  and  free  bearing — had  survived 
the  watering  -  down  process  and  chosen  to 
reappear  in  this  degenerate  descendant. 

Half  cross  with  herself  for  her  sudden 
interest,  she  glanced  at 
her  chosen  pals,  Forster 
and  Dyke.  They  suffered 
badly  from  the  contrast; 
as  they  squirmed  their 
l^s  desperately  to  hide 
their  uncompromising 
boots  they  appeared  ner- 
vous and  awkward.  In 
short,  for  the  first  time 
Tygarth  shone,  solely  from 
the  fact  that  he  now  pos- 
sessed  what  he  had 
hitherto  lacked — a  fitting 
background. 

The  Hon.  Theophilus 
Berry  beamed  at  Tygarth 
and  invited  him  to  ride  over 
soon.  Mrs.  Berry  seconded 
the  invitation,  and  also 
beamed — in  a  manner  that 
was  too  maternal  for  Billie's 
taste,  in  view  of  the  Berry 
girls'  evident  overtures  of 
friendship.  It  was  true 
that  Ruby  Berry's  face  was 
freckled  to  the  semblance 
of  a  bran-mash,  but  Pearl 


was  passably  pretty,  and  had  the  further 
advantage  of  being  fresh  from  a  finishing 
school  in  Brussels.  So,  to  her  surprise,  the 
despotic  Billie  found  herself  joining  in  the 
running,  once  the  Berrys  had  fairly  made 
the  pace,  and  helping  to  swell  Tygarth's 
little  triumph. 

But,  after  his  long  abstinence,  the  strong 
dose  of  flattery  was  as  dangerous  to  Dennis 
as  an  over-lavish  meal  to  a  starving  man.  In 
a  short  time  the  unaccustomed  kindness  of 
Pearl  Berry  turned  his  head.  Billie  had 
treated  him  like  a  cur ;  now  he  would  have 
none  of  her  patting,  and  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity he  snapped  back. 

"  It's  a  real  treat  to  meet  someone  fresh 
from  England,"  said  Ruby  Berry. 

"  It's  a  still  greater  treat  to  me  to  talk  to  a 
lady  again,"  replied  Tygarth. 

The  sudden  sparkle  in  Billie's  eyes  asked 
the  question  framed  by  Miss  Berry's  lips. 

"  But  you  see  Miss  Salt  daily  ?  " 

Tygarth  shook  his  head.  "  Miss  Salt  is 
such  an  excellent  sportsman,  and  has  such 
wonderful  courage  and  skill,  that  one  over 
looks  the  fact  that  she  belongs  to  the 
weaker  sex." 

The  youth  uttered  the  words  straight  from 
a  heart  rankling  with  many  an  old  wound 
scored  thereon  by  Billie.  He  experienced 
the   unholy  joy   of   a    small    boy   who   has 


'  THK   HON.    THEOPHILUS   BEKRV    BEAMKU   AT  TYGARIH    AND    INVITED    HIM   TO   RIDE 
OVER   SOON." 
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thrown  a  snowball  at  a  policeman,  all  uncon- 
scious that  a  stone  was  embedded  in  his  soft 
pellet. 

Billie  felt  that  her  supreme  power,  her 
feminine  charm,  had  been  impeached.  She 
glared  at  Dyke  and  Forster  with  burning  eyes 
and  read  their  anger  in  their  crimson  faces, 
while  even  Dr.  Beaver's  listless  eyelids 
appeared  to  be  suddenly  wired.  By  mental 
telegraphy  the  sentence  of  lynch-law  was 
passed  by  common  consent,  and  ail  settled 
down  to  the  task  of  showing  up  Tygarth. 

"  Talking  of  sport,"  said  Forster,  breaking 
the  silence,   "our  friend,   Mr.  Tygarth,  has 
given  us  many  a  surprising — I  think  I  may 
call  them  surprising — exhibition  of  his  skill. 
You  know,  Mrs.  Berry,  he  is  too  modest  to 
tell    you    him- 
self, but  he   is 
descended  from 
a      particularly 
bloodthirsty 
and  courageous 
ancestor.       He 
was  called   the 
Tiger.      Our 
friend    pre- 
serves the   tra- 
ditions." 

Pearl's  eyes 
grew  wide. 

"  How  splen- 
did ! "  she  said. 
"  We  miss  that 
sort  of  thing  in 
Australia. 
Then,  of  course, 
you  came  here 
for  sport  and 
excitement." 

A  suppressed 
laugh  flickered 
round  the 
room,  and  Pearl 
was  surprised 
to  see  a  faint 
colour  rise  in 
Tygarth's  non- 
chalant face. 

"No,     no; 
nothing  of  the 
s  o  r  t,"      h  e 
answered,    hastily 
health." 

"  I  thought  you  looked  a'  little  delicate. 
But  our  climate  and  Miss  Salt's  care  will 
make  a  new  man  of  you." 

"  That  would  be  an  impossibility." 

Even  the  Berry  family  stared  at  the  note 


"  I    came    merely    for 


of  scorn  in  Billie's  voice.     Mrs.  Berry  seized 
helplessly  at  the  obvious  explanation. 

"Ah,  she  means  you  don't  take  enough 
care  of  yourself.  That's  like  a  man,  especially 
an  Englishman.  You  are  all  for  sport. 
What  is  it  you  say  ?  *  Let  me  go  and  kill 
something ' !  " 

The  colour  ebbed  from  Tygarth's  face  as 
he  waited  for  Billie's  comment. 

"  You  have  just  hit  it,"  she  said.  "  Once 
the  excitement  of  slaughter  is  on  him  he 
thinks  of  nothing  else.  Why,  I  came  home 
the  other  day  with  a  bite  on  my  hand  as  a 
result  of  his  rat-hunting." 
"  How  reckless  of  him  !  " 
A  shout  of  bottled-up  laughter  belled  up 
from    Forster's   throat.      Dyke    and    Beaver 

followed  suit^ 
while  the  Berry 
family  stared  in 
amazem  ent. 
Billie  had  re- 
paid her  score 
with  interest, 
but  the  china 
mask  of  Ty- 
garth's face 
could  not  en- 
».  lighten  her  to 
the  fact  that, 
false  to  the  prin- 
ciple of  true 
sport,  she  was 
hitting  a  man 
who  was  down. 
"Tabby," 
she  said,  lightly, 
"  just  run  to  my 
sitting-room 
and  put  your 
hand  inside  my 
work-basket.  I 
have  left  a  box 
of  chocolates 
there." 

"Why  do 
you  call  him 
Tabby?" 
asked  Pearl, 
curiously. 

"I  will  spare 

his    blushes," 

was     the   malicious    answer.       "  Wait    until 

he  is  gone  and  you   shall    have  the  whole 

story." 

Only  Beaver  caught  the  look  in  Tygarth's 
eyes  as  he  abruptly  left  the  room,  but  it 
startled  him  by  its  strained  intensity. 

"She's    driving    that    boy    too    far,"    he 


SHB  SAID,   'just  RUN  TO   MY  SITTING-ROOM   AND  PUT  VOUR 
HAND  INSIDB  MY  WORK'BASKKT.  '  " 
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reflected.  "  Like  all  young  things,  she  is 
ignorant  of  her  strength." 

Directly  the  door  closed  behind  him  Billie 
faced  her  visitors. 

**  You  ask  why  I  call  him  *  Tabby '  ?  "  she 
demanded.  "  Because  he  deserves  no  other 
name.  Because  he  is  a  disgrace  to  the 
race  of  Englishmen.  Because  he  is  a 
miserable,  half-baked  coward." 

From  behind  the  frail  door  Tygarth's  burn- 
ing ears  heard  a  confused  babel.  Billie's 
words  had  called  forth  incredulous  dissent  on 
the  part  of  the  Berry  faction,  and  vehement 
support  from  Dyke  and  Forster.  He  waited 
for  Billie's  clear  voice  to  resurrect  the  first 
discreditable  incident.  Then  he  rushed 
down  the  passage  in  the  direction  of  the 
sitting-room. 

When  Billie  stopped  at  length  in  her 
recital,  through  sheer  lack  of  breath,  she  saw 
she  had  wasted  her  eloquence,  for  the  Berry 
family  was  apparently  unconvinced.  The 
girl  appealed  anew  to  her  male  belongings, 
but  Mr.  Berry  shook  his  grizzled  head. 

"That's  the  smartest  two-year-old  I  have 
seen  out  here  for  many  a  cold  day,"  he  said, 
dryly.  "  And  I  reckon,  p'r'aps,  an  old  man 
like  me  can  size  him  up  better  than  you  fine 
bucks.     We  don't  run  against  each  other." 

"That's  about  it,  pa,"  chimed  in  Mrs. 
Berry.  "These  young  men  are  jealous. 
Such  a  nice  manner  he  has  too.  I  will  never 
believe  him  a  coward." 

"  He  is,"  flamed  Billie.  "  I  say  he  is ;  and 
J  am  not  a  man." 

"  But  you  are  a  girl,  my  dear,  and  apparently 
he  has  not  grasped  the  fact,"  was  the  dry 
answer. 

"  He  hinted  as  much,"  said  Pearl,  acidly. 

Billie  grew  scarlet  under  the  raillery  of  the 
Berry  family. 

"  Very  well,"  she  said.  "  I  will  prove  what 
I  have  said.  I  am  not  piqued  because 
the  Tabby  has  not  noticed  me.  I  would 
not  look  at  him,  for  he  is  a  coward. 
See  now.  I  have  sent  him  to  my  basket 
Crusty,  my  pet  lizard,  always  goes  to  sleep 
there  every  afternoon.  He  lives  on  my  roof, 
and  the  Tabby  has  never  seen  him.  Mark 
my  words,  he  will  think  him  dangerous,  and 
have  a  fit,  for  he  is  the  biggest  and  ugliest 
specimen  you  could  find.  Now  listen.  You 
will  have  to  acknowledge  me  right." 

"Suppose  he  should  kill  him?"  queried 
Pearl. 

A  shout  of  laughter  drowned  Billie's  reply. 
"  Kill  him  ?  Not  he— he  hasn't  the  pluck  ! 
He  dare  not  touch  a  rat.  There,  what  did  I 
say  ?     Oh,  listen,  listen  ! " 


She  opened  the  door,  and  her  visitors  rose 
and  stood,  with  strained  ears,  in  a  semicircle 
in  the  doorway.  As  they  listened,  from  a 
little  way  farther  down  the  passage  and 
muffled  by  closed  doors,  came  the  sound  of  a 
cry  of  fear.  Then  followed  strange  confused 
noises,  as  if  someone  were  furiously  rushing 
round  the  room.  A  piece  of  furniture, 
apparently,  was  thrown  over  with  a  loud  thud. 
The  sounds  died  away  after  that,  till  the 
silence  was  shattered  by  the  crash  of  broken 
glass. 

An  expression  of  doubt  broke  over  the 
serenity  of  Theophilus  Berry's  hatchet  face. 
He  beckoned  to  the  others. 
^  "  Get  back  to  the  drawing-room,"  he  said. 
"'We'll  see  this  thing  out.  We'll  be  in  at  the 
death." 

They  had  barely  re-seated  themselves, 
when  the  door  at  which  they  were  all  staring 
was  thrown  open,  and  Tygarth  staggered  in. 
The  change  in  the  youth  was  incredible.  His 
face  was  flushed,  and  in  his  blue  eyes  burned 
a  light  of  triumph.  A  bandage  was  tightly 
fastened  round  his  wrist  and  his  tie  was 
crooked.  He  crossed  over  to  Billie,  lurching 
at  every  step. 

"I've  killed  him,"  he  shouted.  "I've 
killed  him." 

Billie  turned  pale."  "You  have  killed 
him  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  Oh,  how  could  you  ? 
You  low,  cowardly  brute  !  You've  done  it  for 
revenge.  You've  killed  my  peL  Oh,  I  hate 
you,  I  hate  you  !  " 

Tygarth's  jaw  fell  as  he  listened  to  the 
vehement  words.  All  the  joy  was  whipped 
cleanly  off  his  face. 

"  Your  pet  ?  "  he  stammered.  "  But— it 
was  dangerous." 

"  Dangerous  !  It  would  not  hurt  a 
mouse." 

"  But  it  bit  me,"  Dennis  persisted. 
"Look!" 

He  pointed  to  his  wrist. 

Billie's  scornful  eyes  flickered  alertly  over 
the  stained  bandage. 

"  Lies  won't  serve  you,"  she  said,  instantly. 
"  That's  a.  cut ;  it  is  no  bite." 

A  confused  expression  stole  over  Tygarth's 
face,  and  he  rocked  slightly. 

Theophilus  Berry  exchanged  a  glance  with 
Dr.  Beaver. 

"  It's  a  cut,"  persisted  Billie.  "  Done  with 
glass,  and  from  a  broken  bottle.  You  can't 
deny  it." 

"  No,  no  ;  but " 

Dennis's  voice  trailed  ofl*  into  a  mumble. 
All  his  strength  seemed  concentrated  in  an 
effort  to  keep  his  heels  together ;  but  it  was 
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plain  by  the  beaten  look  on  his  face  that  not 
one  of  Billie's  words  missed  its  billet. 

"  Don't  say  another  word,"  she  com- 
manded, sharply.  "  You  must  get  up  a  little 
earlier  in  the  morning  to  get  the  better  of  an 
Australian  girl.  I  have  eyes.  Now,  listen. 
To  sustain  your  reputation  for  courage  you 
have  killed  a  perfectly  harmless  animal,  and 
you  couldn't  even  do  that  without  Dutch 
courage.  You  have  been  drinking.  You 
reek  of  brandy.  You  are  not  fit  to  be  in  a 
lady's  presence.  Go  this  instant,  you — you 
—you  Tabhyf' 

Tygarth  turned  on  his  heel.  "  Remember, . 
I  did  it  for  you,"  he  said,  thickly.  Then  his 
head  fell,  and  were  it  not  for  leaver's  arm 
he  would  have  slid  to  the  ground.  With  a 
nod  to  the  doctor  Berry  slipped  round  to  the 
other  side,  and,  thus  supported,  Tygarth 
staggered  from  the  room. 

Directly  he  had  gone  a  storm  of  voices 
broke  loose.  Reckless  of  her  visitors,  Billie 
prolonged  the  scene  by  bursting  into  tears — 
half  in  sorrow  for  her  pet  and  half  in  anger 
against  the  Tabby.  The  Berry  girls  looked 
miserable  and  uncomfortable,  while  Dyke 
and  Forster  groaned  for  vengeance  at. every 
convulsive  wriggle  of  Billie's  shoulders.  Mrs. 
Berry  alone  displayed  a  spasm  of  forbearance. 

"  My  dear,"  she  said  to  Billie,  "  you  must 


not  judge  the  poor  young  man 
too  harshly.  I  have  no  doubt 
that  such  a  state  of  nerves 
proceeds  from  ill-health.  It's 
all  diet,  my  dear.    With  proper 

feeding " 

"All  the  feeding  in  the 
world  would  not  put  one  drop 
of  red  blood  into  his  putrid, 
blue-blooded  veins,"  growled 
Forster.  **He  is  rotten, 
through  and  through." 

Billie  dried  her  eyes.  "  He 
did  it  for  my  sake,"  she  said, 
faintly.  "Did  you  hear  his 
crowning  insult  ?  My  darling 
Crusty  ! " 

She  spoke  tenderly,  yet  even 
the  sweetest  cadences  of  a 
mourner's  voice  are  powerless 
to  quicken  the  dead  or  to 
explain  the  sudden  resurrec- 
tion that  followed.  For,  at 
the  sound  of  his  name,  a  huge 
green  lizard  suddenly  shot,  with  , 
a  ripping  noise,  up  the  reed 
curtain,  and  hung  on  to  the 
cornice.  With  fascinated  eyes, 
everyone  watched  him. 
"  Crusty  !  "  screamed  Billie.  "  It  is— it 
is  Crusty  !  " 

For  a  few  seconds  all  stood  in  a  ring, 
worshipping  the  motionless  reptile.  Then 
Mrs.  Berry's  placid  voice  rippled  through  the 
ferment  of  excitement. 

"What  I  want  to  know,"  she  remarked, 
"  is  this :  What  did  that  young  man  really 
kill?" 

Billie  sprang  to  her  feet.  "  Come  along, 
all  of  you,"  she  cried.  "  Well  soon  find  out." 
They  flocked  out  Into  the  corridor  in 
a  confused  heap,  Mrs.  Berry  flapping  along 
in  the  rear.  As  they  passed  one  of  the  bed- 
rooms they  heard  the  sound  of  footsteps 
passing  up  and  down.  Berry's  wizened  face 
appeared  through  a  slit  in  the  door. 

"  Forster,  Dyke,  you  two — come  in  here 
and  lend  a  hand,"  he  shouted. 

The  women  rushed  on  into  the  sitting- 
room.  It  was  in  a  state  of  disorder.  A 
couple  of  chairs  were  overturned  and  a 
cluster  of  roses  lay  strewn  on  the  matting. 
Billie's  eyes  went  instantly  to  the  bowl  in 
which  the  flowers  had  stood,  and  she  gave 
a  faint  shriek  to  see  that  the  water  was  of  a 
deep  crimson  colour. 

But  her  cry  was  swallowed  up  in  a  yell 
from  Mrs.  Berry. 

"  Look  !  "  she  shrieked. 
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Something  black  was  hanging  from  the 
basket.  Ruby  touched  it  lightly,  and  then 
recoiled  in  horror  as  it  gradually  slid  to  the 
ground.  It  seemed  to  the  terrified  women, 
as  inch  after  inch  slowly  descended,  that 
there  was  no  end  to  the  hideous  spectacle. 
But  at  last,  with  a  sudden  rush,  the  whole 
weight  of  the  creature  fell  with  a  soft  thud, 
and  they  saw  on  the  ground  the  carcass  of 
a  deadly  swamp-snake.  Its  coils  still  twitched 
convulsively,  but  its  head  was  crushed  to  the 
semblance  of  a  flat-iron. 

With  a  recollection  of  Billie's  former  out- 
burst, Mrs.  Berry  instinctively  produced  her 
handkerchief.     But    Billie  did  not  cry  this 
time.     She  only  repeated  her  former  remark, 
"  He  did  it  for  my  sake." 
Then  she  added,  slowly, 
"  1  have  taunted  him  to 
his  death." 

"Nonsense,  my  dear," 
said  Mrs.  Berry,  cheer- 
fully, although  she  wiped 
her  eyes,  "  the  young 
man  knew  what  to  do. 
He  took  proper  precau- 
tions, and  acted  promptly. 
This  explains  everything, 
blood,  brandy,  and  all. 
They  will  bring  him 
round  all  right.  It  will 
be  a  slight  attack  of 
blood-poisoning,  perhaps, 
and  after  that,  why,  it 
will  only  be  a  question 
of  diet." 

But  Billie  waved  aside 
all  comfort.  Her  strained 
ears  only  heard  the  sound 
of  footsteps  in  the  adjoin- 
ing room,  that  passed  and 
repassed  with  measured 
tread. 

The     afternoon     wore 
away.    When  the  evening 
breeze  was  springing  up 
the    door    of    the    room 
adjoining  the  sitting-room  was  slowly  opened, 
and  Theophilus  Berry,  pale  and  exhausted, 
limped  out  into  the  corridor.     A  shaft  of  red 
sunlight    dazzled  his  tired   eyes,  so  that   he 


nearly  stumbled  over  a  little  figure  that 
was  kneeling  beside  the  door.  Though 
white  and  limp,  in  her  battered  finery,  he 
recognised  his  radiant  hostess. 

She  looked  up  at  his  grim  face,  and 
saw  that  it  was  scored  with  the  signs 
of  a  confjict  waged  against  the  Silent 
Adversary. 

He  regarded  her  sternly. 

"  You  are  to  blame  for  this,  young  woman," 
he  said,  gravely. 

Billie  bowed  her  head  in  anguish. 

"  Don't  tell  me  !  "  she  cried.  "  Don^t  tell 
me  Tabby  is  dead  !  " 

For  answer  the  old  man  drew  out  his  large 
half-hunter. 


THE  TABBY   UIKD   TWO   AND   A   HALF    HOURS   AGO,     HE  SAID,   SLOWLY. 


"  The  Tabby  died  two  and  a  half  hours 
ago,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  but  the  tiger  in  a 
man  dies  harder.  Tygarth  of  Tygarth  will 
live." 


VoU  xxxiv.— 40. 
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Wkick  IS  ike  Most  Interesting  London  Sbeel? 

A  COLLECTION  OF  OPINIONS. 


HIGH  is  the  most  interesting 
of  all  London's  thoroughfares  ? 
Piccadilly,  The  Strand,  Fleet 
Street,  St  James's  Street— 
which,  if  the  six  million 
dwellers     of    the    Metropolis 

were  put  to  a  vote,  would  find  itself  decked 

with  the  most  palms  ? 

This  was  the  question  recently  put  by  The 

Strand  to  a  group  of  representative  men, 

writers,  painters,  poets — all  lovers  of  London. 

**  If,"  writes  Major  Martin  Hume,  the 
famous  historian,  "  your  reference  to  *  Metro- 
politan streets '  included  the  great  waterway 
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of  the  Thames,  1  vote  unhesitatingly  for 
the  river  as  the  most  interesting  of 
London's  thoroughfares.  But  if,  as  I  fear, 
the  choice  is  intended  to  be  limited  to 
streets  on  terra  firma,  then  the  very  heart 
and  centre  of  the  vast  City,  whence  its  blood 
is  pulsed  to  its  far-flung  suburbs  in  five 
counties,  has  my  vote.  Surely  for  historic 
memories  and  for  present  living  interest  no 
London  street  can  vie  with  Cheapside. 
Other  streets  there  are  where  the  memory  of 
one  age  is  more  vivid  and  conceritrated,  or 
where  the  human  drama  of  to-day  is  more 


poignant  than  in  *  Chepe ' ;  but  where  do 
both  elements  of  interest  exist  together  to 
the  same  degree  as  there,  where  the  crowd, 
busy  and  idle,  is  densest,  and  where  from 
the  time  of  Roman  emperors  to  that  of 
Edward  VII.  the  pageantry  of  the  proud 
capital  has  had  its  centre? 

"  Shut  your  eyes  and   imagine   the  wide, 
straight,  rough-cobbled  street,  busy  even  in 
the  far-off  ages  with  the  traffic  of  men.  At  the 
end  of   Bucklersbury  the  'great  conduit  of 
sweet  water'  bringing  the  supply  from  far- 
away Paddington  ;   then,  in  the  midst  of  the 
street  opposite  Bow  Church,  the  castellated 
Standard   where    many  a  poor   wretch   was 
maimed  or  judici- 
ally  murdered   for 
offences  for  which 
now  a  five-shilling 
fine  would  be  con- 
sidered excessive; 
then,     farther    on, 
opposite    Wood 
Street,   the    tower- 
ing Eleanor  Cross ; 
and,    farther    west 
still,    the    small 
conduit   by  Foster 
Lane. 

"Think  of   the 
three    days'  joust- 
ings,  when   at   the 
bidding  of  Edward 
IIL,  in  1331,  the 
chivalry    of    Eng- 
land,  France,  and 
A 1  main  rode  a- tilt 
in  Chepe,  crowded 
{.otorgtNtufM;Ud.       on    each    side    by 
citizens  and  'with 
a  wooden  scaffold 
erected  across  the  street,  like  unto  a  tower, 
wherein  Queen  Philippaand  many  other  ladies 
richly  attired  assembled  from  all  parts  of  the 
realm  to  behold  the  joust.'      Think  of  the 
'Evil  May  Day'  of  15 17,  when  the  London 
'prentices,    to    the    cry   of    '  Clubs !    Clubs ! 
Death   to   the   Cardinal ! '    arose   in   Chepe 
against    the    alien    immigrant,   and   to   the 
dire   risk    of    three    hundred    callow   necks 
made   of    the    great   street   a   battleground. 
Think    of  triumphant   Jack   Cade,    looking 
haughtily  on,    while  at  the   Standard  upon 
Chepe   the  noble  heads  of  those  who  had 
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opposed  him  were  smitten  off.  Recall  the 
long  tales  of  pompous  processions,  which 
here  reached  their  crowning  triumph ;  the 
passage  through  the  street  of  Catharine  of 
Aragon,  in  white  satin  and  gold  in  her  litter 
df  bullion  tissue  drawn  by  white  palfreys  ; 
her  russet  hair  loose  and  crowned  by  a  flash- 
ing diadem ;  the  City  Guilds  and  Corpora- 
tion in  smart  liveries  welcoming  her  as  their 
gage  of  peace  by  Bread  Street  corner,  and 
every  goldsmith's  shop  in  Chepe  ablaze  with 
tapers  around  a  figure  of  the  blessed  Virgin. 
Imagine  again  how  a  few  years  later  her  rival, 
Anne  Boleyn — *that  naughty  pake  Nan 
Bullen ' — hated  and  feared  by  the  citizens, 
passed  on  her  way  through  Chepe  nodding 
and  becking  for  the  cheers  that  came  not, 
and  greedily  grasping  the  City's  gift  of  gold 
that  other  Queens  had  bestowed  at  once  in 
largess. 

'*  Imagine  the  sad,  pathetic  figure  of  Queen 
Mary,  her  eyes  wistful  and  red  with  weeping, 
showing    the   Spanish    husband    she    loved 
better  than  her  country   or   herself  to    the 
massed  lieges  packed  between   the  Poultry 
and  St.  Paul's.      Think  of  the  entrance  of 
Marie  de   Medici,  of  which  a  print  exists, 
showing  Chepe  lined  on  each  side  throughout 
its  length  with  stands,  and  guarded  by  the 
liverymen  of  the  Guilds.     Nay,  to  go  further 
back,  think  of  the  poor  Saracen  mother  of 
St.  Thomas  i'Becket,  wandering  through  the 
busy  streets  with  only  two  English  words  in 
her  vocabulary,  *  Gilbert,  Lx)ndon,'  seeking  her 
faithless    husband, 
whom   she  found  at 
last  hard  by  where  in 
after  ages  stood  the 
hospital  to  her  saintly 
son's  memory,  upon 
the  site   of  what   is 
now     the     Mercers' 
Hall. 

"  Think  of  the  wits 
of  Shakespeare's 
time,  with  'rare  Ben 
Jonson'  at  their 
head,  coining  felici- 
ties at  the  Mermaid 
Tavern  by  Friday 
Street  corner.  Think 
of  how  Sir  Thomas 
More  and  John 
Milton  first  saw  the 
light  of  day  in  streets 
off  Cheapside,  and 
must  there  have 
passed  in  the  wide  FnnnaPh^hjix 
artery  the  short  play-  selected  by  sir 


time  of  their  lives.  Think  of  the  great  church 
of  Bow,  whose  bells  from  the  centre  of  Chepe 
rang  back  to  fortune  the  errant  VVhittington. 

"And  then  open  your  eyes  and  walk  through 
the  crowded  streets  to-day :  Idlers  always, 
from  morn  till  night,  challenge  speculation 
as  to  how  they  live ;  busy  people,  crowned 
with  care  and  bent  by  labour,  awaken  the 
wonder  whether  life  can  be  worth  living  under 
such  conditions.  All  nations,  all  colours,  riches 
and  poverty,  vice  and  virtue,  mortal  tragedies 
and  human  farces,  elbow  each  other  along 
the  pavement  of  Chepe ;  and  I,  at  least,  can 
find  through  thronging  London  no  street 
that  arouses  in  me  such  emotions  of  past  and 
present  as  that  great  artery  over  which  the 
sound  of  Bow  Bells  still  floats,  and  to  which 
the  fine  old  plane  tree  of  Wood  Street  still 
lends  its  rural  touch." 

"The  street,"  writes  Sir  Gilbert  Parker, 
M.P.,  the  famous  novelist,  "which  appeals  to 
me  most  in  London,  chiefly,  I  think,  because 
of  the  historical  pictures  which  it  conjures  up 
of  people  and  events,  is  St.  James's  Street. 
It  has  no  beauty,  but  it  has  associations.  *  If 
it  is  not  as  expressive  of  the  life  of  the 
people  as  Mile  End  Road  or  Oxford  Street, 
it  is  vividly  expressive  of  the  life  of  the 
nation,  its  power  and  its  character." 

This  view  is  shared  by  Mr.  Percy 
White,  the  brilliant  author  of  "Mr.  Bailey- 
Martin,"  who  writes  : — 
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*'So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  feeling  for 
London  is  chiefly  one  of  association.  The 
magic  of  places  is  begotten  of  this  scarcely- 
definable  sentiment.  We  ask  ourselves,  Who 
has  walked  down  these  streets?  Who  has 
lived  in  these  houses?  Thus,  a  personal 
atmosphere  grows  up  round  certain  streets. 
Park  Lane  becomes  a  part  of  the  great  human 
comedy.  In  the  Strand  and  Fleet  Street  some- 
thing of  our  literary  history  assumes  con- 
crete shape.  In  spite  of  the  builder  changing 
old  things  with  new  and  making  away  with 
landmarks  which  have  become  milestones,  as 
it  were,  in  our  history,  the  Romance  of  the 
Streets  should  always  remain  in  their  names. 
No  street,  therefore,  pleases  me  more  than 
St,  James's  Street,  with  its  dignified  associa- 
tions and  comparative  placidity.  THe  ancient 
amenities  still  cling  to  it,  nor  can  the  roar  of 
the  Piccadilly  traffic  drive  them  away.  To 
me  it  seems  that,  like  i*all  Mall,  it  has  a 
street  existence  peculiar  to  itself;  but  if  its 
life  is  in  the  present,  it  dreams  regretfully  of 
the  past."        ♦ 

No  one  can  speak  with  a  more  intimate 
knowledge  of  our  great  Metropolis  than  Mr. 
George  R.  Sims,  who  writes : — 

"  The  most  interesting  street  in  London  to 
me  is  the  Mile  End  Road.  From  morning 
till  night  it  is  packed  with  pages  from  the 
Book  of  Life  written  in  many  European 
tongues. 

"  Here  Asia  jostles  Europe  and  the  domi- 
nant Oriental  note  carries  you  back  to  the 
Picture  Bible  of  your  childhood.  Here  are 
Abraham  and  Isaac,  Jacob  and  Esau,  Aaron 
and  Miriam,  the  bearded  Patriarchs,  and  the 
children  of  Israel,  who  have  come  through  the 
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wilderness  to  a  Canaan  that,  if  it  does  not  flow 
with  milk  and  honey  for  them  just  when  they 
enter  it,  has  promise  of  a  golden  harvest 
to  be  reaped  in  the  fat  years  to  come. 

"  The  human  panorama  that  unfolds  itself 
night  and  day  in  the  Mile  End  Road  interests 
me  so  absorbingly  that  I  have  never  yet 
looked  up  to  see  where  the  Mile  End  Road 
ends  or  begins.  I  pass  into  it  from  Aldgate 
and  Whitechapel,  and  I  wander  it  wonder- 
ingly  till  I  come  within  sound  of  the  bells  of 
Bow  that  are  not  Bow  Bells. 

"  Both  the  Ghettoes— the  old  Ghetto  and 
the  new  Ghetto — pour  strange  streams  of 
humanity  into  the  Mile  End  Road.  The 
English-speaking  Jews  are  in  the  minority. 
Everywhere  the  world  jargon  of*  the  Ash- 
kenazim,  which  is  *  Yiddish,'  salutes  your 
ear,  and  salutes  it  somewhat  harshly  if  you 
have  no  familiarity  with  the  German  tongue. 
"  Most  wonderful  of  all  is  the  Mile  End 
Road  on  a  Saturday  night  when  the  Jewish 
Sabbath  is  over,  and  a  brightly-dressed  crowd 
of  young  Jewesses  promenades  with  Oriental 
colours  in  their  raiment,  and  Parisian  coiffures 
under  hats  that  to  Parisians  *  are  unknowe.' 
"  You  rarely  see  a  sign  of  poverty  or  slat- 
ternliness among  these  young  women,  many 
of  whom  are  only  working  girls. 

"  But  it  is  not  all  festivity  among  the  shows 
and  stalls  that  line  the  roadway  on  Saturday 
night  and  make  it  a  flaring  fair.     A  large 
number   of  the   business   places   open,    the 
tailors  and  the  shoemakers  of  the  so-called 
*  sweating  dens '  renew  their  toil,  and  in  the 
old-English  houses  that  stand  in  long  gardens 
at  the  Bow  end   you    may  see  every  floor 
aflare  with  gas,  for  these  houses  are  now  let 
out    in    floors   to    the    fugitives    from    the 
Russian  Pale  and 
the   Russian  Pog- 
roms,    the     Jews 
from    Poland  and 
the    Jews    from 
Roumania,  and 
on    every   floor    a 
different    trade    is 
often  carried  on. 

"Mile  E  n  d 
Road  is  quieter  in 
the  week-day,  but 
it  is  always  won- 
derful —  always  a 
picture  of  many 
lands  and  an 
object  -  lesson  in 
the  pushing  back 
i(^.rv,.v«n..x^  of  one  race  by 
R.  SIMS,  another.        The 
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Jewish  note  which  dominates  all  along  the 
Mile  End  Road  ends  almost  suddenly  when 
you  come  to  Bow. 

"There  the  land  of  your  fathers  begins 
again  or  rather  still  remains,  for  the  unchang- 
ing East  with  its  Bible  pictures  has  vanished, 
and  the  English  of  *  Stratford  atte  Bowe ' 
has  a  cockney  twang  in  it  that  after  the 
eternal  Yiddish  is  not  ungrateful  in  our  ears." 

"  I  am  inclined,"  writes  Mr.  J.  Ashby-Sterry, 
"to  consider  Bond  Street  to  be  the  most 
interesting  thoroughfare  in  London.     In  this 
I  include  the  old 
and   the  new,  al- 
though    as     you 
approach    Oxford 
Street  the  interest 
sensibly       dimin- 
ishes.   Only  a  few 
years    ago     there 
was  a  small    pri- 
vate house,  abso- 
lutely shopless,  in 
the  narrowest  part 
of    Bond    Street, 
which  I  always  re- 
garded as  the  ideal 
residence  for  a 
Londoner     of 
moderate     tastes. 
The  great  charm 
of  Bond  Street  is 
its    dignified     re- 
pose and  its  old- 
world     flavour. 
Omnibuses    are 
distinctly    out    of 
harmony  with  the 
surroundings,      so 
are     automobiles, 
and  if  the  mobus 
should  ever  invade 
this  select  precinct 
I  tremble  to  think 
of  what  might  be 
the  consequence.     Not  a  little  of  the  charm 
of  this  quarter  is  derived  from  the  variety  of 
the   houses  and   their  height  being  in   due 
proportion  to  the  width  of  the  street.     This 
gives  an  air  of  comfort  to  the  neighbourhood, 
which  is  fast  being  removed  from  the  rest 
of    London,  under    the   guise    of   improve- 
ment.    Years  ago  I  christened  this  thorough- 
fare   Great    Art    Street,   a    cognomen    that 
the   many   picture  galleries   and   bric-^-brac 
shops    seem    to    fully   justify.      Again,    you 
will  find  ail  the  tributaries  of  Bond  Street, 
whether  on  the  right  or  left,  full  of  interest, 
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and,  if  you  are  in  a  contemplative  mood, 
you  will  be  surprised  to  discover  how  the 
street    itself  is   pleasantly  haunted    by  the 
ghosts  of  the   past.     The  fascinating  Lady 
Hamilton,   Lord   Nelson,   George  Canning, 
Laurence  Sterne,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  David 
Garrick,  Swift,  Jackson  (the  famous  pugilist), 
Oliver  Goldsmith,  Dr.  Johnson,  James  Bos- 
well,  Byron,  Tom  Moore,  Sir  Thomas  Law- 
rence,   and    Charles    Mathews    the    actor, 
the   father  of   the  gifted   comedian,  whom 
many  of   us   knew  so  well,  are  among    the 
many  notables  as  visitors  or  residents  here- 
abouts.     A  good 
deal,    too,    might 
be   said   of    the 
more    recent     in- 
habitants.    I   can 
recall    the   rooms 
of     Sir     Henry 
I  rving  at   the 
comer  of  Grafton 
Street     and     the 
chambers  of  Cor- 
ney   Grain   facing 
Burlington  Street. 
I  remember  look- 
ing out  of  his  win- 
dow and  suggest- 
ing that  he  should 
make  Bond  Street 
the  subject  of  one 
of    his  admirable 
musical     and 
humorous 
sketches,    and     I 
myself    made    an 
attempt  to  glorify 
the  spot  in  verse." 

"Bond  Street," 
exclaims  Mr. 
Harold  Begbie, 
the  well  -  known 
author  and 
humorist,  "be- 
cause of  its'  amazing  contrasts.  There  one 
sees  the  exquisite  girl  of  fashion,  the  bloated, 
atrabilarious  wife  of  Dives,  the  painted 
courtesan,  the  slip-slop  milliner's  and  tailor's 
girl  carrying  her  bundle,  the  fusty  old  care- 
taker, the  cheeky  errand-boy,  the  purple- 
faced,  gout  ridden  old  nobleman,  the  fresh- 
eyed,  well-knit  young  dandy,  the  overdressed 
clerk,  the  lean  and  sombre  professional 
man,  the  dusty  labourer,  the  sponge,  the 
pimp,  and  the  tramp.  The  very  vehicles 
enlarge  this  contrast.  You  may  see,  wedged 
between  the  glittering  shops,  a  chariot  and 
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pair,  an  electric  brougham,  a  motor-car,  a 
penny  'bus,  a  carrier's  van,  a  donkey  cart, 
and  a  coster's  barrow,  all  jammed  together 
in  this  narrow  stream  of  dust  and  sunlight. 
I  like  it  because  there  I  realize  most  keenly 
the  consolations  of  simplicity.  I  am 
happier  tending  to  my  herbaceous  borders 
than  looking  into  the  shops  of  vanity  and 
luxury.  The  Heedlessness  of  Bond  Street 
adds  a  scent  to  my  flowers  and  a  greenness 
to  the  shade  of  my  trees." 


of  my  boyhood, 
wherein  1  once 
wandered  poor  and 
shabby,  has  changed 
to  such  an  extent 
that  a  number  of 
the  most  interesting 
streets  have  been 
wholly  swept  away. 
But  there  is  one 
which  remains  prac- 
tically intact — and 
that  is  Fleet  Street. 
Save  in  very  small 
details,  its  buildings 
have  remained  un- 
changed, and  its 
courts  and  alleys, 
and  quaint  old  inns 
of  the  Temple  and 
others,  still  remain 
what  they  were. 
It  is,  and  ever  must  be  while  London  is 
what  it  is,  the  great  highway  between  the 
City  and  the  dignified  West-end ;  and  of  its 
literary  associations  it  is  not  necessary  for 
me  to  speak.  Every  man  among  the  *  writing 
fellows'  has  won  his  spurs  there  in  one 
fashion  or  another ;  to  all  of  us  who 
went  there  originally  to  pick  up  gold  and 
managed  to  starve  cheerfully  in  the  process 
it  is  the  street  of  streets.  There  is  none 
other  like  it  in  the  world." 


IGeoTffe  A'ewtie  ,  Ltd. 
TADEMA,  R.A. 


**For  my  own 
part,"  states  the  dis- 
tinguished painter. 
Sir  Lawrence  Alma- 
Tadema,  R.A., 
"the  most  impres- 
sive street  in  Lon- 
don is  Whitehall. 
I  never  see  it  with- 
out emotion.  There 
King  Charles  L 
perished ;  there  so 
many  historical 
events  were  enacted, 
so  many  pageants 
took  place." 

"Which  is  the 
most  interesting 
street  in  London?" 
replies  Mr.  Tom 
Gallon,  the  "mod- 
em Dickens  "  of 
the  literary  world. 
"  Well,  the  London 
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"  My  opinion  for  what  it  is  worth,"  writes 
Mr.  Laurence  Gomme,  F.S.A.,  former  editor 
of  the  Antiquary  and  Archaological  Review, 
"  is  the  same  as  that  of  Lord  Beaconsfield, 
namely,  that  Fleet  Street  (with  the  Strand)  is 
by  far  the  most  interesting  street  in  Lpndon. 
Down  its  slope  my  Celtic  ancestors  swarmed 
when  their  Roman  conquerors  took  their  strong- 
hold in  order  to  convert  the  site  into  Roman 
Londinium.     Up  its  highest  point  my  Saxon 
and  Danish  ancestors  climbed  to  attempt  the 
conquest,  in  their  turn,  of  Ix)ndinium,  and 
across  its  central  part  they  formed  their  tribal 
settlement.     At  its  early  gateway — Ludgate, 
and  its  later  bar — 
Temple  Bar,  Sove- 
reigns have  knocked 
to  gain    admission 
to  the  City.    Along 
its  pathway  by  the 
river    my  Lords  of 
£ssex,    Norfolk, 
Salisbury,   and 
others    built    their 
palaces,  when  lords 
were  of  the  govern- 
ing  force   of  Eng- 
land. Up  and  down 
its  pavements  have 
walked    Dryden, 
Poi>e,  Swift,  John- 
son, Sidney  Smith, 
Sheridan,  and  Swin- 
burne, and  it  is  still 
the    home   of    the 
news-letter  of   to- 
day.   On  the  top  of 
an     omnibus     you 
may   still    discover 
new   beauties,   and 
you  may  always  look 

upon  a  kindly,  bustling  humanity,  not  so  keen 
on  pure  money-getting  as  in  the  City,  but  just 
as  keen  on  the  work  they  have  to  do.  At  its 
sides  are  courts  and  alleys  innumerable — each 
with  a  history — and  there  is  preserved  amongst 
its  houses  (No.  17)  what  will  one  day,  alas ! 
be  the  only  preserved  relic  of  domestic  archi- 
tecture in  London.     I  vote  for  Fleet  Street." 

"  Fleet  Street,"  writes  Mr.  Francis  Gribble, 
the  well-known  critic  and  novelist,  "has  a 
certain  melancholy  interest,  like  that  of  a 
cemetery.  So  many  really  brilliant  men, 
worthy  of  a  far  better  fate,  have  gone  under 
there,  thinking  mechanically  in  three  para- 
graphs, and  coming  to  make  a  sort  of 
priggish  religion  of  their  anonymity.  But  on 
the  whole  my  vote  is  for  Piccadilly — and  the 


Albany.  One  associates  that  address  with 
so  many  young  men  who  have  looked  upon 
the  world  as  their  oyster,  and  have  really 
opened  it." 

"There  are,"  writes  Mr.  A.  St.  John 
Adcock,  the  well-known  author  of  "  London 
from  the  Top  of  a  'Bus,"  "  so  many  interest- 
ing streets  in  London  that  it  is  very  difficult 
indeed  to  single  out  any  one  of  them  as  more 
interesting  than  all  the  rest.  For  their  his- 
torical associations  I  might  prefer  Whitehall, 
Whitefriars  Street  with  its  memories  of 
Alsatia,  Fleet   Street  or  Tower  Hill,  Cloth 
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Fair  for  its  curious  old-world  atmosphere 
and  the  fine  pieces  of  Elizabethan  London 
that  survive  in  it,  a  dozen  other  streets 
for  a  dozen  other  reasons.  But  after  all 
the  street  that  has  the  oddest  fascination 
for  me  is  Goodman's  Yard,  Minories.  Not 
for  what  it  is,  but  Tor  what  it  has  been. 
I  like  to  walk  through  a  few  miles  of  wide, 
important,  up-to-date  thoroughfares,  and  then 
to  go  abruptly  out  of  modern  l,ondon  by  way 
of  Goodman's  Yard.  It  is  nothing  now  but 
a  squalid,  ugly,  rattling  place  of  railway  ware- 
houses and  offices,  and  the  roadway  is  always 
crammed  with  lumbering  vans  and  carriers' 
carts  loading  or  unloading;  but  it  was  not 
like  this  when  Goodman  knew  it  and  it  was 
really  his.  There  were  meadows  hereabouts 
then,   and   a  nunnery  and  nunnery  garden 
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near  by,  and  there  is  such  a  magic  in  the 
name  of  that  long-dead  farmer  that  I  have 
only  to  look  up  at  it  painted  on  the  wall 
at  the  end  of  the  street  and  say  it  to 
myself,  and  in  a  moment  the  vans  and 
carts  and  warehouses  vanish  like  a  dream, 
and  the  farm  is  back  in  its  place  here  on  a 
summer  day  when  the  lark  is  in  the  sky, 
cattle  in  the  green  fields,  and  old  Stow,  the 
historian,  climbing  the  stile,  four  centuries 
ago,  and  going  up  to  the  farm,  as  he  often 
went  on  such  a  day,  after  a  long  walk,  to  rest 
there  and  gossip  with 

Goodman    and     re- '  -- 

fresh  himself  with 
three  pints  of  new 
milk  at  the  modest 
cost  of  a  ha'penny." 

The  Right  Hon. 
Sir  Herbert  Maxwell, 

Bart.,    President   of  '  ^        ' 

the  Royal  Society  of 
Antiquaries  of  Scot- 
land and  author  of 
numerous  historical 
romances,  writes  : — 

"  In  reply  to  your 
inquiry  as  to  which 
street  in  London  I 
consider  the  most 
interesting,  as  an 
antiquary  I  naturally 
set  most  store  by 
those  which  are  most 


closely  associated  with 
the  history  of  our 
country  in  the  past. 
The  leasehold  system, 
business  requirements, 
and  modern  hygiene 
have  played  so  much 
havoc  with  the  build- 
ings and  external  as- 
pect of  our  thorough- 
fares, that  the  street 
in  which  I  find  the 
greatest  interest  is  not 
a  street  at  all,  but  a 
place,  viz. :  Tower  Hill. 
It  is  impossible  for 
anybody  acquainted 
with  history  to  stand 
on  this  spot  unmoved 
by  the  memories  of 
the  great,  the  guilty, 
the  noble,  the  inno- 
cent, the  unfortunate 
men  and  women  who 
have  suffered  on  this  spot.  In  no  other 
part  of  London  is  the  difference  between 
past  and  present — between  tyranny  and 
freedom — brought  before  one  so  vividly.  The 
walls  of  William  Rufus,  abutting  upon  the 
foundations  of  the  older  Roman  walls,  are  as 
ready  as  ever  to  receive  and  retain  prisoners 
of  state  ;  but  there  are  no  longer  any 
prisoners  of  state.  The  throne  of  Henry 
VIII.  stood  firm,  cemented  by  much  of  the 
noblest  blood  in  England ;  not  less  firm 
stands  that  of  Edward  VII.,  for  it  is  *broad- 
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based  upon  his  people's  will.'  The  pro- 
sp>ect  from  Tower  Hill  is  an  epitome  of 
constitutional  history." 

"The  most  interesting  street— to  me," 
writes  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison,  the  celebrated 
author  of  "Tales  of  Mean  Streets,"  "that 
I  ever  saw  in  London  was  Ratcliff  Highway 
in  its  old  days.  It  is  interesting  still  to  thosip 
who  remember  it  in  its  glory  and  can  still 
detect  the  scattered  and  blackened  traces 
of  its  ancient  state.  Otherwise  it  is  rather 
dull. 

"  St.  James's  Street  is  interesting  in  another 
way,  but  until  they 
began  to  break  .it  to 
pieces  I  should  have 
preferred  the  Strand. 
As  things  are,  I  have 
a  prejudice  in  favour 
o(  Petticoat  I^ne, 
although  they  have 
been  sadly  interfering 
with  that,  too." 


"If  Fleet  Street,"  writes  the  Canadian 
historian,  Mr.  Beckles  Willson,  "be  the 
brain  and  Piccadilly  Circus  the  heart,  then 
surely  the  Strand  is  the  face  of  London. 
No  street  seems  to  me  less  cosmopolitan, 
more  characteristic.  I  see  in  my  mind's 
eye  the  long  line  of  feudal  palaces  which 
gilded  this  historic  link  between  the  two 
great  cities  of  London  and  Westminster; 
I  think  of  the  truly  English  pageants,  caval- 
cades, and  processions  it  has  witnessed — at 
a  time,  too,  when  Piccadilly,  Whitehall,  and 
St.  James's  Street  were  but  green  fields;  I 
linger    amidst   the  landmarks   of  Angevins, 


Mr.  Percy  W.  Ames, 
F.S.A.,  the  Secretary 
of  the  Royal  Society 
of  Literature, 
writes : — 

"  The  attractiveness 
of  a  street  is  partly 
due  to  the  beauty  of 
its  present  buildings 
and  partly  to  its 
literary  and  historical 
associations,  and  to 
me  the  Strand  appeals 
strongly  as  being  the 

most  richly  endowed  in  these  respects. 
The  extensive  alterations  lately  made  have 
destroyed  its  old  familiar  appearance  but 
not  its  interest.  Its  history  is  one  of  con- 
tinual change  from  the  days  when  bridges 
crossed  the  streams  that  flowed  over  it  to 
the  Thames.  The  houses  just  destroyed 
had  themselves  replaced  others  that  had 
arisen  on  the  ruins  of  the  palaces  which 
once  almost  entirely  occupied  it.  The 
names  of  its  streets  preserve  the  memory  of 
former  days,  and  its  Roman  bath  and  the 
Savoy  Chapel  still  remain  ;  and  the  churches 
of  St.  Clement  Danes  and  St.  Mary  are  links 
with  the  remote  past.  The  hotels  and  theatres 
will  lose  their  garish  newness  and  gather 
about  them  associations  of  human  interest, 
and  the  old  thoroughfare  will  always  be  the 
scene  of  gay  pageants  so  long  as  London 
lasts." 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 41. 
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Tudors,  and  Stuarts,  and  murmur  with  honest 
Evelyn  when  he  saw  King  Charies  go  by: 
*I  stood  in  the  Strand  and  beheld  it  and 
blessed  God  ! '  It  is  the  homely  Strand  that 
so  often  first  greets  the  English  home-comer 
after  his  exile,  and  the  look  and  the  smell 
and  the  gentle  roar  of  it  brings  the  lump  to 
his  throat." 

"I  never  groan  for  the  London  of  the 
past,"  writes  Mr.  Tighe  Hopkins,  the  well- 
known  author  of  "  Dungeons  of  Old  Paris." 
"I  do  not  wish  to  have  lived  in  it.  Plan- 
tagenet  London  looks  delightful  as  Mr. 
Tree  presents  it  in  *  Richard  II.,'  but  I 
crave  no  nearer  acquaintance.  Scenes  that 
the  eye  of  Shakespeare  may  have  visited 
appeal  to  me  through  the  poet's  relation 
with  them  ;  but  Elizabethan  London  was  a 
dirty,  dark,  dangerous,  and  cruel  town ;  and 
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Shakespeare,  penning  his  lines  on  the  quality 
of  mercy,  was  probably  listening  to  the  mob 
that  screeched  in  the  wake  of  a  hurdle  on 
which  someone  was  being  dragged  to  be  dis- 
embowelled at  the  gallows.  Concerning  all 
these  spacious  days^  the  illusions  that  remain 
with  me  ?re  few. 

"  It  is  easy  to  vi^w  with  reverted  eye  any 
chosen  arena  of  the  •  *  romantic  past ' ;  but 
grateful  or  edifying  it  is  not.  For  myself,  I 
want  all  the  historical  perspective  I  can  get. 
And  my  liking  for  historical  perspective  rests 
on  this — that  it  shows  us  things,  not  in  the 
very  least  as  they  were,  but  as  it  pleases  us 
to  think  they  were— or  should  have  been. 

"  I  can  item  down  many  of  the  ambiguous 
glories  of  the  past  without  an  affectation  of 
regret  at  having  missed  them.  In  books, 
indeed,  the  glamwur  is  not  lost  upon  me. 
The  Bagdad  of  *  Arabian  Nights,'  the 
Rome  of  Benvenuto  Cellini,  the  Venice  of 
Casanova,  the  Paris  of  any  pre-Napoleonic 
era :  these  tall  cities  of  renown  I  visit  very 
gladly  in  my  slippers  of  an  evening,  by  a  silent 
autumn  fire ;  but  it  rejoices  much  more  than 
it  distresses  me  to  reflect  that  I  never  owed 
rent  or  was  beheaded  in  any  of  them. 

"  And  there  is  not,  I  will  own  it,  one  historic 
street  of  London  in  which,  in  its  historic 
epochs,  I  would  willingly  have  dwelt.  Is  St. 
James's  the  most  interesting?  *Hit  mout 
be,'  observes  Uncle  Remus  of  some  other 
recondite  question,  *  an' den  agin  it  moun't.' 
Certain   I  am,  however,   that  the  closer  we 
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approach  to  the 
days  that  own  us  the 
better,  more  delect- 
able, and  respect- 
able a  thoroughfare 
does  St.  James's 
Street  become. 
Remotely  I  behold 
the  evil  swamp  that 
is  now  St.  James's 
Park.  I  traverse  a 
period  of  time,  and 
there  arises  in  this 
noisome  spot  a 
dreadful  hospital ; 
and  through  the 
trees  I  hear  the 
*cup  and  clapper' 
with  which  the  leper 
makes  his  dismal 
sound  for  alms. 
Somewhat  later  that 
bloated  character, 
Henry  VIII.,  in- 
vades these  muddy 
fields,  and  a  palace  and  a  great  game-warren 
are  begun.  The  street  itself  that  stretches  from 
the  palace  has  some  very  choice  associations. 
Here,  but  some  two  hundred  and  odd  years 
ago,  was  a  Duke  of  Ormond,  within  sight  of 
his  doorway,  hauled  from  his  carriage  by 
Colonel  Blood,  and  whirled  away  to  Tyburn, 
only  to  be  rescued  at  the  very  foot  of  the 
gallows  by  a  posse  of  his  Grace's  footmen. 
The  gaming  hells  of  this  thoroughfare  are 
eminent  in  the  annals  of  the  dice-box ;  and 
in  the  gardens  of  White's  chocolate-house 
your  sporting  highwayman  would  throw  his 
main  before  he  mounted  his  nag  to  jog  down 
Piccadilly  towards  Bagshot.  For  my  own 
part,  I  chiefly  love  these  memories  when  I 
jog  down  Piccadilly  (to  me  always  the  most 
attractive  street  in  London)  on  a  'bus,  and 
know  that  no  highwayman  will  ever  frighten 
me  out  of  my  seven  senses,  and  that,  when 
my  turn  comes  to  climb  the  gallows,  it  is  not 
by  the  hand  of  a  private  foe  that  the  noose 
will  be  adjusted. 

"For  a  score  of  reasons,  then,  I  am  on  dis- 
tant and  more  or  less  uncivil  terms  with 
picturesque  antiquity.  I  like  a  clean  air, 
drainage,  a  pavement,  a  good  hotel,  a  better 
restaurant,  lamps  after  nightfall,  a  cabman 
who  is  my  friend,  a  policeman  convenient 
at  the  corner,  and  shops  filled  with  the 
mysterious  raiment  of  the  woman  who 
perpetually  lays  my  heart  in  ashes.  These 
aids  to  life  are  modern,  and  I  exchange 
the  past  for  them  without  a  murmur." 
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PRING  had  returned,  but  the 
invalid  could  only  feel  it 
through  the  soft  rays  of  light 
which  played  upon  her  sofa  in 
the  private  sitting-room  of  a 
big  London  hotel.  No  budding 
trees  could  be  seen  from  the  window,  which 
overlooked  a  broad  terrace  of  houses.  She 
purpK)sely  lowered  her  eyes,  as  if  to  avoid  the 
eternal  view  of  bricks  and  mortar.  The  con- 
sciousness that  the  natural  world  was  waking 
to  life  in  the  country  lanes  sent  a  thrill  of 
strange  longing  through  her  heart. 

London  seemed  such  a  wilderness  to  the 
friendless  woman  who  had  come  to  the  busy 
City,  a  widow  from  far  Australia,  little  dream- 
ing she  would  be  kept  a  prisoner  there  for 
weeks  by  a  sharp  attack  of  unexpected 
illness. 

She  was  thinking  how  many  souls  were 
gathered  under  one  great 
roof,  each  a  closed  book 
to  the  other — their  hearts, 
their  joys  and  sorrows,  their 
very  names  a  mystery.  Often 
in  her  lonely  hours  the 
strange  riddle  of  life  would 
range  itself  before  her  fancy, 
like  a  problem  which  no 
amount  of  contemplation 
could  ever  solve. 

"  I  wish,"  she  thought, 
"  oh,  I  wish  I  could  see  some- 
thing of  the  spring." 

Even  as  this  note  of  yearn- 
ing struck  its  chord  in  her 
tired  breast,  the  door,  which 
had  been  left  ajar,  burst  open 
with  the  violence  of  a  March 
wind,  and  a  large  red  ball 
bounded  into  the  room.  It 
bounced  on  to  her  sofa  like 
a  live  thing,  and  rolled  down 
across  her  knees  to  a  settled 
position  in  the  waste-paper 
basket.  The  unceremonious 
entry  of  the  ball  was  followed 
almost  immediately  by  a 
breathless  little  boy. 

He  stood  looking 
round,  not  heeding   her  or 


the  unfamiliar  apartment,  but  just  seeking 
his  missing  toy  with  the  deep  interest  of 
childhood. 

Before  he  spoke  she  had  time  to  note  his 
features  and  general  appearance.  Suddenly 
it  seemed  as  if  her  wish  were  granted :  the 
spirit  of  Spring  had  entered  the  room. 
Surely,  in  those  round  dancing  eyes,  the  blue 
of  summer  seas,  twinkling  under  the  shine  of 
the  sun,  might  easily  be  recognised.  The 
freshness  of  April  flowers  had  some  near 
relationship  to  the  delicacy  of  his  skin.  The 
joy  of  new-bom  life  in  the  frisking  lamb 
reminded  her  of  this  small  person's  swift 
movements  and  innocent  expression. 

"  You  will  find  your  ball  in  that 
Verity,  pointing  to  her 

'  he  gasped,  and   in   a 
hands   had   seized  the 


basket," 

said    Mrs. 

feet. 

"Oh, 
moment 

thank  you, 
both    little 

prize. 
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"May  I  look  at  it?"  she  asked.  "Will 
you  bounce  it  again  for  me  ?  " 
.  The  genuine  interest  expressed  by  her 
manner  awoke  the  child's  confidence.  He 
little  guessed  how  much  alone  she  was,  how 
eager  to  detain  the  bright  sense  of  youth 
which  his  coming  brought  to  her  prison. 
His  tongue  was  unloosed  by  these  friendly 
advances ;  he  drew  nearer  with  the  ball  in  his 
arms. 

"  I  was  kicking  it  up  and  down  the 
passage,"  he  explained.  "  Mother  brought 
it  home  last  night.  I  think,  if  you  .liked,  I 
might  nearly  bounce  it  to  the  ceiling." 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  would  be  a  little 
dangerous  with  the  electric  light,  and  I  think 
we  had  better  just  play  gently.  I  have  been 
ill,  and  the  doctor  hasn't  allowed  me  to  play 
any  games  for  a  long,  long  time." 

She  noticed  to  her  surprise  a  sudden 
clouding  of  the  boy's  face,  a  quick  look  of 
sympathy  she  had  hardly  expected  from  one 
of  such  tender  years.  He  came  close  up  to 
her,  and  laid  his  small  hand  upon  her  sleeve. 

"Of  course,  I  know  all  about  you,"  he  said, 
with  a  wise  little  nod.  "The  maid  told 
Miss  West — she's  my  governess — and  Miss 
West  told  mother,  and  we  all  tried  to  keep 
very  quiet,  and  shut  our  doors  gently.  That 
was  some  time  ago,  or  I  shouldn't  have  been 
playing  in  the  passage.  We've  been  here 
nearly  a  month,  while  our  house  in  the 
country  is' being  painted." 

"It  was  very  kind  of  you  about  the  doors," 
she  said,  drawing  down  the  merry  face  for  a 
kiss.  "  I  hope  you  did  not  find  it  very 
tiresome." 

"No,  I  didn't,"  he  answered,  after  a 
moment's  consideration  ;  "  but  mother 
thought  it  was  a  bother,  because  she  plays 
the  piano,  and  it  stopped  her  -practising. 
Oh,  she  was  wild  sometimes.  '  She  said 
people  had  no  right  to  be  ill  in  hotels." 

The  simple  repetition  of  words  was  spoken 
with  all  a  child's  love  of  truth  and  ignorance 
of  harm.  It  was  easy  to  guess  he  had  not 
the  slightest  idea  his  words  might  wound. 

Mrs.  Verity  turned  her  head  away  and 
remained  silent.  She  had  that  odd,  ethereal 
sensation  of  belonging  to  another  world, 
which  comes  with  great  weakness. 

Presently  she  found  her  voice  again.  It 
was  a  relief  to  see  the  child  appeared  per- 
fectly happy  and  made  no  attempt  to  go. 

"  Do  you  like  Miss  West  ?  Is  she  kind  to 
you?" 

He  beamed  and  nodded,  rolling  the  ball 
over  and  over  in  his  arms. 

"  She's  only  got  me  in  the  world,  she  says, 


so  we  have  to  be  great  friends.  She  has  no 
father  or  mother,  or  brothers  or  sisters — or 
anything,  except  Bumble ;  I  gave  her 
Bumble  last  year." 

"Who  is  Bumble?" 

"  A  Persian  cat ;  but  he's  ever  so  selfish  at 
times,  and  when  the  birds  are  nesting  he 
catches  the  young  ones,  and  then  we  simply 
hate  him.  I  tell  Miss  West  that  soon  I  shall 
be  seven,  and  have  to  go  to  school ;  then  she 
cries.     Do  you  know  how  it  feels  to  cry  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know." 

"  Bijou,  my  dog,  is  ever  so  much  nicer 
than  Bumble.  She  is  here  with  us.  She 
won't  eat  if  we  leave  her  behind.  She 
belongs  to  me  ;  she's  my  very,  very  own." 

Mrs.  Verity  listened  to  the  little  scraps  of 
news  prattled  out  casually,  but  they  woke  her 
interest,  possibly  because  it  was  so  long  since 
she  had  been  able  to  be  interested  in  any- 
thing. The  child  had  brought  a  glimmer  of 
life  and  novelty  to  the  lonely  couch,  and  a 
fellow-feeling  for  Miss  West  stirred  in  the 
heart  of  the  widow,  who  also  had  "  no  father 
or  mother,  or  brothers  or  sisters — or  anything." 
She  sighed  to  think  she  did  not  even  possess 
a  selfish,  bird-eating  Bumble,  who  might  at 
times  consent  to  purr  in  her  arms. 

"  Some  day  you  must  let  me  see  Bijou," 
she  said.  "  When  I  am  stronger  I  mean  to 
get  a  little  dog  to  love,  because  I  am  rather 
alone  in  the  world,  like — like  Miss  West. 
Please  tell  your  mother  that  I  shall  hope  to 
hear  her  playing  now  that  I  am  better ;  the 
sound  of  music  does  not  worry  me  at  all." 

Even  as  she  spoke  a  girlish  voice  sounded 
in  the  corridor. 

"  Lorry  !  Lorry  !    Where  are  you.  Lorry  ?  " 

"That's  Miss  West  calling  me." 

He  ran  to  the  door  and  peeped  out. 

"  I'm  here,"  he  whispered,  and  dodged 
back. 

A  young  girl,  slender,  graceful,  and  petite^ 
looked  in  timidly,  her  large,  dark  eyes  speak- 
ing apology. 

"Oh,  Lorry,"  she  exclaimed,  "what  are 
you  doing  here  ?  Please  forgive  him," 
addressing  Mrs.  Verity ;  "  he  wanders  about 
and  talks  to  everybody." 

"  And  is  welcome  everywhere,  I  have  no 
doubt,"  answered  the  invalid,  smiling.  "  Con- 
valescence is  a  very  trying  time,  and  my  little 
visitor  has  proved  quite  a  tonic.  Won't  you 
come  in  and  sit  down  ?  I  have  no  one  to 
talk  to,  and  Lorry  has  been  cheering  me  up." 

Miss  West  advanced  shyly.  There  was  a 
certain  bewitching  prettiness  about  her,  com- 
bined with  a  supreme  unconsciousness  of  her 
physical  attractions,     Mrs.  Verity  thought  of 
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their  mutual  loneliness,  and  the  days  not  so 
far  distant  when  Lorry  must  go  to  school. 
It  was  the  first  effort  she  had  made  for 
others  since  her  illness,  this  seeking  to  know 
more  of  the  young  governess  with  the 
speaking  face  and  small,  daintily  -  formed 
features. 

The  fanciful  woman  on  the  couch  liked  to 
imagine  that  with  the  entrance  of  Miss  West 
early  summer  had  come  into  the   room,  a 
summer  of  hope  and   love,  when   the   fair 
childhood  of  spring   blossoms   into   deeper 
tints,  and  the  flowers  have  a  stronger  scent, 
and  the  sunshine  is  less  variable.     The  girl's 
manner  suggested  the  calm  and  beauty  of  a 
June  day  in  some  still   garden,   where   the 
roses  smile  from 
dawn   to    sunset 
Sweet   visions 
floated  before  the 
eyes     which     so 
lately    had    been 
veiled  by  pain — 
quiet  stretches  of 
daffodil -starred 
turf,  meadows  of 
silver  narcissi, 
harvest  fields,  re- 
freshing   mounds 
of    newly  -  mown 
grass.    Among  all 
this  she  pictured 
herself  as  a  one- 
flowered      thistle 
on  a  rocky  steep, 
a  childless  widow, 
alone  in  a  sunny 
world,    seeing   in 
youth  the  emblem 
of  her  own  trea- 
sured past,  loving 
youth  for  youth's 
sake,  and  the  ex- 
quisite   thrill 
which  memory 
gave,    out    of    a 
store  of  gold.  , 

Lorry  brought 
her  back  to  the 
present. 

"  You  have  not 
played  ball  with 
me  yet,"  he  said, 
casting  a  doubtful 

look  towards  the  round  white  globes, 
shaped  like  water-lilies,  in  which  at  night- 
time the  sharp  threads  of  electric  light 
curled  in  circles  of  hard,  uncompromising 
radiance. 


'D  »    YOU    LIKE    «;t)IN(i     10    SKH 
SIM 


IL 
Mrs.  Loraine  stood  before  a  long  mirror, 
regarding  her  reflection  critically.  Beside 
her  stood  Lorry,  gazing  at  his  mother's  tall 
figure.  He  saw  in  her  a  woman  of  queen- 
like beauty,  dressed  like  a  queen,  it  seemed 
to  him.  On  her  head  she  wore  soft  white 
feathers  from  which  a  long  veil  floated,  and, 
fastened  to  her  shoulders,  a  Court  train  of 
great  magnificence  displayed  a  perfect  forest 
of  gold  embroidery  and  coloured  flowers 
upon  a  ground  of  gleaming  satin,  white  as 
newly-fallen  snow. 

"Do  you  like  going  to  see  the  King?" 
asked  the  child,  simply. 

"  Yes,  dear."  She  bent  down  to  the  small 
flushed  face  and 
held  it  a  moment 
to  her  breast. 

"Tell  me. 
Lorry,  what  did  I 
hear  from  Miss 
West  about  your 
straying  into  a 
stranger's  room 
this  morning? 
You  really  mustn't 
wander  away  like 
that.  Remember, 
all  the  rooms  on 
this  corridor  are 
private." 

"My  ball 
opened  the  door 
and  took  me  in," 
he  explained. 
"  Presently  Miss 
West  came,  and 
we  stayed  quite  a 
long  time.  The 
lady  gave  me  a 
message  for  you. 
She  says  she  is 
much  better,  and 
you  are  to  use 
the  piano  again. 
I  told  her  it  was 
such  a  bother  for 
you  not  being 
able  to  play." 

Mrs.  Loraine's 
blue  eyes — bluer, 
if  possible,  than 
the  boy  's  — 
opened  widely.  "  Lorry,  you  didn't  tell  her 
I  said  it  was  a  bother  ?  " 

She  put  the  question  haltingly. 
He  flushed  at  the  tone,  wondering  what  he 
had  done  wrong. 
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"  I — I  only  said  people  had  no  right  to  be 
ill  in  hotels,  and  that  you  didn't  like  not 
practising." 

"You  repeated  my  words?  Oh,  I^rry, 
how  could  you  ?  " 

Her  reproachful  voice  brought  a  lump  to 
Lorry's  throat. 

"  Did  it  matter  ?  "  he  asked. 

"It's  like  this.  Lorry.  People  often  say 
things  they  don't  mean — ^at  least,  I  know  I 
do — and  then,  when  they  are  repeated,  they 
sound  horrid.  As  if  anybody  could  help 
being  ill !  And,  of  course,  I  was  very  glad 
not  to  play — really.  Poor  thing,  how  you 
must  have  hurt  her  feelings  !  Perhaps  she  is 
very  sensitive.  Little  unkind  remarks  wound 
so  much  more  when  you  are  weak.  Oh, 
dear,  what  can  we  do  to  put  it  right  ?  " 

Mrs.  Loraine  looked  distinctly  worried. 
At  heart  she  was  one  of  the  kindest  women 
imaginable.  Through  her  training,  all  that 
was  sympathetic  in  Lorry  had  been  developed 
to  the  fullest.  Every  tender  instinct  received 
encouragement.  She  brought  him  up  to  be 
bright  and  fearless,  while  the  natural  sweet- 
ness of  his  disposition  lent  itself  to  her 
influence. 

A  cloud  passed  over  the  child's  face,  sunny 
April  changed  to  sudden  storm.  The  pale 
woman  on  the  sofa,  the  good  friend  who  had 
bounced  his  ball  and  laughed  as  he  caught 
it,  was  hurt  in  reality,  and  by  his  careless 
words.  How  could  he  atone?  His  mother 
had  said  they  must  make  amends.  What 
could  they  do  to  put  it  right? 

"  If  I  might  give  her  something,"  he  mused. 
"She  is  too  old  for  toys,  and  I've  nothing 
else — except " 

The  last  word  broke  from  him  as  the  small 
black  body  of  a  pug  rose  lazily  from  the  sofa, 
and  stretched  luxury-loving  limbs. 

"  Except  Bijou,"  he  added,  in  a  smothered 
undertone. 

Mrs.  Verity's  words  flashed  back.  He 
repeated  them  slowly  to  his  mother : — 

"  *  I  mean  to  get  a  little  dog  to  love '  (the 
stranger  had  spoken  so  sadly),  *  because  I 
am  alone  in  the  world,  like  Miss  West.' " 

"You  can  give  her  Bijou,  if  you  like. 
Lorry." 

Mrs.  Loraine  made  the  remark  apparently 
with  all  seriousness.  Her  creed  of  fostering 
unselfish  instincts  in  the  boy  was  ever  upper- 
most in  her  mind.  She  knew  well  that  a 
stranger  could  hardly  accept  such  a  gift  from 
a  child,  for  Bijou  had  taken  prizes,  and  was  a 
valuable  aristocrat  in  the  world  of  pugs. 

To  the  boy  Bijou  was  dear  for  her  own 
sake.     He  loved   her  because  of  the  warm 


lick  she  bestowed  on  his  kind  littla  hand, 
not  for  the  sleek  beauty  of  a  shining  coat, 
or  the  inner  blackness  of  her  mouth.  She 
ran  at  the  sound  of  his  voice  and  leapt  on  his 
knee ;  that  was  enough.  Human  love  he 
gave  her  in  full  measure  for  the  canine  affec- 
tion she  bestowed  on  him.  They  mutually 
received,  each  responding  to  the  other,  child 
and  dog  in  close  mysterious  communion. 

"Yes,"  continued  Mrs.  Loraine,  "it's  a 
good  idea.  Bijou  will  be  such  a  companion. 
You  have  your  health  and  strength,  so  you 
can  quite  well  give  her  up  to  Mrs. — what  is 
her  name  ?  " 

"Verity." 

"Ah,  I  remember." 

Lorry  went  slowly  over  to  the  dog,  just 
preparing  to  settle  down  once  more  among 
the  cushions.  He  caught  her  up  with  a  little 
gasp  and  held  her  black  nose  close  to  his 
face. 

"  Bijou,"  he  whispered,  "  did  you  hear 
what  mother  said  ?  Mother  always  thinks  of 
the  right  thing.  I'm  so  strong,  you  know — 
so  strong."  He  blinked  back  his  tears  man- 
fully. "Miss  West  has  Bumble,  and  Mrs. 
Verity  won't  feel  so  bad  if  she  gets  you  to 
keep  her  company.  Perhaps  you  will  not 
quite  like  it  at  first ;  but  oh.  Bijou,  I  don't 
think  it's  so  hard  for  you  as  it  is  for  me, 
because  you  won't  know  you  have  gone  for 
always ;  you  will  expect  me  back  ;  you  will 
listen  for  my  whistle." 

Mrs.  Loraine  watched  the  boy's  curly  head 
bending  over  Bijou,  and  caught  the  low, 
caressing  tones  in  which  he  addressed  his 
favourite.  She  felt  half  inclined  to  tell  him 
that  perhaps  Mrs.  Verity  might  decline  the 
offer  of  the  black  charmer,  only  she  wanted 
the  boy  to  make  amends  for  his  thoughtless 
words  of  the  morning.  She  little  guessed 
how  deep  were  his  feelings,  though  she  could 
see  he  was  struggling  with  himself.  Had  she 
not  believed  so  firmly  in  the  early  training  of 
character,  she  would  have  held  him  to  her, 
just  as  he  held  Bijou,  and  laughed  away  his 
fears. 

"  Miss  West  asked  if  she  might  go  and  sit 
with  that  invalid  lady,  so  you  will  find  her 
there  now,"  said  Mrs.  Loraine.  "No  time 
like  the  present.  Lorry.  Why  not  take  Bijou 
to  Mrs.  Verity  at  once?  " 

His  eyes  grew  larger ;  the  dark  pupils 
seemed  to  expand  and  swamp  the  blue. 
Mrs.  Loraine's  imposing  figure  in  the  dazzling 
embroideries  faded  from  sight,  blotted  out  by 
a  mist  of  unshed  tears. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  moving  forward  unsteadily, 
with  Bijou  in  his  arms,  "  I  will^o  now," 
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He  groped  for  the  door-handle,  and,  with 
those  blinding  raindrops  still  before  his  eyes, 
ran  down  the  passage,  which  had  been  made 
so  merry  only  that  morning  by  the  bouncing 
of  a  brightly  coloured  ball. 

This  time  he  tapped  at  the  door,  hoping 
Mrs.  Verity  would  not  answer.  His  heart 
sank  as  he  caught  the  ready  "  Come  in." 

A  very  dejected  little  figure  walked  to  the 
couch,  with  Bijou  clasped  tightly  to  a  breast 
which  throbbed  with  agitation.  Miss  West 
saw  at  once  that  something  was  wrong ;  but 
Mrs.  Verity,  looking  with  eyes  of  admiration 
at  Bijou,  stretched  out  welcoming  hands,  in 
happy  ignorance  of  the  child's  sorrow.     He 


longer  scamper  at  his  side.  He  hesitated  as 
if  unable  to  put  into  words  the  drift  of  his 
thoughts.  Presently  she  noticed  his  con- 
fusion, and  asked  if  anything  were  the 
matter. 

"  It's — it's  about  the  piano,"  he  stammered. 
"  You  see,  that  was  my  mistake.  Mother  did 
not  want  to  play  at  all." 

He  paused,  then  pointed  to  Bijou  with  a 
trembling  finger. 

"  Mother  is  so  sorry  you  are  ill,  and  she 
has  sent  you  our  pug  as  a  present." 

"  But  Bijou  is  your  dog.  You  told  me  she 
was  your  very  own." 

"  Yes,"  he  faltered ;  *'  but  it's  my  idea,  too. 


settled  the  dog  down  comfortably  in  the 
bend  of  her  arm  ;  and  Bijou,  accustomed  to 
society,  made  herself  quite  at  home,  to  the 
evident  delight  of  the  stranger. 

"  It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  remember  I 
wanted  to  see  the  dog,"  she  said,  warmly, 
with  a  glow  of  life  in  her  face,  which  made 
her  look  quite  different  to  the  pale,  wan 
woman  he  had  seen  earlier  in  the  day. 

The  boy  stood  beside  her,  a  brilliant  flush 
burning  in  his  cheeks.  He  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  Mrs.  Verity,  yet  seemed  to  be  looking 
right  through  her  at  some  vision  beyond — 
picturing,  possibly,  his  life  when  this  little 
playfellow  with  the  cheerful  bark  would  no 


I  brought  Bijou  on  purpose  to  give  her  to 
you." 

Miss  West  looked  anxiously  from  the 
woman  to  the  boy,  knowing  well  the  devotion 
Lorry  lavished  on  the  dog.  Mrs.  Verity  read 
the  look  on  the  girl's  transparent  face  and 
smiled. 

"  Lorry,"  she  said,  "  I  do  really  believe  you 
would  make  this  self-sacrifice  for  me." 

She  had  caught  both  his  little  hands,  and 
now  she  held  them  firmly,  gazing  at  the 
quivering  lips. 

"Of  course,"  he  stammered,  and  turned 
his  head  away. 

**  It's  such  a  long  time,^l^he  continued, 
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"  since  anyone  loved  me  enough  to  put  self 
aside.  I  used  to  think  the  world  was  a 
wintry  place,  all  hard  and  frozen " 

"  With  slides  ?  "  he  queried. 

"  Well,  slippery   places,  which   bring   the 
older  people  to  the  ground,  while  the  younger 
glide  over  them  and  laugh  as  they  slide  aloncr 
the  sn>ooth  surface.     To-day  the  s] 
come— the   spring  of  kind  hearts 
shine.     I  am  going  to  get  well  ver 
now,  because  sickness  is  not  in  keej 
the  fresh  beauty  of  spring.     It  is  at 
of  year  the  baby  birds  arrive,  and  s< 
I  hke  to  imagine  that  thoughts  a 
which  stretch  their  wings  and  fly  oi 
air.     One  that  is  quite  big  and  impc 
been  bom  to-day." 

"  Out  of  an  egg  ?  "  he  asked, 
eagerly. 

Mrs.  Verity  ignored  the  inter- 
ruption. 

"The  thought  concerns  you, 
Lorry.  You  were  telling  me 
this  morning  that  Miss  West 
would  be  very  much  alone  when 
you  go  to  school.  But  now 
she  has  promised  to  come  and 
be  my  companion,  because  we 
have  something  in  common — 
we  both  know  how  it  feels  to 
cry.  It  strikes  me  that  Miss 
West  will  do  instead  of  Bijou. 
What  do  you  think  ?  " 

The  child's  face  grew  radiant, 
his  eyes  danced  like  sun- 
beams. 

"That's  the  best  thought 
ever  hatched  out  of  an  egg ! " 
he  cried,  delightedly,  once  more 
gathering  Bijou  into  his  arms, 
and  kissing  Mrs.  Verity  with 
the  warmth  of  newly-awakened 
gratitude. 

As   she   returned    his   caress 
another  figure  appeared  in  the 
doorway,  the  form  of  a  woman 
clothed  in  rich  brocade,  with  mauve  and  gold 
embroideries,  and  a  magnificent  bouquet  of 
orchids. 

"  It's  mother,"  cried  Lorry,  excitedly. 
"  May  she  come  in  ?  " 

He  ran  and  drew  her  forward,  dropping 
Bijou,  who  capered  at  his  heels. 

"You'll  never,  never  guess,  mother,  what 
has  happened,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Bijou  is  all 
my  own  again,  and  really,  you  know.    Miss 


West  will  be  more  of  a  companion,  because 
she  can  talk." 

The  three  women  laughed  mutually.  To 
Mrs.  Verity  the  sight  of  Lorry's  mother  was 
like  the  coming  of  a  lovely   butterfly,    the 


"  HE   RAN    AND    DREW    HER    FORWARD." 

crowning  touch  of  the  spring  day.  She  saw 
charm  in  the  fairy  film  of  lace,  the  sheen  of 
silk,  and  the  rich  brightness  of  brocade,  but 
above  all  else  the  kindly  gaze,  the  friendly 
handshake,  and  the  eager  explanations  were 
the  things  that  mattered.  Friendship  was 
there,  and  the  love  of  a  child's  heart,  while 
lingering  in  the  atmosphere  Mrs.  Verity  still 
felt  the  thrill  of  Lorry's  sacrifice — offered  at 
a  stranger's  shrine. 
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Fig.  1. — The  wild  chamomile  at  home — thousands  of  plants  with  branches  two  or  three  feet  in  height,  and  all  more  or  less  covered 

with  yellow  and  white  daisy-like  blossoms. 


IjHE  wild  chamomile  is  a  most 
JP  accommodating  plant.  It  only 
needs  the  slightest  introduction 
to  make  itself  most  comfortably 
at  home.  I  well  remember  its 
advent  in  a  field  at  the  top  of 
the  lane.  A  season  or  two  back  the  farmer 
cultivated  this  field  with  swedes,  and  it  was 
then  that  the  chamomile  got  its  chance. 
How  the  first  seeds  came  there  I  am  not  pre- 
pared to  say  ;  most  probably  they  came  with 
the  seeds  of  the  root  crop,  for  there  are  no 
other  fields  in  the  near  vicinity  that,  to  my 
knowledge,  offer  friendly  shelter  to  this  weed. 
Or,  it  may  be,  a  bird  had  been  feeding  on 
the  seeds  at  some  distant  spot  and  flew  down 
into  this  field  one  wet  day,  bringing  a  single 
seed  adhering  with  a  little  mud  to  one  of  its 
feet.  That  would  be  quite  sufficient,  pro- 
vided the  seed  had  a  little  open  space  in 
which  to  make  a  start ;  the  chamomile  would 
do  all  the  rest  I 

The  farmer  at  first  was  lenient ;  he  found 
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the  weeds  growing  apace  and  bundled  them 
outside  the  gate  into  the  lane  on  the  rubbish 
heap.  Now,  if  there  is  one  spot  on  the  earth 
that  the  chamomile  loves  it  is  a  rubbish 
heap.  There  it  will  hold  up  its  blossoms  to 
the  sunlight  from  the  end  of  May  until  the 
end  of  October,  or  even  November ;  so 
presently  that  rubbish  heap  presented  to 
passers-by  quite  a  glorious  display  of  white 
and  yellow  blooms,  and,  although  school 
children  treated  them  unmercifully,  the  plants 
flourished  and  never  failed  to  show  an  ample 
store  of  blossoms. 

This  year,  for  some  reason,  the  farmer 
has  neglected  his  field  entirely,  and  the 
chamomile,  spying  out  the  land  from  the  top 
of  the  rubbish  heap,  was  not  slow  to  recognise 
its  opportunity.  That,  at  all  events,  is  my 
conclusion,  and  you  would  probably  agree 
with  me  if  you  could  see  that  field  now.  I 
have  endeavoured  to  show  you  a  small  comer 
of  it  in  the  first  illustration. 

In  the  sunlight  the  field  presents  a  verit- 
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able  sea  of  daisy  blooms.  There  they  stand, 
thousands  of  plants,  with  branches  two  or 
three  feet  in  height,  and  all  more  or  less 
covered  with  blossoms.  You  will  notice, 
too,  that  they  hold  the  field  ;  no  other  plant 
grows  amongst  them.  It  is  true  that  some 
straggling  and  sickly-looking  groundsel,  and 
still  more  sickly-looking  dock,  may  be  found 
low  down,  but  their  days  are  numbered. 
This,  indeed,  is  a  plain  case  of  "  survival  of 
the  fittest " ;  for,  although  you  may  not 
know  it,  this  wild  chamomile  weed  comes 
of  a  very  dominant  family  of  plants,  a 
family  that  stands  at  the  head  of  the 
vegetable  kingdom,  just  as  man  stands  at 
the  head  of  the  animal  world.  But,  you 
may  say,  there  are  oak,  elm,  and  pine  trees  ; 
surely  these  must  come  before  such  simple 
and  insignificant  weeds  of  the  field.  Then 
I  may  make  reply  that  there  are  elephants, 
whales,  and  other  huge  living  animals,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  greater  monsters  whose  fossil 
remains  record  their  earlier  existence,  but, 
nevertheless,  in  relative  development  man  is 
far  superior  to  all  these,  and  much  more 
highly  evolved.  Indeed,  for  such  compari- 
sons size  can  be  no  criterion  whatever.  This 
is  well  illustrated  by  the  fact  that  the  highest 
amongst  British  animals  is  the  bat ;  these 
little,  weird,  noc- 
turnal animals 
rank  next  to 
man  in  the  mam- 
malia of  this 
country. 

In  view  then 
of  the  fact  that 
the  wild  chamo- 
mile is  one  of 
the  leading  and 
therefore  one  of 
the  most  success- 
ful plants  in  the 
vegetable  king- 
dom,    it     should  Fig.  3.— The  blossom  sliced  through 

prove  interesting 

to  consider  a  few  details  of  its  history, 
especially  as  these  details  throw  considerable 
light  on  its  success  in  life,  and  show  how  it 
came  to  hold  such  eminence  in  rank.  How- 
ever, before  going  farther  I  had  better  say 
that  there  are  other  plants  very  nearly  related, 
such  as  the  familiar  ox  eye  daisy  (Fig.  4),  the 
yellow  com  marigold,  the  feverfew  chrysan- 
themum, and  similar  plants  (not  forgetting 
the  common  field  daisy),  which  are  just  as 
successful  in  life ;  and  what  I  write  here 
concerning  the  chamomile  may  be  applied 
(allowing  for  insignificant  differences  of  detail) 


in  a  general  way  to  all  such  plants— that  is, 
to  plants  that  bear  daisy-like  blossoms. 

Yes,  the  secret  of  the  daisy  tribe's  success 
is,  doubtless,  the  daisy -Hke  form  of  its 
blossoms,  and  please  note  that  I  said 
"blossoms"  and  not  "flowers";  because  I 
want  now  to  show  you  that  a  daisy  is  not  a 
flower.  It  is,  however,  a  most  artful  simula- 
tion of  one.  You  will  understand  better 
what  I  mean  if  you  will  take  the  trouble  to 
pull  to  pieces  the  next  buttercup,  dog-rose, 
or  bramble-flower  you  happen  to  meet  with. 
Outside  the  coloured  petals  of  these  flowers 
you  will  find  (i)  some  protective  leaflike 
green  sepals,  (2)  inside  the  petals  numerous- 
stalked  stamens,  which  produce  the  fertilizing 
dust  known  as  pollen,  and  (3)  a  central  part, 
occupied  with  the  ovaries,  in  which  the  seeds 
are  matured  after  the  fertilizing  pollen  from 
the  stamens  has  reached  them. 

Now  dissect  in  a  similar  manner  a  chamo- 
mile, or  some  other  daisy-like  bloom,  and 
you  will  soon  discover  that  things  are  very 
differently  arranged  there.  The  green 
"sepals"  of  these  "flowers"  are  numerous 
and  closely  packed  around  the  base  of  what 
seem  like  petals  (what  they  are  we  shall 
learn  later),  but  then  comes  a  rounded 
central  mass  of  tiny  objects  which  we  see 

are  quite  unlike 
the  stamens  and 
ovaries  of  our 
buttercup  or 
bramble  -  flower. 
Hence,  although 
the  chamomile 
daisy  appears  to 
resemble  other 
flowers,  if  we  try 
to  compare  it 
with,  say,  a  but- 
tercup, or,  in 
fact,  any  ordinary 
single  flower,  we 

and  magniAed  about  four  diameters.  find       a      Very 

great  difference 
in  structure ;  and  no  wonder,  for  if  we 
had  eyes  that  would  magnify  a  few  dia- 
meters we  would  then  realize  that  in  each 
daisy  there  are  really  several  hundreds  of 
flowers,  all  very  orderly  arranged,  and  nearly 
all  of  them  possessing  the  various  organs 
found  in  the  bramble  or  buttercup  flower. 
Now,  the  way  out  of  the  diflficulty  of  under- 
standing the  chamomile  is  to  use  a  magnify- 
ing lens,  for  the  blossom  measures  little  more 
than  half  an  inch  across,  even  when  fully  ex- 
panded, and  in  this  space  there  are  hundreds 
of  flowers  each  as  perfect  as  a  buttercup,  or 
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even  more  so  ;  but  on  this  point  more  anon. 
Now,   lest    you    may   think    it    too   great   a 
trouble  to  dissect  such  tiny  flowers  as  make 
up  the  daisy  bloom  I  will  do  it  for  you.     I 
will   dissect  a   blossom   and    photograph   it 
through   my   magnifying  lens,  and  so  show 
you  by  direct  photographs  the  actual  thing 
while  you  sit  in  your  easy  chair.      If,  how- 
ever, you  are  feeling  any  regret  that  you  are 
unable  to  examine  the  actual  flowers  because 
you  are  not  accustomed  to  dissect  such  small 
things  and  to  use  a  magnifying  lens,  let  me 
advise  you  to  go  into  your  garden  and  cut  a 
large    daisy  —  one 
about     a    foot     in 
diameter.     Pray  do 
not  look  so  startled. 
You,     doubtless, 
grow  sunflowers,  or, 
at  least,  know  where 
they      are     grown, 
and,  of  course,  these 
are  only  very  large 
daisies  ;     and,     in 
these    large   forms, 
the         numerous 
flowers    are     big 
enough  for  you  to 
examine    with    the 
unaided  eye. 

In  Fig.  2,  on  the 
preceding  page,  is 
shown  my  chamo- 
mile bloom  sliced 
through  and  slightly 
magnified,  and  you 
will  note  that  in  the 
centre  is  a    hollow 

conical  space,  and  that  from  the  walls 
enclosing  this  space  spring  numerous  little 
short  tubes,  all  very  closely  and  systemati- 
cally arranged.  I  now  select  four  of  these 
little  tubes,  one  from  very  near  the  top  of 
the  rounded  mass,  two  others  from  succes- 
sively lower  levels,  and  finally  one  from  the 
lowest  layer ;  and  in  Fig.  3  you  will  see  these 
further  magnified  and  arranged  in  their 
relative  positions. 

Now,  I  may  tell  you  that  each  of  these 
little  central  tubes  represents  a  single  flower, 
or  floret,  of  the  chamomile  ;  each  is  as  truly 
a  flower  as  the  rose  is  the  flower  of  a  rose 
tree,  as  truly  a  flower  as  that  produced  by  the 
buttercup,  bramble,  or  dog-rose  we  have 
previously  spoken  of;  in  fact,  they  constitute 
an  altogether  higher  and  more  advanced  type 
of  flower  than  either  of  the  larger  flowers 
mentioned  above,  as  I  will  endeavour  to 
show  later. 


Fig.  3.— Tiny  tubular  flowers,  or  florets,  from   the  yellow  central 

mass  of  the  chamomile  daisy,  m  various  stages  of  development — at 

the  base  of  each  is  the  seed— magnified  twenty  diameters. 


Now,    when    a    person    has    produced  a 
desirable  commodity,  from  a  business  point 
of  view,  the  next  thing  is  to  put  it  on  the 
market  and  advertise  it  well,  so  as  to  make  it 
known.     Man  was  by  no  means  a  pioneer  in 
this   kind  of  enterprise.      Plants   had  been 
advertising   very    largely    ages    before   man 
came  on  the  earth,  and  competition  was  very 
keen  amongst  them  when  he  made  his  advent. 
Those  plants  which  advertised  best,  or  which 
put   out   the   most   attractive  posters,   so   to 
speak,  naturally  did  the  largest  business.    Or, 
I  will  put  it  in  another  way  :  the  flowers  of 
those  plants  which 
happened   to  deve- 
lop coloured  petals 
about    their    floral 
parts  (/.^.,  the  ovary 
and  stamens)  caught 
the  eyes  of  passing 
insects  first.    These 
petals  were  to  the 
insects   the  equiva- 
lent   of    the    sign  - 
board  of  the  inn  to 
the  thirsty  traveller; 
the  insect  read  from 
them — "Stop   here 
for      prime      sweet 
nectar."     Coloured 
petals,    then,    were 
adverti  sements 
pure    and    simple ; 
the  plant  provided 
nectar    for   insects, 
and  in  return  asked 
of  the  insect  that, 
in      seeking       the 
nectar,    it   should   rub  against   its   stamens, 
and  so  (unknowingly)  carry  its  pollen  to  the 
stigmas  of  sister  blooms.     Of  course,  at  the 
same   time   it   was   bringing   pollen   to  this 
flower  from  some  brother  flower  for  its  own 
stigma.     The  petals,  be  it  noted,  were  com- 
paratively easy  to  produce  by  sacrificing  a 
few   outer   stamens ;    these    stalked    bodies 
readily  flatten  out  and  become  petals,  as  you 
may   witness    for   yourself    in  any   doubled 
flower  that    your    garden    produces.      The 
gardener,  too,  is  well  aware  of  this,  and  by 
cultivation  readily  produces  double  roses  and 
other  flowers,  for  you  will  remember  that  the 
wild  rose  has  only  ^vt,  petals  but  numerous 
stamens,    while   the  cultivated   garden   rose 
has  numerous  petals  and  few  or  no  stamens. 
The   bright   petals  of  the  flowers  of  the 
buttercup,  rose,  or  bramble  are  then  simply 
devices  for  attracting  insects.     The  essential 
parts  required  for  reproduction  are  stamens 
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and  ovary.  But  I  have  previously  stated  that 
the  little  florets  of  the  wild  chamomile  are 
more  evolved  and  of  a  higher  type  of  flower 
than  the  familiar  flowers  already  mentioned, 
and  now  I  will  tell  you  why. 

As  time  went  on  the  coloured  petals 
succeeded  so  well  in  attracting  insects  that 
many  plants  found  particular  types  of  insects 
greatly  appreciating  their  nectar  and  the 
colours  that  their  petals  happened  to  be 
assuming,  so  they 
gradually  adapted 
themselves  to 
these  particular 
insect  visitors.  If 
you  will  notice  the 
next  stalk  of  fox- 
glove flowers  (Fig. 
4)  that  you  meet 
with  it  will  make 
my  point  quite 
clear.  These 
flowers,  it  will  be 
seen,  have  joined 
their  petals  to- 
gether to  form  a 
tube  that  fits  the 
humble  bee  that 
visits  them  al- 
most exactly.  A 
foxglove,  then,  is 
a  higher  type  of 
flower  than  our 
bramble,  butter- 
cup, or  rose,  be- 
cause it  has  speci- 
alized by  uniting 
its  petals  together 
to  form  a  tube 
specially  adapted 
to  a  particular 
form  of  insect,  an 
adaptation  which 
makes  it  practi- 
cally certain  of 
pollination  when 
the  bee  enters,  "whereas  in  open  flowers, 
as  buttercups  and  wild  rose,  pollination  is 
not  so  certain. 

Also  notice  that  the  flowers  of  the  foxglove 
are  arranged  on  a  special  central  stalk  (not 
mixed  up  with  the  leaves),  and  that  they 
open  from  the  bottom  upwards,  the  youngest 
being  at  the  top  (Fig.  4).  Of  course,  it  is 
plain  that  the  bee  can  only  visit  one  flower 
on  the  stalk  at  a  time  ;  but  now  let  us  suppose 
that  a  plant  with  a  stalk  of  flowers,  something 
on  the  lines  of  the  foxglove,  should  slowly 
shorten  its  stalk  and  evolve  such  an  arrange- 


Fig.  ^. — The  foxglo^rc  and  the  ox-eye  daisy  literally  represent  "the  long 
and  the  short  of  it  "  in  floral  arrangement.  The  former  has  a  long  stalk 
of  tubular  flowers  with  the  youngest  at  the  top,  while  the  latter  also  has 
numerous  smaller  tubular  flowers,  but  crowds  them  all  together  on  a  more 
or  less  flat  surface,  with  the  youngest  in  the  centre. 


ment  of  its  flowers  that  they  became  crowded 
all  together  on  a  more  or  less  flat  surface,  so 
that  the  bee  could  tumble  out  of  one,  as  it 
were,  into  the  next  immediately  without  seek- 
ing for  it  round  and  up  or  down  the  stem. 
This,  of  course,  would  result  in  a  great  saving 
of  time  in  the  day's  work  of  the  busy  bee,  and 
the  bee  would  also  be  able  to  visit  many  more 
flowers.  Then,  if  the  same  plant  narrowed 
down  its  tubular  flowers  into  smaller  tubes  so 

that  the  bee  would 
onlyhave  to  thrust 
in  its  proboscis  or 
tongue  to  reach 
the  nectar,  in- 
stead of  entering 
the  flowers,  a  still 
further  advantage 
would  be  gained 
in  the  same  direc- 
tion. 

Doubtless,  you 
will    begin    to 
understand      that 
our       chamomile 
daisy  has  done  all 
these  things.      If 
you    could     take 
hold  of  the  centre 
florets  of  a  daisy 
blossom,    at     the 
point   where     the 
youngest     flowers 
are     found,     and 
pull    it    upwards, 
spiral  -  fashion, 
until     it     became 
straightened    out, 
just  as  you  might 
the    centre  of    a 
watch-spring,  you 
would  then   have 
in  miniaturea stalk 
with   numerous 
florets      arranged 
about  it,  with  the 
youngest  at  the  top,  very  like  the  foxglove.  Or, 
conversely,  if  you  could  press  jn  from  the  top, 
spiral-fashion,  the  stalk  of  the  foxglove  so  that 
the  youngest  flowers  were  left  in  the  centre  and 
the  oldest  outside,  you  would  have  produced 
a  kind  of  large  daisy.     I   do  not  mean,  of 
course,  that  daisies  have  originated  from  fox- 
gloves,  but  simply  desire  to  show  you  how 
the   shortening   of  a  stalk   of  bell  or  tube 
shaped   flowers   could  produce   a   daisy-like 
inflorescence. 

Now,  if  we  look  to  illustration  Fig.  2  we 
see  the  rounded  central  mass  arranged  about 
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the  wall  of  a  hollow  conical  space,  and  this 
walled  space  is  really  the  equivaleiit  of  the  fox- 
glove's elongated  stalk.  Also  f  e  notice  in 
Fig.  3  that  the  highest  tube,  or  floret,  which 
comes  from  the  top  of  the  central  mass  is 
unopened,  because  it  is  one  of  the  youngest 
flowers.  The  second  one  is  seen  to  be  open- 
ing its  petals,  and  the  third  is  opened  and 
pouring  from  its  mouth  a  mass  of  pollen, 
pushed  from  the  united  ring  of  stamens 
within  by  the  stigma  as  it  makes  its  way 
through.  The  stigma,  however,  does  not 
open  its  receptive  surface  while  working 
through  lest  it  should  be  pollinated  with 
its  own  pollen.  In  the  lowest  floret  the 
stigma  has  appeared  and  opened  its  receptive 
surface. 

If  you  watch  a  bee 
when  it  visits  a  daisy  type 
of  blossom  you  will  notice 
that  it  starts  on  the  lowest 
and  widest-opened  florets, 
and  then  works  round, 
thrusting  its  proboscis  in 
each  tube  as  it  goes  in 
search  of  the  nectar. 
Having  just  come  from 
a  neighbouring  blossom, 
with  its  body  and  legs  well 
dusted  with  pollen,  the 
projecting  and  sticky  stig- 
mas, being  outermost  on 
these  florets,  are  practi- 
cally certain  to  receive 
some  of  this  pollen.  The 
bee  eventually  reaches 
the  higher  tiers  of  florets 
where  the  pollen  has 
appeared,  but  from  which 
the  stigmas  have  yet  to 
protrude,  and  after  it  has 
ransacked  these  for  their 
nectar  it  is  again  well 
dusted  with  pollen.  The 
younger  and  unopened 
florets  it  leaves  for  some 
other  day,  and  so  departs 
loaded  with  fertilizing 
pollen  for  the  stigmas  of 
the  lowest  florets  of  the 
next  daisy  bloom  it  visits  ; 
for  the  bee  wisely  keeps 
to  one  kind  of  nectar  on  each  of  its  journeys. 

I  think  you  will  now  understand  the 
meaning  of  the  central  yellow  mass  of  the 
chamomile  daisy  ;  and  if  you  look  closely  at 
such  daisy  blooms  you  may  see  for  yourself 
the  successive  stages  of  unopened,  opening, 
and  opened  flowers.    This,  too,  explains  why 


Fig.  5. — Part  of  one  o(  ihc  ouier  rav  florets,  showing 
how  its  tube  has  been  abnormally  drvclopetl  on  one 
side  to  produce  the  white  petal-like  part.  The  stigma 
is  seen  protruding  from  the  tube,  and  at  the  base  is  the 
seed — magnified  twenty  diameters. 


daisies  are  so  lasting  as  cut  "  flowers  " — the 
blossom  lasts  while  the  numerous  florets 
have  time  to  open  and  develop. 

There    still    remain,   however,   the    white 
outer  florets.     What  of  these  ?     Well,  when 
the  daisies  adopted  this  method  of  dwarfing 
and  crowding  their  flowers  together,  although 
they  attained  the  desired  end  of  rapid  polli- 
nation by  insect  agency,  yet  they  necessarily 
did  away  with  large  showy  petals,  which  was 
a  somewhat  serious  loss,  for  this  convenient 
arrangement  certainly  needed  advertising  to 
the  insects  for  whom  it  was  designed.     How- 
ever, the  problem  was  solved  by  specializing 
the  outermost  row  of  florets.     That  speciali- 
zation consisted  in  suppressing  their  stamens 
entirely,     leaving     them 
with  an  ovary  only,  and 
then    the    energy  which 
would  have  been  required 
for  building  their  stamens 
and  pollen  was   directed 
into    producing    a    one- 
sided    development     of 
their  tubes  ;    so  that  we 
get,  apparently,  all  round 
the  yellow  central  florets 
strap-shaped  white  petals ; 
but  in  reality  these  outer 
florets   are  just   like  the 
inner  ones,   except   that 
their  tubes  are[abnormally 
developed  on   one   side, 
that    their   stamens    are 
absent,  and  that  they  are 
white,  whereas  the  central 
florets  are  yellow  (Fig.  5). 
Thus  the  daisies  have 
mimicked  the  appearance 
of  a  single  flower,  owing 
probably  to  the  fact  that 
insects  had  so  thoroughly 
learned  to  distinguish  that 
style  of  floral  form  that  it 
had    become    indispens- 
able.    Insects,    however, 
and  especially  bees,  have 
now  learnt  to  distinguish 
between     single    flowers 
and  the  composite  class, 
and    they   patronize    the 
latter     more    freely,    for 
the  simple  reason  that   they   find   them    %o\ 
much  more  profitable ;  that  is  to  say,  they  get  | 
a  bigger  feed  of  nectar  in  a  shorter  time  with 
less  trouble.    At  the  same  time  this  patronage 
results  in  further  establishing  the  daisy  tribe, ' 
and  therefore  to-day  it  is  the  most  extensive 
family  of  flowering  plants  in  the  world 
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Fig.  6. — A  branch  of  wild  chamomile  photographed  at 
midday,  and 


If  space  permitted,  I  could  point  out  to 
you  many  other  interesting  aspects  of  our 
plant,  the  wild  chamomile,  such  as  its  method 
of  dividing  up  its  foliage  into  the  finest  seg- 
ments, so  that,  no  matter  how  crowded  it  may 
be  amongst  grasses  and  such-like  leaves,  it 
can  edge  its  way  in  between  and  get  some  of 
the  all-important  sunlight.  Such  details  all 
point  to  the  keen  struggle  it  has  had  to  attain 
its  present  rank  and  power.  I  will  conclude 
with  a  little  feature  that  I  noticed  while  study- 
ing the  plant  for  the  preparation  of  this  article. 

In  illustration  Fig.  6  part  of  a  plant  is 
shown  photographed  about  midday.  In 
Fig.  7  the  same  plant  is  shown  again  photo- 
graphed about  6  p.m.  Note  how  the  white 
florets  have  now  turned  back  (later  at  night 
or  with  the  darkness  from  approaching  storms 
they  turn  back  still  more)  towards  the  stem. 
Now,  if  you  remember,  the  field  daisy,  an 
almost  identical  kind  of  blossom,  closes  up 
its  white  florets  at  night  to  protect  from  cold 
and  wet  its  central  florets.  Why  does  the 
chamomile  act  in  an  exactly  opposite 
manner?  My  answer  would  be,  to  protect 
its  florets  from  dew  and  wet.  The  central 
florets  of  the  field  daisy  are  arranged  upon  a 


fig'  ?• \^t.x\  again  at  6  p.m.     Note  how  the  white,  outer 

petal-like  florets  have  turned  down  towards  the  stems  to  protect 

the  central  part  of  the  blossom  from  dew  and  rain.     The  common 

field  daisy  acts  in  an  exactly  opposite  manner,  by  closing  up  its 

white  rays,  to  effect  the  same  purpose. 


much  flatter  surface  than  the  chamomile,  and 
its  florets  are  more  upright,  so  that  rain  and 
dew  could  accumulate  in  the  tubes  and  wash 
out  their  pollen  and  nectar.  Therefore,  the 
daisy  closes  over  them  its  outer  ray  florets. 
But  the  tubular  florets  of  the  chamomile, 
you  will  remember,  do  not  stand  upright 
when  they  open,  but  lie  more  or  less  horizon- 
tally, and,  moreover,  the  central  mass  of 
tubular  florets  is  more  conical  and  larger  than 
that  of  the  field  daisy.  Consequently,  the 
outer  florets  of  the  chamomile  could  not  cover 
the  central  mass  if  they  closed  over  as  do 
those  of  the  daisy,  and  then  raindrops  that  fell 
in  would  be  driven  into  the  horizontal  lower 
tubes.  But  by  turning  the  ray  florets  down- 
wards these  conduct  the  water  which  might 
fall  on  the  somewhat  conical  centre  to  the 
ground  Furthermore,  from  the  fact  of  its 
tall  growth,  I  conclude  that  the  chamomile 
florets  are  more  hardy  than  those  of  the 
field  daisy,  and  therefore  better  able  to  stand 
cold.  This,  therefore,  is,  I  think,  the  reason 
why  these  two  very  similar  flowers  act  so 
differently  when  storms  and  night  approach. 
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I  HEN  Riall  got  home,  shortly 
after  midnight,  he  found 
Helen,  as  was  her  wont,  wait- 
ing for  him. 

"  Well,  Nell,"  said  he,  her 
face  between  his  hands,  his 
spirit  rejoicing  in  her  beautiful  eyes,  "  of  all 
the  girls  on  this  old  earth  you're  the 
sweetest     How's  the  baby?" 

"  Splendid,"  said  Helen. 

Turning  back  the  silken  cot-cover,  Riall 
gazed  down  at  the  fine,  big  head  of  his  boy, 
cuddling  deep  in  the  pillow,  rosy  in  sleep. 
Then  he  put  on  his  smoking- jacket,  slipped 
his  feet  into  his  warm  house-shoes,  and  sat 
down    with    the 
firelight    gild- 
ing    his     sharp 
features. 

"  What's  the 
news  to-night  ?  " 
inquired  Helen. 

"Oh,  nothing 
but  election; 
brass  bands, 
cheap  orators, 
and  howling 
mobs  all  over  the 
place." 

"And  how  is 
the  election 
going?" 

**  Heaven  only 
knows.  Every- 
body claims 
everything.  The 
Republicans  are 
going  to  *  win  in 
a  walk';  the 
Democrats  have  '■"•  ^ 
*  won  already.' 
Even  the  Prohi- 
bition candidate, 
I  believe,  pro- 
claims himself  a 
sure  victor.     Now,  what  the  deuce's  that  ?  " 

The  bell  was  ringing. 

"  Who's  there  ?  "  shouted  Riall,  down  the 
speaking-tube  to  the  front  entrance. 

"  A  messenger  from  the  managing  editor," 
came  back  the  answer. 


RIALL  GAZED    DOWN   AT  THE   FINE,    BIG   HEAD  OP   HIS   HOV. 


*'  Please  come  up,"  requested  Riall. 
"The  managing  editor  wishes  me  to  tell 
you,  sir,"  said  the  messenger,  standing  un- 
covered in  the  doorway,  "that  serious 
election  troubles  are  expected  between  the 
whites  and  the  blacks  at  Welbyton,  North 
Carolina, and  that  you  are  to  start  East  on  the 
five  o'clock  limited  this  morning.  I  have 
brought  you  a  ticket.  You  are  to  call  at 
the  Riggs,  Washington,  for  expense-money, 
which  will  be  sent  on  by  wire." 

At  4.30  o'clock  Riall  was  bumping  to  the 
station  over  the  cobblestones  in  a  five-dollar 
cab.  The  hue  of  his  face  was  not  unlike 
that  of  the  breaking  day.     The  alarm  clock 

he  had  set,  but, 
again  and  again 
raising  his  head, 
had  watched  the 
hands  moving 
slowly  round  in 
the  faint  glow  of 
the  nightlight. 
Besides,  he  had 
been  unable  to 
resist  the  impulse 
to  talk  with 
Helen.  It  was 
his  second  big 
assignment — his 
first  was  in  the 
Chippewa  War 
— and  his  mind 
was  occupied 
with  all  the 
anxious  thoughts 
that  went  before, 
and  with  his 
maiden  effort  in 
,  I     the     domain    of 

.-  I     great    report- 
ing. 
^     '  "Don't  worry; 

you'll   come  out 
all  right." 
This  Helen  had  said  a  hundred  times. 
"To  be  sure,"  Riall  had  answered;  "I'll 
give  them  the   best  I've  got.     But  it's  the 
same  old  clannish  crowd  of  seasoned  men 
that  I'll  be  up  against." 

Contrasted  with  his  brother  correspondents, 
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fellow-passengers  in  the  Pullman,  Riall  was  a 
unique  and  solitary  figure.  Somehow  he  did 
not  acquiesce  in  their  moods  and  ways. 
Seeing  a  good  deal  of  most  of  them  in  the 
Chippewa  War,  some  of  them  he  had  found 
admirable — especially  Cavalier,  the  old  war- 
horse  ;  but  he  was  hardly  at  home  in  the 
presence  of  their  light  and  cynical  talk,  and 
he  shrewdly  surmised  that  his  freshness  from 
the  farm  and  the  country  towns  made  him 
a  shining  mark  for  their  shafts  of  ridicule. 
Moreover,  his  sentiments  as  regarded  a  few 
of  them  tightened  his  thin  lips  and  tensed 
his  frame  with  militant  revolt. 

An  electric  street-car,  tearing  two  wheels 
off  his  carriage,  threw  him,  bag,  camera,  and 
umbrella,  into  the  middle  of  Pennsylvania 
Avenue,  Washington.  Thus  it  happened 
that,  after  getting  his  money  at  the  Riggs 
and  sending  a  telegram  to  Helen,  Riall  lost 
the  midday  express  to  the  South. 

"  It  means,"  he  thought,  as  the  hotel 
surgeon  stitched  a  deep  cut  above  his  left 
eye,  "  that  I  shall  be  mighty  lucky  to  get  off 
a  story  at  all  to-night,  not  to  mention  a 
decent  one." 

When,  six  hours  later,  the  next  train  left 
for  Welbyton,  Riall  lay  back  in  the  chair-car, 
bruised  and  sore,  looking  up  at  his  belong- 
ings in  the  brass  rack  above,  and  grimly 
smiling  over  his  undignified  adventure  in  the 
capital. 

Well  up  in  the  heavens  stood  the  sun 
when  the  train,  delayed  by  wash-outs,  steamed 
into  Welbyton,  ten  hours  late.  The  bridge 
over  Carter  Creek,  fearfully  swollen,  a  mile 
out  of  the  town,  barely  bore  up  the  creeping 
engine  and  cars,  already  many  hours  behind 
time,  and  a  moment  afterwards  was  carried 
off  by  the  flood,  severing  railway  communi- 
cation with  the  North. 

At  the  telegraph  office  Riall  met  Cushing, 
the  Daily  Planet  man— thick-set,  curly-haired, 
dark-skmned,  shifty ^yed. 

"  Have  you  seen  the  local  daily,  just  out  ?  '* 
asked  Cushing. 

"  I  have  not,"  replied  Riall,  somewhat 
puzzled. 

"Thmgs  seem  a  bit  warm  farther  south," 
added  the  Daily  Planet  man,  handing  Riall 
a  copy  of  the  Welbyton  Argus.  "  I  guess  all 
of  us  will  be  off  shortly.  .  Good  day." 

"  Good  day,  and  thank  you  very  much," 
said  Riall,  strongly  inclined  to  think  better  of 
Cushing. 

On  the  first  page  of  the  Argus  RialFs  eyes 
met  a  bulletin  from  Cotton  Centre,  fifty  miles 
from  Welbyton,  reporting  a  fierce  encounter 
between  white  men  and  negroes,     "All  the 


people,  white  and  black,  are  arming,"  ran  the 
announcement,  "and  a  pitched  battle  is  a 
question  of  hours." 

Welbyton  was  highly  feverish;  firearms 
were  in  all  hands,  but  as  yet  there  was  no 
actual  outbreak,  and  Riall  told  the  coloured 
'bus- driver  at  the  hotel  that  he  wanted  to 
catch  the  first  train  to  Cotton  Centre. 

"It  ain't  hahd  to  kotch,  boss,"  said  the 
negro,  with  a  gleam  of  his  white  teeth. 

If  at  all  cryptic  at  first,  this  observation 
radiated  light  later.  Flat-cars,  box  cars,  and 
aged  passenger  coaches  in  sorry  medley,  with 
a  diminutive  engine  in  the  last  stages  of 
asthma,  composed  the  train  that "  wasn't  hahd 
to  kotch."  It  set  Riall  down  in  Cotton 
Centre,  after  the  weariest  fifty  miles  of  his 
life,  in  the  midst  of  a  black  and  tomb-like 
silence.  At  the  National  House,  writing  his 
name  in  the  register,  he  underwent  a  genial 
survey  by  the  proprietor,  lanky,  frock-coated, 
and  silver-grey  goateed. 

"  Any  further  rioting  here  to-day  ? "  asked 
Riall,  returning  the  quill  pen  to  the  host 

"  Rioting,  suh  ?  " 

"  Yes.     Any  more  people  killed  ?  " 

"People  killed,  suh?" 

"  Now,  my  friend,"  exclaimed  Riall,  nettled 
by  what  looked  like  a  foolish  attempt  to 
conceal  notorious  events,  "  I'm  a  newspaper 
man,  I've  travelled  a  long  way  to  get  the 
facts  about  these  race  riots.  You  can  greatly 
facilitate " 

The  Southern  gentleman  had  lifted  his 
right  hand. 

"It  strikes  me,  suh,"  he  broke  in,  with 
emphasis  ;  "  if  you'll  pahdon  me,  suh " 

"Yes?'! 

"That  you  have  been— uh — hoaxed^  suh." 

"  Hoaxed  ?  "  echoed  Riall,  blankly,  his 
senses  hard  smitten. 

Clear,  now,  was  Cushing's  friendly  inter- 
cession. 

"  I've  been  *  tricked,'  that's  all,"  said  Riall, 
mechanically.  "  I  see  now  why  Cushing 
wasn't  on  the  train,  nor  any  of  the  rest. 
That  was  a  *  dummy '  impression  of  the 
Argus^  got  out  by  the  Daily  Planet  man 
and  some  accomplice  in  the  office.  It's  all 
Cushing's  handiwork ;  the  others  wouldn't 
've  done  it,  especially  Cavalier." 

Shame  and  misery  Riall  drank  to  the  dregs, 
waiting  in  the  pale  light  of  the  lamps,  at  the 
railway  crossing  a  mile  out  of  Cotton  Centre, 
for  the  north-bound  night  express,  which  did 
not  stop  in  the  town.  At  sunrise,  slowly 
crossing  the  mile  -  long  bridge  over  Cape 
Spray  River  into  Welbyton,  the  unhappy 
news-hunter  beheld,  on  the  broken  shore,  a 
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"•hoaxed?"    echoed   RIALL,    BLANKLY. 

picturesque  city — the  straggling  huts  of  the 
negro  quarter  in  the  lowlands  to  the  west, 
the  more  imposing  structures  of  the  white 
population  on  the  higher  ground  to  the  east. 
Below,  in  the  golden  sunlight,  the  river 
moved  swiftly  seawards,  a  plain  of  fire. 
Beyond,  much  closer  than  Riall  had  realized, 
heaved  and  flashed  the  parti-coloured  Atlantic. 
Athwart  the  Spray  bulked  the  great  form  of  a 
liner,  ploughing  its  steady  course  from  New 
Orleans  to  New  York,  its  lifeboats  glistening 
in  the  sun,  its  funnels  hanging  a  murky  drapery 
against  the  azure  sky. 

Strenuous  indeed  were  RialFs  labours  on 
that  day.  Happily  there  still  had  been  no 
general  violence  ;  Welbyton  still  offered  only 
a  "situation"  story.  AH  the  important 
people  of  the  town,  white  and  black, 
politicians,  lawyers,  doctors,  ministers, 
business  men,  Riall  interviewed,  and  at  his 
typewriter  in  his  room  after  dinner  he  sat 
down  to  write  what  he  believed  w^ould  be  the 
most  impartial  and  searching  accourit  yet 
composed  of  the  race  strife  of  Welbyton. 

VoL  xxxiv.— 43. 


Toiling  over 
the  first  sentence, 
striving  after  his 
kind     firmly     to 
strike  the  keynote 
of  the  matter  in 
his    opening 
words,   suddenly 
there    broke    in 
upon     him    a 
deafening  uproar 
from  the   street. 
One     moment 
Riall  listened,  his 
hands  limp  at  his 
sides.  There  was 
the  bang  of  shot- 
guns,   the   crack 
of  rifles,  the  de- 
moniac yelling  of 
men.     Pale  and 
hatless,  his  door 
open,    his   notes 
scattered,     Riall 
dashed  down  the 
stairway  into  the 
lobby. 

"What's 
broken  loose  ?  " 
he  cried. 

"The     Red- 

Shuhts,     suh," 

answered     a 

Southerner, 

coolly. 

What  the  Red-Shirts  were  Riall's  inquiries 

that  day  had  informed  him  ;  their  other  name 

was  negro-killers — white  hillmen,  in  cowboy 

hats  and  red-flannel  shirts,  armed  with  every 

variety  of  weapon,  and  sweeping  down  from 

the  heights  on  horseback— a  demon  cavalry. 

Gaining  the  street  as  the  tail  end  of  the 
cavalcade  rushed  past,  Riall  imagined  he  saw 
again  the  Red  Warriors  riding,  wildly,  des- 
perately, in  disordered  mass,  dexterous  with 
firearm,  merciless  with  rowel.  Westwards 
sped  the  chaotic  column.  Behind,  caught 
in  its  suction,  people  poured  into  the  street 
and  pressed  forwards.  Riall  ran  with  the 
crowd,  all  about  him  bristling  shot-guns, 
rifles,  and  pistols.  No  one  on  foot  was  yell- 
ing ;  stem  and  pale,  each  runner  threw  the 
last  ounce  of  his  strength  into  his  running. 
•  In  his  soul  Riall  felt  a  profound  and 
sombre  anxiety.  The  Welbyton  of  Caucasian 
blood — inquiry  showed  it  but  too  plainly — 
was  violently  intolerant  of  the  negro  ;  rightly 
or  wrongly,  it  deemed  him,  politically, 
socially,  economically,  a  curse  and  a  peril 
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"  SCREENING   HIMSELF   BEHIND  A   STONE   COLUMN,    HE   SAW   IN   THE   WHITE   RAYS  OF   ARC-LAMPS  A   LONG 
SERIES  OF   STREET   BARRICADES." 


To-morrow  was  National  Election  day.  The 
negroes,  greatly  outnumbering  the  white 
men,  the  contrary  of  meek,  were  a  long 
way  from  any  disposition  to  forego  the  fuJl 
fruits  of  their  numerical  predominance.  And, 
therefore,  running  at  top  speed  with  the  pale- 
faced  multitude,  Riall  felt  in  his  soul  the 
imminence  of  crucial  and  tragic  things. 

"  Hey  !  "  he  cried,  as  he  turned  a  corner, 
seizing   a    fleet-footed    Southerner    by    the 


shoulder  and  pointing  to  a  deep  orange  spot 
on  the  clouds,  "  What  does  that  mean  ?  " 

"  It  means,  suh,"  panted  the  runner,  "  that 
the  negro  quahtah's  on  fiah  !  " 

The  negro  quarter  on  fire  ! 

At  the  boundary  between  this  and  the 
white  quarter  Riall  encountered  a  deadly 
fusillade.  Screening  himself  behind  a  stone 
column,  he  saw  in  the  white  rays  of  arc- 
lamps  a  long  series  of  street  barricades,  built 
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of  boards  and  beams,  carts,  bedsteads,  bed- 
quilts,  bed-ticks  made  of  corn-husks,  cook- 
stoves — whatever  the  negroes  could  hastily 
throw  up  against  the  enemy.  From  end  to 
end  these  barricades  spat  smoke  and  fire. 
Before  them  was  a  clear  space  of  forty  yards. 
Then  came  a  tangled  mass  of  fighting  horse- 
men and  footmen,  driven  back  in  confusion 
by  the  hotness  of  the  negro  fire,  sheltering 
in  by-streets,  doorways,  stairways,  lying  flat 
on  the  pavement,  climbing  to  upper  storeys 
to  over-shoot  the  black  men's  defences. 

Of  bursts  of  heroism  from  the  white  men's 
side  there  were  many—attempt  after  attempt 
to  cross  the  bullet-swept  zone.  But,  invari- 
ably, the  aggressors,  decimated,  fell  back  in 
disorder,  dragging  their  wounded.  At  first 
the  rapid  cracking  of  pistols  and  rifles  and 
the  roar  of  shotguns  were  all  Riall  heard. 
Then,  painfully,  his  ears  began  to  tell  of 
human  agony,  df  poignant  sufiering  and  grief. 
Thick  about  him  were  fallen  bodies,  some 
writhing,  some  still.  The  bare  plain  before 
the  barricades  was  spattered  and  clotted. 
Darkening  the  asphalt  trickled  tiny  streams, 
one  so  considerable  that  Riall  said  to  him- 
self, "  It  is  water."  He  stooped  and  touched 
it.  He  lifted  his  fingers  to  the  light.  And 
it,  too,  he  found  a  part  of  the  white  man's 
libation  to  the  supremacy  of  his  race. 

From  the  spell  of  the  scene  at  his  feet, 
suddenly  Riall  was  awakened  by  a  portentous 
phenomenon  beyond  and  above — a  great 
rollmg  mass  of  spark-showered  smoke. 
Coming  from  the  west,  driving  rapidly 
towards  the  high  ground  to  the  east,  Riall 
saw  this  phenomenon  magnetize  a  sea  of 
dismayed  faces.  The  Rea-Shirts,  circling 
round  the  t)arricades,  had  ignited  some  out- 
lying huts  at  the  extreme  west.  From  these 
tinder-shanties,  flying  before  a  brisk  wind,  the 
sparks  had  reached  the  main  part  of  the 
negro  quarter,  and  now  the  white  citizens  of 
Welbyton,  no  longer  firing,  stock  still  in  their 
tracks,  awaited  stupefied  the  onrush  of  the 
monster  the  Red-Shirts  had  created. 

"  Take  to  the  hills  !     Take  to  the  hills  ! " 

Above  all  the  din  rose  this  cry,  from  the 
negro  quarter  and  from  the  white  quarter 
Over  the  race  war  the  shadow  of  a  common 
fatality  had  spoken  a  truce.  Negroes  and 
whites  intermingled,  Riall  saw,  streaming  up 
the  winding  streets  to  the  open  country, 
carrying  their  little  ones,  dragging  with  them 
any  who  lagged  or  fainted.  At  a  swift  run, 
then,  he  started  for  the  telegraph  office.  In 
the  streets  the  smoke  thickened  ;  at  times  he 
lost  his  way ;  frequently  he  could  not  run — 
only  grope  and  stumble.    Coming  out  on  the 


.  main  square  opposite  him  to  the  norths  his 
goal,  he  ran  upon  Cavalier. 

"  We're  in  a  tight  box,  old  man,"  cried  th« 
veteran.  "  The  fire,  going  at  a  great  pace,  is 
eating  round  the  base  of  the  hills  towards  the 
river.  The  bridge  over  the  Spray  is  burning. 
We're  lucky  if  we  find  a  loophole.     Come  !  " 

"  But  the  telegraph  oflfice  ?  "  interrogated 
Riall. 

"  Telegraph  ofllice  be  hanged  !  It's  inside 
the  ring  of  fire  ! " 

"  Cavalier,"  rejoined  Riall,  darting  a  keen 
glance  into  the  eyes  of  the  old  war-horse, 
"for  two  nights  on  end  I've  been  horribly 
beaten.  To-night  it's  this  telegraph  oflSce  or 
none — no  bridges,  no  trains,  not  another  wire 
short  of  fifty  miles.  You  go.  I've  got  to 
have  a  try." 

Before  the  older  man  could  muster  a  protest 
Riall's  slim  figure  had  vanished  in  the  smoke. 

*•  Crazy !  "  muttered  Cavalier,  bolting  at 
full  speed. 

In  the  door  of  the  telegraph  oflftce,  reached 
at  a  few  swift  strides,  Riall  collided  with  a 
young  man,  fleeing  headlong,  laden  with 
personal  effects.     The  two  faced  each  other. 

*'  Are  you  a  telegrapher  ?  "  asked  Riall. 

"  Yes ;  but  for  Heaven's  sake  get  out  ot 
the  way ! " 

"  I  want  to  send  a  hundred  words  to  my 
paper,"  urged  Riall,  blocking  the  passage. 

"  You're  mad !  The  oflfice  is  on  fire  and 
ready  to  collapse  !  " 

"  I'll  give  you  five  hundred  dollars  to  send 
fifty  words." 

'*  Get  out  of  the  way ! "  yelled  th^e  tele- 
grapher. 

"  Try  it !  I'll  give  you  a  thousand  dollars 
to  try  It !  "  cried  Riall,  whipping  out  a  thick 
roll  of  bills. 

Dropping  his  parcels,  the  young  man 
wheeled  back  into  the  oflSce,  Riall  on  his 
heels.  There,  half  an  hour  previously,  fifty 
keys  and  sounders  had  been  clattering ;  now, 
but  for  the  crackling  of  the  flames,  there 
was  silence ;  but  for  the  blinding,  choking 
smoke,  vacancy.  The  fire  was  m  the  walls, 
in  the  ceiling,  hungrily  advancing  over  the 
board  floor,  eagerly  licking  about  the  legs 
and  arms  of  the  chairs,  leaping  for  the 
single  telegraph  key  still  outside  the  maw 
of  flame, 

"  What  wire  is  that  key  on  ?  "  asked  Riall. 

"  The  Washington  wire." 

"  Then,"  shouted  the  correspondent,  exult- 
ingly,  "  you  can  flash  through  my  stuff".  Seize 
the  key  !     I'll  dictate  ! " 

"  But  look  ! "  cried  the  telegrapher,  falling 
back,  aghast. 
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A  seething  mesh  of  fire,  the  ceih'ng  was 
breaking  up,  and  large  pieces  of  blazing  debris 
began  to  crash  to  the  floor. 

**  But  there's  time  enough,"  yelled  Riall, 
hoarse  with  emotion.  "  Grab  the  key  !  Call 
Washington  !  Win  for  us,  boy,  win  !  and  the 
Morning  Star  will  make  you  rich  !  " 


•  WIN    FOR   US,    BOY,    WIN  I   AND  THE    '  MORNING   STAR  '   WILL   MARK  YOU    RICH 


Bounding  forward  and  seizing  the  key,  the 
telegrapher  flashed  over  the  wire  a  frantic  call 
for  Washington — just  one,  then  sprang  back 
with  a  cry  of  pain. 

"  The  key's  red-hot ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  The 
thing's  impossible !  Another  minute,  and 
this  building  will  be  upon  our  heads  ! " 

"  Put  on  this  glove  ! "  pleaded  Riall.  "  Try 
with  it !     Just  once  more  ! " 

With    overpowering    suddenness,    in    the 


twinkling  of  an  eye,  Riall  and  the  telegrapher 
were  hurled  violently  backwards  into  the 
street,  white  with  ashes,  hands  and  faces 
blistered,  heads  throbbing  with  strange  noises. 
The  telegraph  office  was  gone.  In  its 
place  was  a  glowing  heap,  high  columned 
with  smoke  and  flame. 

Faced  by  a  wall  of  fire  on 
the  west  and  north  the  two 
men,  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
forged  to  the  south-eastward, 
dodging  abandoned  fire- 
engines,  trampling  on  spurt- 
ing lines  of  broken  hose, 
their  objective  an  outlet  be- 
tween the  circling  flames 
and  the  river.  The  problem, 
so  far  as  they  could  see,  was 
theirs  alone ;  they  met  no 
one,  heard  no  one,  fought 
their  fight  pluckily,  silently, 
in  solitary  comradeship. 
Seeming  to  know^  to  feel 
itself  challenged,  the  fire  was 
everywhere,  appearing  to 
hurry  and  strain  with  the 
lust  of  victory.  Whitherso- 
ever they  ran,  from  base- 
ment, wall,  or  roof  abruptly 
bursting,  it  blocked  every 
street,  and  shot  a  blazing 
barricade  across  every  exit. 

"  We've  got  to  give  it  up," 
admitted  the  telegraj^her, 
foiled  for  the  hundredth 
time  in  his  efibrt  to  lead 
Riall  through  some  passage 
or  byway  to  the  hills.  "  Our 
only  hope  is  towards  the 
water-front." 

Straight  for  the  river  then 
they  headed.     As  they  ran 
the  smoke  thinned  a  trifle, 
and  the  sharp  crackle  of  the 
flames  merged  into  a  deep 
diapason.       Still,     glancing 
back,  they  could  see  the  fire 
rapidly     advancing,     some- 
times seeming  to  leap  over, 
envelop,  annihilate  a  great  building  at  a  single 
spasmic  impulse.  The  upper  air  was  a  mass  of 
ashy  haze — a  dull  firmament,  lit  here  and  there 
by  spark-nebulae.     Peltingly  about  the  ears  of 
the   runners  beat   a   fiery  downpour.     Con- 
tinually they  struck  the  clinging  embers  from 
each  other's  clothing  and  ran  in  the  gutter- 
flow  to  cool  their  hot  and  warped  boot-soles. 

Pausing  for  breath  under  an  iron-girdered 
viaduct,  they  observed  the  sparks,  caught  by 
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an  erratic  air-current,  swerve  from  their 
easterly  course  and  sweep  over  the  buildings 
towards  the  river.  If  once  the  fire  were  in 
the  big  wooden  warehouses  and  grain 
elevators  on  the  quay  there  would  be  no 
escape.  Springing  forward,  each  was  suddenly 
hit  by  a  momentary  numbness.  The  ground 
shuddered  and  swayed;  all  the  air  was 
vibrant.  Staggering  violently,  deathly  pale, 
both  men  beheld — high  over  their  heads,  far 
above  the  building-tops,  shooting  swiftly  up 
into  the  hazy  void — a  marvellous  spectacle  of 
prismatic  splendour.  As  a  projectile  it  rose 
and  then,  rocket  like,  burst  into  a  tremendous 
shower  of  red  lights,  blue  lights,  green,  yellow, 
and  white  lights — all  the  tints  and  tones  in 
the  gamut  of  colour. 

"  The  chemical  works  gone  sky-high ! " 
gasped  the  telegrapher.  "  Not  a  second  to 
lese!" 

Finally,  effectually  entrapped,  they  found 
themselves  on  shelving  flagstones,  between 
two  blank  walls,  looking  out  over  the  wide 
surface  of  the  fi  relit  Spray. 

"Can  you  swim,  my  friend?"  asked  Riall. 

"  Yes,  thank  you,"  replied  the  telegrapher  , 
"  can  you  ?  " 

On  Riall's  blistered  face  there  was  the 
ghost  of  a  smile.  His  hardy  boyhood  ;  the 
old  Racoon  River,  rushing,  in  summertime 
in  tumultuous  freshet  across  the  lowlands  o» 
the  farm  ;  these  came  back  to  him.  In  those 
not  over-distant  days,  he  reflected,  the 
countryside,  from  upland  to  upland,  knew 
no  more  enthusiastic,  no  stouter,  swimmer 
than  he. 

"It's  a  long  pull,  brother,"  he  said, 
endeavouring  to  search  out  the  distant  shore 

"  So  It  is  ;  but  I  hope  we'll  be  equal  to  it 
To  me  these  waters  are  familiar  ;  maybe  you 
had  better  stay  behind  a  bit,  and  follow  my 
lead." 

"  Look  !  "  said  Riall,  pointing  far  out  and 
upstream  ;  *'  is  that  wreckage  ?  " 

Intently  the  other  studied  the  object. 

"  ril  tell  you  what  it  is,"  he  exclaimed, 
turning  on  Riall  a  brightened  face ;  "  it's  a 
t>oat,  burnt  loose  from  its  moorings  above  the 
bend.  See  !  the  stump  of  the  painter  is  still 
ablaze  ! " 

Simultaneously  two  forms  struck  the  tide. 

"  Better  not  fight  too  hard  with  this  stiff 
current,"  shouted  the  telegrapher,  going  at 
an  easy  side-stroke  a  few  paces  before ; 
"  keep  your  strength  for  a  long  swim.  We'll 
catch  the  boat  finally,  even  if  we  drift  beyond 
the  lighthouse." 

And  so  they  swam,  on  and  on,  above 
them  the  lurid  eflfulgence  of  the  devastated 


town ;  about  them,  eddying,  rippling,  gurg- 
ling, the  mighty  river,  racing  out  into  the 
ample  bosom  of  the  illimitable  sea. 

Kibbe  asleep — folded-armed,  his  big  head 
on  his  typewriter,  at  his  elbow  a  silent  tele- 
graph sounder,  his  black  hair  gold-tinged  by 
the  rising  sun.  Listless,  hard  by,  a  lone  tele- 
graph copy-reader,  munching  his  sandwich 
and  sipping  his  coffee.  In  the  composing- 
room,  two  pale-faced  printers,  lounging  by 
their  machines,  reading  the  papers ;  two 
grimy- handed  make-up  men,  shifting  type ; 
a  roguish -visaged  galley-boy,  washing  galleys. 
In  the  basement,  a  group  of  stereotypers  and 
press  hands,  yawning  and  idling.  All  the 
apparatus  and  machinery  of  the  vast  esta- 
blishment still.  .  The  "  dog-watch  "  at  the 
Morning  Star,  most  pertinacious  that  morning 
of  all  the  "  dog-watches  "  in  the  newspaper 
oflUces  of  the  northern  city. 

Kibbe  started  out  of  his  sleep  as  if  at  the 
crack  of  a  pistol. 

Shrilly,  wildly,  the  sounder  by  his  side  was 
calling  :   "  M— S,  M— S,  M— S,  M— S." 

"  I — I,  M — S,"  answered  Kibbe,  struggling 
to  dash  his  stupor. 

A  momentary  pause. 

Ardently,  then,  the  instrument  sprang  to 
its  function,  and  Kibbe,  great  code  expert, 
profoundly  attentive,  loosed  upon  the  key- 
board the  magic  of  his  fingers.  Sheet  after 
sheet,  springing  up  by  quick  impulses,  leapt 
to  the  copy-desk,  thence  to  the  linotypes. 
Almost  in  a  flash,  out  of  universal  silence 
was  born  sound,  out  of  inertia  motion. 
Minds,  eyes,  hands,  wheels  coursed  in  con- 
structive unison  towards  the  "extra"  that 
shortly  should  appal  the  streets  with  the 
Morning  Starts  powerful  and  exclusive  story 
of  the  fire  and  war  of  VV^elbyton. 

Again,  at  last,  the  sounder  was  dumb. 

**  Funny,"  said  the  copy-reader  to  Kibbe  ; 
"obviously,  it's  our  man's  yam ;  but  how  is  it 
that  it  comes  from  New  York,  and  what's 
happened  to  the  signature  ?  " 

Kibbe  made  no  reply.  Looking  hard  was 
he  at  his  life-long  companion  in  brass — the 
instrument  whose  harsh  tongue,  speaking 
gibberish  to  others,  spoke  so  eloquently  and 
intimately  to  him. 

"  M— S,  M— S,  M— S,"  sharply  it  cried. 

"  I— I,  M— S,"  answered  Kibbe. 

"  North  Carolina  story,"  chattered  the 
metallic  sphinx,  "should  be  dated  ss.  Coast 
Queen,  four  hundred  miles  S.S.W.  Sandy 
Hook.  Stuff  comes  by  wireless  from  some 
chap  picked  up  at  sea  off  VVelb)rton.  Signature 
uncertain ;  looks  like  *  Riall' " 
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BEING  THE   WEIRD   EXPERIENCES  OF  A   DOCTOR   OF   MUSIC 
By  Henry  Saint-George. 


1 

HAVE  had  a  most  wonderful 
experience.  No,  it  was  not  a 
dream,  as  I  can  conclusively 
prove  to  your  satisfaction.  I 
had  been  out  music-teaching 
all  day—  a  very  cold  day,  with 
a  bitter  wind  blowing— had  returned,  and, 
having  partaken  of  my  evening  meal,  was 
sitting  cosily  by  the  fireside,  cigar  in  hand, 
full  decanter  at  elbow,  waiting  patiently  till 
the  boy  from  the  newspaper -shop  should 
bring  me  my  copy  of  The  Strand  Magazine. 
You  see,  I  remember  all  these  details  per- 
fectly, so  could  not  possibly  have  been  in  a 
dreamy  state.  Also  my  Mus.Doc.  degree 
should  be  taken  as  evidence  that  I  am  not 
an  imaginative  individual.  The  characteristic 
of  the  strange  episode  I  am  about  to  lay 
before  you  is  the  exceptional  clearness  with 
which  I  perceived  even  the  most  insignificant 
details.  I  was  able  to  carry  every  incident 
fully  and  definitely  in  my  mind,  even  to  writing 


down  the  wonderful  compositions  it  was  my 
glorious  privilege  to  hear.  * 

Having  thus  decisively  set  at  rest  any 
doubts  as  to  the  actuality  of  the  weird  yet 
enthralling  experience,  I  will  now  proceed  to 
give  you  a  brief  account  of  what  happened 
on  that  never-to-be-forgotten  evening. 

As  I  said,  I  was  waiting  for  The  Strand 
Magazine,  and  the  name  of  that  delightful 
journal  kept  running  in  my  head  in  a  most 
musical  cadence.  It  then  suddenly  occurred 
to  me  that  nearly  half  the  letters  were  the 
names  of  musical  notes,  thus  : — 

E  A  D  A  G  A  E. 

So  far  there  was  nothing  abnormal. 
Writing  these  notes  down  on  a  piece  of 
MS.  music-paper  I  advanced  to  the  piano, 
wondering  in  my  mind  what  the  great 
masters  would  have  made  of  this  curiously- 
discoveVed  theme.  At  this  moment— you 
perceive  how  exactly  I  was  able  to  note 
things— the  normal  changed   to   the   super- 
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normal.  Mind  you,  there  was  no  change  in 
myself,  only  in  my  surroundings.  Thus,  as  I 
approached  my  cottage  piano,  that  elegant 
and  useful  instrument  assumed  gigantic  pro- 
portions ;  the  keyboard  became  a  flight  of 
ivory  and  ebony  steps  leading  upwards  to 
what  had  been  the  panels  of  the  piano,  but 
were  now  doois  of  curiously-carven  w^ood, 
flanked  by  the  candelabra,  which  had  become 
glorified  into  massive  golden  braziers. 

With  no  feelings  beyond  one  of  mild 
curiosity  I  ascended  the  stairs  and  passed 
through  the  doors  into  another  world,  where 
I  found  assembled  all  the  greatest  tone-artists 


others,,  he  cried,  "  Here  it  is,  my  brothers ; 
here  is  the  Universal  Tema  we  have  been  so 
long  praying  for."  They  crowded  round  him 
with  many  expressions  of  incredulous  wonder 
while,  with  uncanny  rapidity.  Bach  dashed  oflf 
the  fugue,  of  which  space  only  permits  me  to 
quote  the  few  bars  shown  at  the  bottom  of 
the  previous  page. 

Although  warmly  applauding,  Mozart,  who 
took  my  slip  out  of  Bach's  hand,  said  that  he 
preferred  something  less  severely  scholastic, 
and  produced  the  graceful  and  characteristic 
minuetto,  of  which,  again,  I  can  only  quote 
the  opening : — 


of  the  world  in  a  mighty  concourse.  I  stood 
a  moment,  my  slip  of  paper  fluttering  in  my 
hand,  when  there  advanced  to  me,  with  a 
genial,  questioning  glance,  none  other  than 
the  great  John  Sebastian  Bach  !  His  eagle 
eye  fell  on  my  slip  of  paper,  which  he  seized 
and  eagerly  scanned.     Then,  turning  to  the 


I  then  became  aware  that  Beethoven  had 
been  striding  restlessly  round  the  knot  of 
musicians  gathered  about  my  little  slip  of 
paper.  Suddenly  he  darted  into  the  midst, 
and,  snatching  up  the  paper,  gave  it  one 
glance,  and  dashed  off  a  stormy  movement, 
commencing  thus : — 


^11 ^ 
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"  There,"  said 
Beethoven,  "that 
is  what  it  means. 
Fugues  and  minu- 
ettos  amuse ;  this 
tecuhes:' 

"Well  said, 
master,"  exclaimed 
Mendelssoh  n, 
"  well  said  !  At 
the  same  time,  I 
must  say  that 
I  derive  more 
calm  comfort  from 
the  new  Tema  our 
unknown  friend  i 
has    brought     us. 


The  white 
mane  of  Liszt 
was  then  tossed 
into  view.  "  Well, 
my  friends,"  said 
he,  **your  at- 
tempts have  been 
very  charming, 
but  you  overlook 
one  thing,  or, 
rather,  ten  things. 
Pianists  have 
fingers  ;  why  not 
use  them  ?  This 
is  how  the  little 
tune  appears  to 
me  "  :— 


Music  should  sing 
— not  necessarily 
with  word  s. 
What  do  you  say 
to  this?" 

Chopin  then 
intervened,  and, 
holding  the 
slip  before  his 
eyes  a  moment, 
cried,  "  What  a 
delightful,  melt- 
ing theme !  It 
wants  only  to  be 
transposed  on  to 
the  black  notes 
to  be  made  per- 
fect    Listen ! " 


ftti^TtiKNV^ 
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"  Bravo,"  cried  Wagner  ;  "  bravo,  fingers  ^ 
biit,  friends  all,  have  you  really  not  seen  the 
true  inner  significance  of  these  seven  notes  ? 
This  is  how  /hear  them  "  : — 


ebony  stairs,  down  into  my  own  room,  where 
I  fell  panting,  but  unhurt,  by  rare  good 
fortune  into  my  easy-chair. 

I  had  hardly  regained  my  breath  when  my 


**  Do  you  not  hear  in  them  the  relentless 
stride  of  the  Fates?  Those  wild  and  wither- 
ing women,  wandering  o'er  the  weary  wastes 
of  world- woe  ?  " 

At  that  moment  Johann  Strauss  appeared 
on  the  scene.  He  addressed  himself  to  the 
last  two  masters.  "Why  harp  on  Fates  and 
death  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Give  me  life,  move- 
ment, passion  !  This  is  the  only  really  satis- 
fying treatment  of  the  Universal  Tema," 
whereupon  he  dashed  into  this  exhilarating 
waltz  :— 


maid-servant  entered  the  room  with  the  copy 
of  The  Strand  M.\gazine  in  her  hand. 
She  looked  confusedly  from  me  to  the  nmv 
empty  decanter,  from  the  decanter  to  me,  and 
I  instantly  realized  how  she  had  been  employ- 
ing and  enjoying  herself  during  my  absence. 
You  see  how  alert  I  was  to  notice  things. 
Slyly  hoping  to  divert  my  attention,  she  said  : 
"  That  paper-boy  do  knock  terrible  loud,  don't 
he,  sir  ?  Fm  afraid  it's  woked  you  hup  ! " 
Woke  me  up,  indeed !  A  bit  too  wide- 
awake for  her  I     However,  my  feelings  were 


Viiv\\^o^\  \/aJ/l.  . 


I  noticed  a  horrified  expression  spreading 
over  the  features  of  all  present.  Murmurs  of 
"  Tanz-musik  ! "  "  Schandlich  ! "  "  Disgrace- 
ful ! "  etc.,  were  to  be  heard  from  all  sides. 
The  tension  grew  more  and  more  intense 
until,  witii  a  sudden  crash,  I  found  myself 
hurtling   down,    down,    over   the    ivory   and 


far  too  extra-mundane  for  me  to  enter  into 
a  sordid  squabble  with  an  ignorant  and 
debauched  menial,  and  I  was  most  anxious 
to  write  out  all  those  priceless  gems  I  had 
been  permitted  to  listen  to  before  they  faded 
from  my  memory,  so  I  said  nothing  at  the 
time. 


Vol.  xxxiv.- 
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A    SOUTH    AFRICAN    THUNDERSTORM. 

WHEN  they  get  out-of-the-ordinary  weather  in 
South  Africa— which  is  not  very  often —  it 
is  usually  something  very  out  of  the  ordinary  ;  more- 
over, it  comes  in  **  chunks,"  as  an  American  would 
say,  big  enough  to  be  remembered.  Look,  for 
instance,  at  the  accompanying  photograph.  Bulu- 
wayo,  the  capital  of  Rhodesia,  was  enjoying  its 
ordinary  weather  one  day,  when  along  came  a 
thunderstorm.  It  burst  ;  the  bottom  fell  out  of  the 
rain-clouds,  and  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  the 


erstwhile  dusty  streets  were  seething  torrents,  every- 
body had  been  driven  to  shelter,  and  fierce  eddies 
were  swirling  over  the  verandas  of  the  hotels.  Then, 
hey,  presto  !  the  downpour  ceased,  the  sun  came  out, 
and  only  the  floods  remained. — "the  wide  world 

MAGAZINE." 

WORKING  UP  AN  APPETITE. 

I  REMEMBER  passing  through  the  long  corridor 
of  the  House  of  Lords  one  evening,  and,  as  I 
reached  the  turn  of  the  Spenser  Room,  seeing  Earl 
Granville  running  along  the  Peers'  section  of  the 
corridor.  "Oh,'°  exclaimed  the  constable  on  duty, 
"his  ludship's  dining  in  the  House,  and  he's  work- 
ing up  an  appetite.  He  does  so,  too,  when  he's  about 
to  make  a  speech.  He'll  run  up  and  down  four  times 
before  he  feels  he  can  go  for  them  or  eat  to  his  satis- 
faction."—  "THE  GRAND   .MAGAZINE." 


HOLBEIN    ON    SWIMMING. 

HAVING  been  an  athlete  for  the  past  thirty 
years,  during  which  lime  I  have  been  a 
devotee  of  most  branches  of  athletics  —  running, 
walking,  cycling,  and  more  especially  swimming — 
after  thinking  the  matter  over  carefully,  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  swimming  should  take  the 
highest  place  among  athletic  sports.  In  the  first 
place,  it  admittedly  exercises  more  muscles  at  one 
lime  than  any  other  sport  ;  further,  it  is  cleanly, 
invigorating,  not  a  violent  exercise,  and  therefore  not 
likely  to  overstrain  the  body  ;  and,  above  all,  it  can 
claim  what  no  other  branch  of  athletics  can — that  a 
knowledge  of  the  art  may  often  be  the  means'  of 
saving  one's  own  life  or  that  of  a  fellow-creviture.— 

"THE   ladies'    FIELD." 


GRAND  FLANEUR,  RACEHORSE  AND  CABHORSE. 

ONE  day  Grand  Flaneur  (who  in  former  days  had 
won  two  Portland  Plates)  decided  that  he  had 
had  enough  of  cab-pulling,  and  so  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  act.  He  worked  up  a  very  nasty  fit  of 
temper  ;  he  fostered  it  until  it  was  at  bursting  point, 
and  then  he  fetched  that  cab  a  kick  which  made  it 
look  like  an  old  packing-case,  and  not  a  particularly 
good  one  at  that.  He  battered  the  hansom  to 
smithereens,  and  managed  incidentally  to  give  the 
doctor  a  hint  with  his  hoof  which  put  him  effectively 
on  his  own  visiting  list,  and  very  nearly  booked  him 
for  a  post-mortem.  On  the  whole  it  was  as  good  a 
little  surprise  as  he  had  ever  engineered.  He  chose 
just  the  right  moment.  He  had  a  fine  eye  for  a 
dramatic  situation,  had  the  son  of  Saunterer. — "  fry's 

MAGAZINE."  

COOL! 

THE  coolness  and  presence  of  mind  of  General 
Bruce  Hamilton  are  well  illustrated  by  an 
incident  which  occurred  during  the  South  African 
War.  The  General  was  having  a  despatch  read  to 
him  while  they  were  in  the  firing  line,  and  a  bullet 
whizzed  past,  going  right  between  two  fingers  of 
the  A.D.C.,  who  was  reading  as  well  as  he  could 
through  the  despatch.  The  A.D.C.  stopped  short, 
and  looked  at  the  hole  made  by  the  bullet  m  disgust. 
"Go  on,"  drawled  Hamilton;  "it  can  only  have 
knocked  out  a  word  or  two." — "tit-bits." 

A  RELIC  OF  BYGONE  DAYS. 

THE  accompanying  photograph,  which  appears 
in  Country  Life^  portrays  an  ancient  cneese- 
press  which  is  now 
stored  within  the 
walls  of  that  in- 
teresting old  build- 
ing, the  "Hall  i' 
th;  Wood," 
which  is  now  the 
property  of  the 
Corporation  of 
Bolton,  in  Lan- 
cashire. It  is 
particularly  inte- 
resting to  note, 
as  showing  the 
great  antiquity  of 
this  relic  of  by- 
gone days,  that  it 
was  included  in 
an  inventory 
which  was  taken 
as  far  back  as  the 
year  1672. 
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CHAPTER  X. 
F,"  said  Kathleen,  sitting  dis- 
consolate in  her  marble,  "if 
I  am  really  a  statue  come 
alive,  I  wonder  you're  not 
afraid  of  me." 

"Tve  got  the  ring,"  said 
Mabel,  with  decision.  "Cheer  up,  dear.  You'll 
soon  be  better.     Try  not  to  think  about  it." 

She  spoke  as  you  speak  to  a  child  that  has 
cut  its  finger,  or  fallen  down  on  the  garden 
path  and  risen  up  with  grazed  knees  to  which 
gravel  sticks  intimately. 

"  I  know,"  Kathleen  absently  answered. 
"And   I've   been   thinking,"   said    Mabel, 
brightly,  "  we  might  find  out  a  lot  about  this 
magic  place  if  the  other  statues  aren't  too 
proud  to  talk  to  you." 

"  They  aren't,"  Kathleen  assured  her.   "  At 
least,  Phoebus  wasn't ;  he  was  awfully  nice." 
"Where  is  he? "  Mabel  asked. 
"  In  the  lake,  he  was,"  said  Kathleen. 
"Then  let's  go  down  there,"  said  Mabel. 
"  Oh,  Cathy,  it  is  jolly  being  your  own  proper 
thickness  again."     She  jumped  up,  and  the 
withered  ferns  and  branches  fell   from   her 
shoulders  as  forest   leaves  do  when  sudden 
storms  tear  them.  But  Kathleen  did  not  move. 
"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  twisting  nervous 
marble  fingers  ;  "  there's  the  dinosaurus  !  " 

"You're  not  frightened  of  him?"  said  Mabel. 
"  Why,  he  wouldn't  hurt  you.  He's  not  real, 
you  know." 

Copyright,  1907, 


hleen, 
.belof 
2rs  as 
irus. 
be  as 
^dile," 
1  not 
afraid  of  him.  I  wonder  why  you 
are  !     You're  not  afraid  of  Phoebus  ?  " 

"You  see,"  said  Kathleen,  slowly,  "you've 
got  the  ling,  and  I'm  just  the  same  inside 
as  if  I  wasn't  a  statue.  What  I  mean  to 
say,"  she  went  on,  seeking  for  words,  "I'm 
frightened  of  the  dinosaurus— I  always  should 
be — if  he  was  real  and  I  was  too.  But  if 
Phoebus  was  real  I  shouldn't  be  frightened  of 
him,  and  so  I'm  not,  now.     See  ?  " 

The  two  sat  on  the  grey  moonlit  grass  with 
the  quiet  of  the  night  all  about  them.  The 
great  park  was  still  as  a  painted  picture — • 
only  the  plash  of  the  fountains  and  the  far- 
off  whistle  of  the  Western  express  broke  the 
silence  which,  at  the  same  time,  they 
deepened. 

"  What  cheer,  little  sister  ! "  said  a  voice 
behind  them — a  golden  voice.  They  turned 
quick,  startled  heads,  as  birds,  surprised, 
might  turn.  There  in  the  moonlight  stood 
Phoebus,  dripping  still  from  the  lake,  and 
smiling  at  them,  very  gentle,  very  friendly. 
"Oh  ;  it's  you  !  "  said  Kathleen. 
"  None  other,"  said  Phoebus,  cheerfully. 
"  Who  is  your  friend,  the  earth-child?" 

"This  is  Mabel,"  said  Kathleen.  Mabel 
got  up  and  bowed,  hesitated,  and  held  out  a 
hand. 

"  I  am  your  slave,  little  lady,"  said  Phoebus, 
enclosing  it  in  marble  fingers ;  "  but  I  fail  to 
understand  how  you  can  see  us — and  why 
you  do  not  fear." 

Mabel  held  up  the  hand  that  wore  the  ring. 

by  E.  Nesbit-Bland. 
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"  Quite  sufficient  explanation,"  said 
Phoebus ;  "  but,  since  you  have  that,  why 
retain  your  mottled  earthy  appearance  ? 
Become  a  statue,  and  swim  with  us  in  the 
lake." 

"  I  can't  swim,"  said  Mabel,  evasively. 

"  Nor  yet  me,"  said  Kathleen. 

**  You  can,"  said  Phoebus.  "All  statues 
that  come  to  life  are  proficient  in  every 
athletic  exercise.  And  you,  child  of  the 
dark  eyes  and  hair  like  night,  wish  yourself  a 
statue  and  join  our  revels." 

"  rd  rather  not,  if  you'll  excuse  me,"  said 
Mabel,  cautiously.  "  You  see — this  ring — 
you  wish  for  things,  and  you  never  know 
how  long  they're  going  to  last.  It  would  be 
jolly  and  all  that  to  be  a  statue  now^  but  in 
the  morning  I  should  wish  I  hadn't." 

**  Earth-folk  often  do,  they  say,"  mused 
Phoebus  ;  "  but,  child,  you  seem  ignorant  of 
the  powers  of  your  ring.  Wish  exactly,  and 
the  ring  will  exactly  perform.  If  you  fix  no 
limit  of  time,  strange  enchantments  woven  by 
the  outcast  god  of  numbers  will  creep  in  and 
spoil  the  spell.     Say  thus  : — 

**  *  I  wish  that  till  the  dawn  I  may  be  a 
statue  of  living  marble,  even  as  my  child 
friend,  and  that  after  that  time  I  may  be  as 
before — Mabel  of  the  dark  eyes  and  night- 
coloured  hair.' " 

"  Oh,  yts,  do,  it  would  be  so  jolly,"  cried 
Kathleen ;  "  do,  Mabel.  And  you  won't  be 
afraid  of  the  dinosaurus  then." 

"In  the  w^orld  of  living  marble  fear  is  not," 
said  Phoebus.  "  Are  we  not  brothers,  we  and 
the  dinosaurus,  brethren  alike  wrought  of 
stone  and  life  ?  " 

"And  could  I  swim  if  I  did?"  Mabel 
asked. 

"  Swim,  and  float,  and  dive  ;  and  aid  the 
ladies  of  Olympus  to  spread  the  nightly  feast, 
eat  of  the  food  of  the  gods,  drink  of  their  cup, 
listen  to  the  song  that  is  undying,  and  catch 
the  laughter  of  immortal  lips." 

"  A  feast  ?  "  said  Kathleen.     "  Oh,  Mabel, 


do !  You  would  if  you  were  as  hungry  as 
I  am." 

"  But  it  won't  be  real  food,"  urged  Mabel. 

"It  will  be  real  to  you,  as  to  us,"  said 
Phoebus.  "  There  is  no  other  realness,  even 
in  your  many-coloured  world." 

Still  Mabel  hesitated.  Then  she  looked 
at  Kathleen's  legs,  and  suddenly  said  : — 

"  Very  well,  I  will ;  but  first  I'll  take  oflf 
my  shoes  and  stockings.  Marble  boots  look 
simply  awful,  especially  the  laces.  And  a 
marble  stocking  that's  coming  down — and 
mine  do/'' 

She  had  pulled  off  shoes  and  stockings 
and  pinafore. 

"  Mabel  has  the  sense  of  beauty,"  said 
Phoebus,  approvingly.  "Speak  the  spell, 
child,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  the  ladies  of 
Olympus." 

Mabel,  trembling  a  little,  spoke  it.  And 
there  were  two  little  live  statues  in  the  moon- 
lit glade  ;  tall  Phoebus  took  a  hand  of  each. 

"  Come — run  !  "  he  cried.     And  they  ran. 

"Oh,  it's  jolly,"  Mabel  panted.  "Look 
at  my  white  feet  in  the  grass.  I  thought  it 
would  feel  stiff  to  be  a  statue ;  but  it 
doesn't." 

"There  is  no  stiffness  about  the  im- 
mortals," laughed  the  Sun  God.  "For  to- 
night you  are  one  of  us." 

And  with  that  they  ran  down  the  slope  to 
the  lake. 

"  Jump  ! "  he  cried,  and  they  jumped, 
and  the  water  splashed  up  round  three  white, 
gleaming  shapes. 

"  Oh,  I  can  swim  ! "  breathed  Kathleen. 

"  So  can  I,"  said  Mabel. 

"  Of  course  you  can,"  said  Phoebus.  "  Now 
three  times  round  the  lake,  and  then  make 
for  the  island." 

Side  by  side  the  three  swam,  Phoebus 
swimming  gently  to  keep  pace  with  the 
children.  Their  marble  clothes  did  not  seem 
to  interfere  at  all  with  their  swimming,  as 
your  clothes  would  if  you  suddenly  jumped 


'SIDK    BY   SIDE   THE  THREF   SWAM. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    ENCHANTED    CASTLE. 


349 


into  the  basin  of  the  Trafalgar  Square 
fountains  and  tried  to  swim  there.  And  they 
swam  most  beautifully,  with  that  perfect  ease 
and  absence  of  effort  or  tiredness  which  you 
must  have  noticed  about  your  own  swimming 
— in  dreams. 

"This  is  the  nicest  thing  the  ring  has 
brought  us  yet,"  said  Mabel,  through  a 
languid  but  perfect  side-stroke. 

"  I  thought  you*d  enjoy  it,"  said  Phoebus, 
kindly ;  "  now  once  more  round,  and  then 
the  island." 

They  landed  on  the  island  amid  a  fringe 
of  rushes,  yarrow,  willow  herb,  loosestrife, 
and  a  few  late,  scented,  powdery,  creamy 
heads  of  meadow-sweet  The  island  was 
bigger  than  it  looked  from  the  bank,  and  it 
seemed  covered  with  trees  and  shrubs.  But 
when,  Phcebus  leading  the  way,  they  went 
into  the  shadow  of  these  they  perceived  that 
beyond  the  trees  lay  a  light — much  nearer  to 
them  than  the  other  side  of  the  island  could 
possibly  be.  And  almost  at  once  they  were 
through  the  belt  of  trees,  and  could  see 
where  the  light  came  from,  and  the  trees 
they  had  just  passed  among  made  a  dark 
circle  round  a  big  cleared  space,  standing 
up  thick  and  dark,  like  a  crowd  round  a 
football  field,  as  Kathleen  remarked. 

First  came  a  wide,  smooth  ring  of  lawn, 
then  rounded  marble  steps  going  down  to  a 
pool  where  were  no  water-lilies,  only  gold 
and  silver  fish  that  darted  here  and  there 
like  flashes  of  quicksilver  and  dark  flame. 
And  the  enclosed  space  of  water  and  marble 
and  grass  was  lighted  with  a  clear  white 
radiant  light,  stronger  than  the  whitest 
moonlight,  and  in  the  still  waters  of  the 
pool  seven  moons  lay  reflected. 

On  the  farther  side  of  the  pool  was  a  large 
group,  so  white  that  it  seemed  to  make  a 
great  white  hole  in  the  trees.  Some  twenty 
or  thirty  figures  there  were  in  the  group — all 
statues  and  all  alive.  Some  were  dipping 
their  white  feet  among  the  gold  and  silver  fish 
and  sending  ripples  across  the  faces  of  the 
seven  moons.  Some  were  pelting  each  other 
with  roses — roses  so  sweet  that  the  girls 
could  smell  them  even  across  the  pool — 
others  were  holding  hands  and  dancing  in  a 
ring,  and  two  were  sitting  on  the  steps  play- 
ing catVcradle — which  is  a  very  ancient  game 
indeed — with  a  thread  of  white  marble. 

"  Shall  we  join  the  ladies  ?  "  said  Phcebus. 

As  the  new-comers  advanced  a  shout  of 
greeting  and  gay  laughter  went  up. 

"Late  again,  Phoebus,"  someone  called 
out.     And  another  : — 

"  Did  one  of  your  horses  cast  a  shoe  ?  " 


And  yet  another  called  out  something 
about  laurels. 

"  I  bring  two  guests,"  said  Phoebus,  and 
instantly  the  statues  crowded  round,  stroking 
the  girls*  hair,  patting  their  cheeks,  and 
calling  them  the  prettiest  love-names. 

"  Are  the  wreaths  ready,  Hebe  ? "  the 
tallest  and  most  splendid  of  the  ladies  called 
out.     "  Make  two  more  ! " 

And  almost  directly  Hebe  came  down  the 
steps,  her  round  arms  hung  thick  with  rose- 
wreaths.  There  was  one  for  each  marble 
head. 

Everyone  now  looked  seven  times  more 
beautiful  than  before,  which,  in  the  case  of 
the  gods  and  goddesses,  is  saying  a  good 
deal. 

Hebe  herself  arranged  the  roses  on  the 
girls'  heads,  and  the  dearest  lady  in  the  world, 
with  a  voice  like  mother's  at  those  moments 
when  you  love  her  most,  took  them  by  the 
hands  and  said  : — 

"  Come,  we  must  get  the  feast  ready. 
Eros — Psyche — Hebe — Ganymede — all  you 
young  people  can  arrange  the  fruit." 

"  I  don't  see  any  fruit,"  said  Kathleen,  as 
four  slender  forms  disengaged  themselves 
from  the  white  crowd  and  came  towards 
them. 

"  You  will,  though,"  said  Eros,  a  really 
nice  boy,  as  the  girls  instantly  agreed 
"  You've  only  got  to  pick  it." 

"  Like  this,"  said  Psyche,  lifting  her  marble 
arm  to  a  w^illow  branch.  She  reached  out 
her  hand  to  the  children;  it  held  a  ripe 
pomegranate, 

"I  see,"  said  Mabel.  "You  just—" 
She  laid  her  fingers  to  the  willow  branch,  and 
the  firm  softness  of  a  big  peach  was  within 
them. 

"  Yes,  just  that ! "  laughed  Psyche,  who 
was  a  darling ;  anyone  could  see  that. 

After  this  Hebe  gathered  a  few  silver 
baskets  from  a  convenient  alder,  and  the  four 
picked  fruit  industriously.  Meanwhile  the 
elder  statues  were  busy  plucking  golden 
goblets  and  jugs  and  dishes  from  the 
branches  of  ash  trees  and  young  oaks,  and 
filling  them  with  everything  nice  to  eat  and 
drink  that  anyone  could  possibly  want, 
and  these  were  spread  on  the  steps.  It  was 
a  celestial  picnic.  Then  everyone  sat  or  lay 
down,  and  the  feast  began.  And,  oh  !  the 
taste  of  the  food  served  on  those  dishes,  the 
sweet  wonder  of  the  drink  that  melted  from 
those  gold  cups  on  the  white  lips  of  the 
company  !  And  the  fruit !  There  is  no 
fruit  like  it  grown  on  earth,  just  as  there  is 
no  laughter  like  the  laughter  of  those  lips  ; 
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no  songs   like   the    songs   that   starred  the  near   the   home   of  the   dinosaurus,    having 

silence  of  that  night  of  wonder.  escaped  from  their  home  by  a  window,  in 

**  Oh ! "     cried     Kathleen,     through     her  search   of  you.     They   fear   that   you  have 

jfingers — the  juice  of  her  third  peach  fell  like  perished,  and  they  would  weep  if  they  did 

tears,  on  the  marble  steps — "  I  do  wish  the  not,  know  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man, 

boys  were  here  !  "  however  youthful." 

"  I  do  wonder  what  they're  doing?  "  said  Kathleen  stood  up  and  brushed  the  crumbs 

MabeL  of  ambrosia  from  her  marble  lap. 

•*  At  this  moment,"  said  Hermes,  who  had  "  Thank  you   all  very  much,"  she   said  ; 

just  made  a  wide  ring  of  flight,  as  a  pigeon  "  it  was  very  kind  of  you  to  have  us,  and 

does,  and  come  back   into  the   circle — "  at  we've  enjoyed  ourselves  very  much  \  but  I 

this  moment  they  are  wandering  desolately  think  we  ought  to  go  now,  please." 
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"  If  it  is  anxiety  about  your  brothers,"  said 
Phoebus,  obligingly,  "it  .wouldn't  take  a 
moment  for  them  to  joinr  you.  Lend  me 
your  ring'  a  moment."  He  took  it  from 
Kathleen's  half-reluctant  hand,  dipped  it  in 
the  reflection  of  one  of  the  seven  moons,  and 
gave  it  back.  She  clutched  it.  **  Now," 
said  the  Sun  God,  "  wish  for  them  that  which 
Mabel  wished  for  herself.     Say " 

"  I  know,"  Kathleen  interrupted.  "  I  wish 
that  the  boys  may  be  statues  of  living  marble 
like  Mabel  and  .me  till  dawn,  and  afterwards, 
be  like  they  are  now." 

"  If  you  hadn't  interrupted  .  .  .  .  "  said 
Phoebus ;  "  but  there,  we  can't  expect  old 
heads  on  shoulders  of  young  marble.  You 
should  have  wished  them  here^  and — but  no 
matter.  Hermes,  old  chap,  cut  across  and 
fetch  them,  and  explain  things  as  you 
go." 

Once  more  he  borrowed  the  ring  and 
dipped  it  again  in  one  of  the  reflected  moons 
before  he  gave  it  back  to  Kathleen. 

"  There,"  he  said,  "  now  it's  washed  clean, 
ready  for  the  next  magic." 

Hermes  seemed  to  have  "  explained  every- 
thing" quite  fully,  for  when  Jimmy  and 
Gerald,  in  marble  whiteness,  arrived,  each 
clinging  to  one  of  the  god's  winged  feet  and 
so  borne  through  the  air,  they  were  instantly 
quite  at  ease.  They  made  their  best  bows  to 
the  goddesses  and  took  their  places  as  unem- 
barrassed as  though  they  had  had  Olympian 
suppers  every  night  of  their  lives.  Hebe  had 
woven  wreaths  of  roses  ready  for  them,  and 
as  Kathleen  watched  them  eating  and  drink- 
ing, perfectly  at  home  m  their  marble,  she 
was  very  glad  that  amid  the  welling  springs 
of  immortal  peach-juice  she  had  not  forgotten 
her  brothers. 

"And  now,"  said  Hebe,  when  the  boys 
had  been  supplied  with  everything  they  could 
possibly  desire  and  more  than  they  could 
possibly  eat — "now  for  the  story." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mabel,  intensely,  and  Kathleen 
said — "Oh,  yes;  now  for  the  story.  How 
splendid ! " 

"The  story,"  said  Phoebus,  unexpectedly, 
"will  be  told  by  our  guests." 

"Oh,  no,''  said  Kathleen,  shrinking,  "we 
want>'^«  to  tell  us'' 

"To  tell  you ?" 

"  How  you  come  to  be  alive,  and  how  you 
know  about  the  ring — and  everything  you  do 
know." 

"  Everything  I  know  ?  "  Phoebus  laughed — 
it  was  to  him  that  she  had  spoken — and  not 
his  lips  only,  but  all  the  white  lips,  curled  in 
laughter.     "  The  span  of  your  life,  my  earth- 


child,  would  not  contain  the  words  I  should 
speak,  to  tell  you  all  I  know." 

"  Well,  about  the  ring,  anyhow,  and  how 
you  come  alive,"  said  Gerald ;  "  you  see,  it's 
very  puzzling  to  us." 

"Tell  them,  Phoebus,"  said  the  dearest 
lady  in  the  world  ;  "  don't  tease  the  children." 

So  Phoebus,  leaning  back  against  a  heap 
of  leopard-skins  that  Dionysos  had  lavishly 
plucked  from  a  spruce  fir,  told. 

"All  statues,"  he  said,  "can  come  alive 
when  the  moon  shines,  if  they  so  choose. 
But  statues  that  are  placed  in  ugly  cities 
do  not  choose.  Why  should  they  weary 
themselves  with  the  contemplation  of  the 
hideous }  " 

"Quite  so,"  said  Gerald,  politely,  to  fill 
the  pause. 

"  In  your  beautiful  temples,"  the  Sun  God 
went  on,  "  the  images  of  your  warriors,  who 
lie  cross-legged  on  their  tombs,  come  alive 
and  walk  in  their  marble,  both  about  their 
temples  and  through  the  woods  and  fields. 
But  only  on  one  night  in  all  the  year  can 
any  see  them.  You  have  beheld  us 
because  you  hold  the  ring,  or  are  of  one 
brotherhood  with  us,  in  your  marble ;  but 
on  that  one  night  all  may  behold  us." 

"  And  when  is  that  ?  "  Gerald  asked,  again 
polite,  in  a  pause. 

"At  the  festival  of  the  harvest,"  said 
Phoebus.  "  On  that  night  as  the  moon  rises 
it  strikes  one  beam  of  perfect  light  on  to 
the  altar  in  certain  temples.  One  of  these 
temples  is  in  Hellas,  buried  under  the  fall  of 
a  mountain  which  Zeus,  being  angry,  hurled 
down  upon  it.  One  is  in  this  land — it  is  in 
this  great  garden." 

"Then,"  said  Gerald,  much  interested, 
"  if  we  were  to  come  up  to  that  temple  on 
that  night  we  could  see  you  even  without 
being  statues,  or  having  the  ring  ?  " 

"  Even  so,"  said  Phoebus.  "  Any  question 
asked  by  a  mortal  we  are,  on  that  night, 
bound  to  answer." 

"  And  the  night  is — when  ?" 

"  Ah ! "  said  Phoebus,  and  laughed, 
"  wouldn't  you  like  to  know  ?  " 

Then  the  great  marble  King  of  the  gods 
yawned,  shook  his  long  beard,  and  said, 
"Enough  of  stories,  Phoebus.  Tune  your  lyre." 

"  But  the  ring,"  said  Mabel,  in  a  whisper, 
as  the  Sun  God  tuned  the  white  strings  of 
a  sort  of  marble  harp  that  lay  at  his  feet, 
"  about  how  you  know  all  about  the  ring." 

"  Presently,"  the  Sun  God  whispered  back. 
"Zeus  must  be  obeyed — but  ask  me  again 
before  dawn  and  I  will  tell  you  all  I  know 
of  it." 
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Mabel  drew  back,  and  leaned  against  the 
comfortable  knees  of  one  Ceres ;  Kathleen 
and  Psyche  sat  holding  hands;  Gerald  and 
Jimmy  lay  at  full  length,  chins  on  elbows, 
gazing   at   the   Sun  God  —  for  as   he   held 
the  lyre,    before  even   his   fingers  began  to 
sweep  the  strings,  the  spirit  of  music  hung  in 
the  air,  enchanting,   enslaving,  silencing  all 
thought  but  the  thought  of  itself — all  desire 
but  the  desire  to  listen  to  it. 
.   Then .  Phoebus  struck  the  strings,  and  softly 
plucked    melody   from    them,    and    all   the 
beautiful  dreams 
of  all  the  world 
came     fluttering 
close  with  wings 
like  doves'  wings, 
and  all  the  lovely 
thoughts    that 
sometimes  hover 
near,  but  not  so 
near  that  you  can 
catch  them,  now 
came  home  as  to 
their  nests  in  the 
hearts   of   those 
who    listened; 
and    those    who 
listened      forgot 
time    and  space 
and    how  to  be 
sad  and  how  to 
be  naughty,  and 
it    seemed    that 
the  whole  world 
lay  like  a  magic 
apple    in     the 
hand   of   each 
listener,  and  that 
the  whole  world 
was    good     and 
beautiful. 

And  then,  sudd< 
the  spell  was  shattt 
Phoebus  struck  a  bn 
chord,  followed  b; 
instant  of  silence, 
he  sprang  up,  cryin 
dawn,  the  dawn  ! 
pedestals,  O  gods ! 

In  an  instant  the  whole 
crowd  of  beautiful  marble 
people  had  leapt  to  its  feet, 
had  rushed  through  the  belt  of  wood  that 
cracked  and  rustled  as  they  went,  and  the 
children  heard  them  plash  in  the  water  beyond. 
They  heard,  too,  the  gurgling  breathing  of  a 
great  beast,  and  knew  that  the  dinosaurus, 
too,  was  returning  to  his  own  place. 


"  HE  SPRANG  UP,  CRYING  :    '  THE 

DAWN,    THE     DAWN  !      TO    YOUR 

PEDESTALS,   O  GODS  I '   ' 


Only  Hermes  had  time,  since  one  flies 
more  swiftly  than  one  swims,  to  hover  above 
them  for  one  moment,  and  to  whisper  with  a 
mischievous  laugh,  "  In  fourteen  days  from 
now,  at  the  Temple  of  Strange  Stones." 

"  What's  the  secret  of  the  ring  ?  "  gasped 
Mabel. 

"  The  ring  is  the  heart  of  the  magic,"  said 
Hermes.     **Ask.  at    the   moon-rise   on    the 
fourteenth  day  and  you  shall  know  all."  • 
•    With  that  he  waved  the  snowy  caduceus 
and  rose  in  the  air  supported  by  his  winged 

feet. 

And     as    he 
went   the   seven 
reflected   moons 
died    out.      A 
grey   light    grew 
and  grew,  and  a 
chill  wind  began 
to   blow.       The 
birds  stirred  and 
twittered,    and 
the    marble  slid 
away    from    the 
four  children  like 
a    skin     that 
shrivels    in   fire, 
and    they    were 
statues  no  more, 
but   flesh  -  and  - 
blood  children  as 
they  used  to  be, 
standing      knee- 
deep  in  a  tangle 
of    brambles 
and  long  coarse 
grass.     There 
were  no  marble 
steps,  no  smooth 
looned   fish - pond, 
on  the  grass  and 
it  was  very  cold. 
>   have  gone   with 
el,  with  chattering 
t  swim  now  we're 
I  suppose  this  is 

r  couldn't  swim  1 
1  ne  aawn  grew  brighter,  and  the 
outlook  more  black,  every  moment. 

"Can't  anyone  think  of  anything?  " 
Gerald  asked,  shivering. 
"  When  they  find  we've  disappeared  they'll 
drag  all  the  water  for  miles  round,"  said 
Jimmy,  hopefully,  "in  case  we've  fallen 
in  and  sunk  to  the  bottom.  When  they 
come  to  drag  this  we  can  yell,  and  be 
rescued." 
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"  Yes,  dear,  that  will  be  nice,"  was  Gerald's 
bitter  comment. 

"  Don't  be  so  disagreeable,"  said  Mabel, 
with  a  tone  so  strangely  cheerful  that  the  rest 
stared  at  her  in  amazement. 

**  The  ring,'^  she  said.  **  Of  course,  weVe 
only  got  to  wish  ourselves  home  with  il. 
Phoebus  washed  it  in  the  moon  ready  for  the 
next  wish." 

"You  didn't  tell  us  about  that,"  said 
Gerald,  in  accents  of  perfect  good  temper. 
"  Never  mind.     Where  is  the  ring  ?  " 

"  You  had  it,"  Mabel  reminded  Kathleen. 

"  I  know  I  had,"  said  that  child,  in  stricken 
tones ;  "  but  I  gave  it  to  Psyche  to  look  at, 
and — and  she's  got  it  on  her  finger." 

Everyone  tried  not  to  be  angry  with 
Kathleen.     All  partly  succeeded. 

"If  we  ever  get  off  this  beastly  island," 
said  Gerald,  "  I  suppose  you  can  find 
Psyche's  statue  and  get  it  off  again  ?  " 

"  No,  I  can't,"  Mabel  moaned.  "  I  don't 
know  where  her  statue  is.  I've  never  seen 
it.  It  may  be  in  Hellas,  or  somewhere,  for 
anything /know." 

No  one  had  anything  kind  to  say,  and  it  is 
pleasant  to  record  that  nobody  said  anything. 
And  now  it  was  grey  daylight,  and  the  sky 
to  the  north  was  flushing  in  pale  pink  and 
lavender.  The  boys  stood  moodily,  hands 
in  pockets.  Mabel  and  Kathleen  seemed  to 
find  it  impossible  not  to  cling  together.  And 
all  about  their  legs  the  long  grass  was  icy 
with  dew. 

A  faint  sniff  and  a  caught  breath  broke  the 
silence. 

"Now,  look  here,"  said  Gerald,  briskly, 
"  I  won't  have  it.  Do  you  hear  ?  Snivelling's 
no  good  at  all.  No,  I'm  not  a  pig.  It'3  for 
your  own  good.  Let's  make  a  tour  of  the 
island.  Perhaps  there's  a  boat  hidden  some- 
where among  the  overhanging  boughs." 

Down-heartedly,  and  quite  sure  that  there 
wasn't  and  couldn't  be  any  boat,  the  four 
children  started  to  explore  the  island. 

They  stumbled  through  the  wood  to  the 
edge  of  the  water,  but  it  was  impossible  to 
keep  close  to  the  edge  of  the  island.  The 
branches  grew  too  thickly.  There  was  a  narrow 
grassy  path  that  wound  in  and  out  among 
the  trees,  and  this  they  followed,  dejected 
and  mournful.  Every  moment  made  it  less 
possible  for  them  to  hope  to  get  back  to  the 
school  house  unnoticed.  And  if  they  were 
missed  and  beds  found  in  their  present  un- 
slept-in  state — well,  there  would  be  a  row  of 
some  sort,  and,  as  Gerald  said,  "  Farewell  to 
liberty." 

"  Come,  buck  up,"  said  Gerald,  the  spirit 

Vol.  xxxiv.- 


of  the  bom  general  beginning  to  reawaken  in 
him,  "we  shall  get  out  of  this  scrape  all 
right,  as  we've  got  out  of  others.  You  know 
we  shall.  See,  the  sun's  coming  out.  You 
feel  all  right  and  jolly  now,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  oh,  yes,"  said  everyone,  in  tones  of 
unmixed  misery. 

The  sun  was  now  risen,  and  through  a 
deep  cleft  in  the  hills  it  sent  a  strong  shaft 
of  light  straight  at  the  island.  The  yellow 
light,  almost  level,  struck  through  the  stems 
of  the  trees  and  dazzled  the  children's  eyes. 
This,  with  the  fact  that  he  was  not  looking 
where  he  was  going,  as  Jimmy  did  not  fail 
to  point  out  later,  was  enough  to  account  for 
what  now  happened  to  Gerald,  who  was  lead- 
ing the  melancholy  little  procession.  He 
stumbled,  clutched  at  a  tree  trunk — missed 
the  clutch,  and  disappeared  with  a  yell  and  a 
clatter,  and  Mabel,  who  came-  next,  only 
pulled  herself  up  just  in  time  not  to  fall  down 
a  steep  flight  of  moss-grown  steps  that 
seemed  to  open  suddenly  in  the  ground  at 
her  feet. 

"  Oh,  Gerald,"  she  called  down  the  steps, 
"  are  you  hurt  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Gerald,  out  of  sight  and  crossly, 
for  he  ivas  hurt  rather  severely  ;  "  it's  steps, 
and  there's  a  passage." 

"There  always  is,^'  said  Jimmy. 

"  I  knew  there  was  a  passage,"  said  Mabel. 
"It  goes  under  the  water  and  comes  out  at 
the  Temple  of  Flora.  Even  the  gardeners 
know  that,  but  they  won't  go  down  for  fear  of 
snakes." 

"Then  we  can  get  out  that  way — I  do 
think  you  might  have  said  so,"  Gerald's  voice 
came  up  to  say. 

"  I  didn't  think  of  it,"  said  Mabel—"  at 
least  .  .  .  And  I  suppose  it  goes  past  the 
place  where  the  Ugly  Wugly  found  its  good 
hotel." 

"  I'm  not  going,"  said  Kathleen,  positively, 
"  not  in  the  dark,  I'm  not,  so  I  tell  you." 

"Very  well,  baby,"  said  Gerald,  sternly, 
and  his  head  appeared  from  below  very 
suddenly  through  interlacing  brambles.  "  No 
one  asked  you  to  go  in  the  dark.  We'll  leave 
you  here  if  you  like,  and  return  and  rescue 
you  with  a  boat.  Jimmy,  the  bicycle  lamp  !  " 
He  reached  up  a  hand  for  it. 

Jimmy  produced  from  his  bosom — the 
place  where  lamps  are  always  kept  in  fairy 
stories  (see  Aladdin  and  others) — a  bicycle 
lamp. 

"  We  brought  it,"  he  explained,  "  so  as  not  • 
to  break  our  shins  over  bits  of  long  Mabel 
among  the  rhododendrons." 

"  Now,"  said  Gerald,  very  firmly,  striking  a 
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match  and  opening  the  thick  rounded  glass 
front  of  the  bicycle-lamp.  "  I  don't  know 
what  the  rest  of  you  are  going  to  do,  but  I'm 
going  down  these  steps  and  along  this  passage. 
If  we  find  the  good  hotel  .  .  .  well,  a  good 
hotel  never  hurt  anyone  yet." 

"  It's  no  good,  you  know,"  said  Jimmy, 
weakly ;  "  you  know  jolly  well  you  can't  get 
out  of  that  Temple  of-Flora  door— even  if 
you  get  to  it." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Gerald,  still  brisk 
and  commander-like.  "There's  a  secret 
spring  inside  that  door,  most  likely.  We 
hadn't  a  lamp  last  time  to  look  for  it, 
remember." 

"If  there's  one  thing  I  do  hate  it's  under- 
groundness,"  said  Mabel. 

**  You're  not  a  coward,"  said  Gerald,  with 
what  is  known  as  diplomacy. 
"  You're  brave,  Mabel. 
Don't  I  know  it  ?  You  hold 
Jimmy's  hand  and  I'll  hold 
Cathy's.     Now  then." 

"  I  won't  have  my  hand 
held,"  said  Jimmy,  of 
course  ,  *'  Im  not  a  kid." 

"  Well,  Cathy  will.  Poor 
little  Cathy.  Nice  brother 
Jerry'll  hold  poor  Cathy's 
hand. ' 

Gerald's  bitter  sarcasm 
missed  fire  here,  for  Kath- 
leen gratefuKy  caught  the 
hand  he  held  out  in 
mockery.  She  was  too 
miserable  to  read  his  mood 
as  she  mostly  did.  "  Oh, 
thank  you,  Jerry,  dear,"  she 
said,  gratefully;  "you  are 
a  dear,  and  I  will  try  not 
to  be  frightened."  And  for 
quite  a  minute  Gerald 
shamedly  felt  that  he  had 
not  been  quite,  quite  kind. 

So  now,  leaving  the  grow- 
ing goldness  of  the  sunrise, 
the  four  went  down  the 
stone  steps  that  led  to  the 
underground  —  and  the 
under- water — passage,  and 
everything  seemed  to  grow 
dark,  and  then  to  grow  into 
a  poor  pretence  of  light 
again  as  the  splendour  of 
dawn  gave  place  to  the 
small  dogged  lighting  of  the 
bicycle  lamp.  The  steps 
did  indeed  lead  to  a  pass- 
age,  the    beginning  of    it 


choked  with  the  drifted  dead  leaves  of  many 
old  autumns.  But  presently  the  passage  took 
a  turn,  there  were  more  steps,  down,  down, 
and  then  the  passage  was  empty  and  straight, 
lined  above  and  below  on  each  side  with 
slabs  of  marble  very  clear  and  clean.  Gerald 
held  Cathy's  hand  with  more  of  kindness  and 
less  of  exasperation  than  he  had  supposed 
possible. 

And  Cathy  on  her  part  was  surprised  to 
find  it  possible  to  be  so  much  less  frightened 
than  she  expected. 

The  gleam  of  the  bull's-eye  threw  ahead  a 
soft  circle  of  misty  light.  The  children 
followed  it  till,  silently  and  suddenly, 
the  light  of  the  bull's-eye  behaved  as  the 
flame  of  a  candle  does  when  you  take  it  out 
into  the  sunlight  to  light  a  bonfire  or  explode 


"this   hall  in   which   THt  CHII.DRKN    KOUNU  THEMSELVES  WAS  THE  MOST   BKAUTIFUI* 
PLACE   IN   THE  WORLD." 
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a  train  of  gunpowder,  or  what  not,  because 
now,  with  feelings  mixed  indeed,  of  wonder, 
and  interest,  and  awe,  but  no  fear,  the 
children  found  themselves  in  a  great  hall, 
whose  arched  roof  was  held  up  by  two  rows 
of  round  pillars,  and  whose  every  corner  was 
filled  with  a  soft,  searching,  lovely  light,  a  light 
filling  every  cranny,  as  water  fills  the  rocky 
secrecies  of  hidden  sea-caves. 

"  How  beautiful !  "  Kathleen  whispered, 
breathing  hard  into  the  tickled  ear  of  her 
brother,  and  Mabel  caught  the  hand  of 
Jimmy,  and  whispered,  "I  must  hold  your 
hand  ;  I  must  hold  on  to  something  silly,  or 
I  sha'n't  believe  it's  real." 

This  hall  in  which  the  children  found 
themselves  was  the  most  beautiful  place  in 
the  world.  I  won't  describe  it,  because  it 
does  not  look  the  same  to  any  two  people, 
and  you  wouldn't  understand  me  if  I  tried 
to  tell  you  how  it  looked  to  any  one  of  these 
four.  But  to  each  it  seemed  the  most  per- 
fect thing  possible.  I  will  only  say  that  all 
round  it  were  great  arches — Kathleen  saw 
them  as  Moorish,  Mabel  as  Tudor,  Gerald 
as  Norman,  and  Jimmy  as  Churchwarden- 
Gothic.  (If  you  don't  know  what  these  are, 
ask  your  uncle  who  collects  brasses  and  he 
will  explain ;  or,  perhaps,  Mr.  Millar  will 
draw  the  different  kinds  of  arches  for  you.) 
And  through  these  arches  one  could  see 
many  things — oh,  but  many  things.  Through 
one  appeared  an  olive  garden,  and  in  it  two 
lovers  who  held  each  other's  hands  under  an 
Italian  moon ;  through  another  a  wild  sea, 
and  a  ship  to  whom  the  wild,  racing  sea  was 
slave.  A  third  showed  a  King  on  his  throne, 
his  courtiers  obsequious  about  him  ;  and  yet 
a  fourth  showed — a  really  good  hotel,  with 
the  respectable  Ugly  VVugly  sunning  himself 
on  the  front  doorsteps.  There  was  a  mother, 
bending  over  a  wooden  cradle.  There  was 
an  artist  gazing  entranced  on  the  picture  his 
wet  brush  seemed  to  have  that  moment  com- 
pleted— a  general  dying  on  a  field  where 
victory  had  planted  the  standard  he  loved  ; 
and  these  things  were  not  pictures,  but  the 
truest  truth— alive  and,  as  anyone  could  see, 
immortal. 

"Oh,  I  am  glad  we  came — I  am,  I  am," 
Kathleen  murmured,  and  held  fast  to  her 
brother's  hand. 

They  went  slowly  up  the  hall,  the  ineffectual 
bull's-eye  held  by  Jimmy,  very  crooked  indeed, 
showing  almost  as  a  shadow  in  this  big 
glorious  light. 

And  then,  when  the  hall's  end  was  almost 


reached,  the  children  saw  where  the  light 
came  from.  It  glowed  and  spread  itself  from 
one  place,  and  in  that  place  stood  the  one 
statue  that  Mabel  "did  not  know  where  to 
find  "—the  statue  of  Psyche.  They  went  on 
slowly,  quite  happy,  quite  bewildered.  And 
when  they  came  close  to  Psyche  they  saw 
that  on  her  raised  hand  the  ring  showed  dark. 

Gerald  let  go  Kathleen's  hand,  put  his  foot 
on  the  pediment,  his  knee  on  the  pedestal. 
He  stood  up,  dark  and  human  beside  the 
white  girl  with  the  butterffy  wings. 

"  I  do  hope  you  don't  mind,"  he  said,  and 
drew  the  ring  off  very  gently. 

Then,  as  he  dropped  to  the  ground,  "  Not 
here,"  he  said.  "  I  don't  know  why,  but  not 
here." 

And  they  all  passed  behind  the  white 
Psyche,  and  once  more  the  bicycle  lamp 
seemed  suddenly  to  come  to  life  again  as 
Gerald  held  it  in  front  of  him,  to  be  the 
pioneer  in  the  dark  passage  that  led  from  the 
Hall  of  .  .  .  but  they  did  not  know,  then, 
what  it  was  the  Hall  of 

Then,  as  the  twisting  passage  shut  in  on 
them  with  a  darkness  that  pressed  close 
against  the  little  light  of  the  bicycle-lamp, 
Kathleen  said — "Give  me  the  ring;  I  know 
exactly  what  to  say." 

Gerald  gave  it,  with  not  extreme  readiness. 

"  I  wish,"  said  Kathleen,, slowly,  "that  no 
one  at  home  may  know  that  we've  been  out 
to-night ;  and  I  wish  we  were  safe  in  our  own 
beds,  undressed,  and  in  our  nightgowns  and 
asleep." 

And  the  next  thing  any  of  them  knew  it 
was  good,  strong,  ordinary  daylight— not  just 
sunrise,  but  the  kind  of  daylight  you  are  used 
to  being  called  in — and  each  was  in  its  own 
bed.  Kathleen  had  framed  the  wish  most 
sensibly.  The  only  mistake  had  been  in 
saying  "  in  our  own  beds,"  because,  of  course, 
Mabel's  own  bed  was  at  Yalding  Towers ; 
and  to  this  day  Mabel's  drab-haired  aunt 
cannot  understand  how  Mabel,  who  was 
staying  the  night  with  that  child  in  the 
town  she  was  so  taken  up  with,  hadn't  come 
home  at  eleven  when  the  aunt  locked  up, 
and  yet  was  in  her  bed  in  the  morning.  For, 
though  not  a  clever  woman,  she  was  not 
stupid  enough  to  be  able  to  believe  any  one 
of  the  eleven  fancy  explanations  which  the 
distracted  Mabel  offered  in  the  course  of  the 
morning.  The  first  (which  makes  twelve)  of 
these  explanations  was  The  Truth,  and,  of 
course,  the  aunt  was  far  too  clever  to  believe 
that! 


{To  be  continued,) 
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TWO    REMARKABLE    GOLFING    INCIDENTS. 

MR.  R.  ANDREW,  the  well-known  West  of 
Scotland  amateur  golfer,  was  playing  oyer 
the  old  Troon  course  on  a  recent  Saturday,  the  occasion 
being  the  liillhouse  Cup  Competition.     As  he  was 

the  winner  of  the  cup  last 

year,  it  was  expected  that 

he  would  make  a  big  effort 

to  retain   the   trophy,  but 

his  chances  were  extingui- 
shed in  the  most  extra- 
ordinary manner.     Playing 

to   the   twelfth   hole,   Mr. 

Andrew's  ball  landed  on  to 

the  points  of  a  lady's  hair- 
pin, which  seems  to  have 

been    sticking     into     the 

ground    head   downwards. 

On  reaching    the   spot,   it 

was  found  that  the  hair-pin 

was  firmly  embedded  into 

the  core  !    As  there  was  no 

rule  bearing  on  the  point, 

Mr.  Andrew  proceeded  to 

hole  out  with  the  pin  still 

adhering  to  the  ball — a  feat 

which  proved  exceedingly 
difficult.  Once  on  the  green  the  ball  proceeded  to 
spin  round  alx)ut  as  every  attempt  was  made  to  get  it 
down,  and  as  a  result  Mr.  Andrew  took  six  shots  on 
the  green  !  Needless  to  say,  such  an  extraordinary 
incident  ruined  his  chances  of  success.  It  may  be 
mentioned  that  the  ladies'  Champions!  ip  was  decided 
over  this  course  during  the  week,  and  doubtless  Mr. 
Andrew  will  preserve  this  memento  of  the  contest.— 
Mr.  T.  H.  Andrew,  35,  Main  Street,  Prestwich, 
Ayr,  N.B.  Photograph  by  Mr.  Donaldson, 
Glasgow.  _ 


YET  another  hair-pin  became  attached  to  a  golf- 
Ijall,  as  shown  in  the  second  photograph, 
during  match  play  on 
the  links  of  the  Bradford 
Moor  Golf  Club  a  few 
weeks  ago,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  formal  open- 
ing of  the  club  house  and 
links,  and  was  driven  by 
the  Shipley  professional 
(II.  Loveridge),  who  was 
not  allowed  to  remove 
the  obstruction  until  he 
had  holed  out,  at  a  cost 
of  seven  strokes,  five  of 
which  were  pulls  on  the 
green.  The  pin  was  too  firmly  eml)edded  to  be 
knocked  oul  by  a  club  during  play.  —  Mr.  H.  Somers, 
6,  Westfield  Crescent,  UnderclifTe,  Bradford. 

A  PIONEKR  MOTOR-CAR. 

THE  photograph  next  given  shows  what  is 
believed  to  be  the  first  automobile  or  steam 
carriage  built  in  America.  The  automobile  industry, 
which  is  young  even  in  England,  is  still  younger 
in  the  United  States.  The  motor-carriage  shown 
here  was  only  built  in  1890,  and  if  it  were  placed 
beside  a  modern  touring  car  it  would  show  tlie  great 
contrast  and  the  evolution  of  motor-car  building  in  a 


comparatively  short  pericxl.  This  steam -car  develops 
about  one  horse-power,  and  can  be  steered  from 
either  front  or  back  seats.  It  was  used  by  the  inventor 
.successfully  during  his  travels  in  Canada  and  the 
United  Stales,  and,  imperfect  as  it  was,  it  ran  many 
hundred  miles. — Mr.  Max  A.  R.  Briinner,  Gneisenau- 
stras^e  89,  Berlin,  S.W. 

A    SNAILS    "FOOT-PRINT.S.     . 

THE  following  photograph  may  puzzle  your 
readers.  It  is  not  the  pattern  left  by  frost  on 
a  window,  but  ihe  "foot  "-prints  of  a  snail  which  has 
crawled  over  the  freshly-whitened  panes  of  a  hot- 
house, and  left  his  "signature"  indelibly  printed  on 
the  whitewash. — Mr.  M.  D.  llaviland,  Norlands, 
Thomastown,  Co.  Kilkenny. 
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Hcnrts— Knave,  4. 
Clubs— Ace,  3. 
Diamonds — 
Spades— 7,  6. 


Hearts- Queen,  9. 
Clubs— Knax-e,  8. 
Diamonds— K  nave, 

6. 
Spades — 


B 


Hearts— 10,  5,  3. 
Clubs— 6. 
Diamonds— Queen, 

Spades — 


Hearts— Ace,  king,  6. 
Clubs  — 10. 
Diamonds — 10,  9. 
Spades- 
Spades  are  tnimm.      A   to   lead.     A  B  to  win  all   the 
six  tricks  in  spite  of  anything  Y  Z  can  do  to  stop  them. 


A    BEAUTIFUL    BRIDGE    PROBLEM. 

THE  best  double-dummy  problem  ever  devised  is, 
there  is  little  question,  the  eight-card  problem 
which  we  published  in  our  May  numbef.  But  the 
following  beautiful  little  problem,  in  which  each 
player  holds  six  cards,  runs  it  very  close.  Indeed,  it 
can  only  be  considered  inferior  in  the  fact  that,  the 
cards  being  fewer,  the  variations  are  of  necessity  less 
complex.  The  ingenuity  displayed  oi\  the  part  of  the 
composer  is  really  quite  as  remarkable,  while  the 
skill  demanded  in  order  to  arrive  at  the  correct 
solution  is  very  little  less.  This  unique  composition 
is  sometimes  called  the  **  Proctor  Problem,*'  from 
the  fact  that  the  late  Richard  Proctor,  the  well-known 
astronomer  and  writer  on  whist,  is  said  to  have  solved 
it  in  twelve  minutes — an  easy  record,  and  one  which 
even  the  readers  of  this  magazine  may  find  some 
difficulty  in  beating.  The  problem,  like  the  former, 
is  the  composition  of  Mr.  Whilfeld,  the  Card  Editor 
of  the  Fieldy  by  whose  kind  permission  it  is 
here  reproduced,  and  has  been  reprinted  in  **  Bridge 
Problems,"  edited  by  E.  Bergholt.  We  shall  publish 
the   solution   next   month. 


THE  CAMERA  CANNOT  LIE! 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  what  seems  an  im- 
possible jump.  It  has  somewhat  mystified  my 
friends.  Those  who  understand  photography  think  it 
is  a  **  double  print,"  but  it  is  not.  The  extraordinary 
result  is  explained  by  the  fact  that  I  took  the  leap 
while  standmg  on  the  top  Imr  of  a  five-foot  gate. — 
Mr.  S.  Lilley,  8,  Offa  Road,  South  End,  Bedford. 


A    MINIATURE  PIANO. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  a  miniature  piano- 
forte which  I  have  just  completed,  after  eighteen 
months,  in  my  spare  time.  The  compass  is  two  and 
a  Quarter  octaves  (twenty-eight  notes),  height  twelve 
and  a  half  inches,  width  thirteen  and  three-quarter 
inches.  Every  part  is  made  exactly  as  a  modern 
piano,  with  the  exception  of  an  iron  frame,  and  is 
tuned  up  to  concert  pilch.  It  is  polished  Chippendale 
colour.  I  think  it  is  the  smallest  piano  made— strung 
and  with  action  and  keys. — Mr.  G.  Slade,  76A,  Gel- 
desten  Road,  Upper  Clapton,  N.  E. 


A   PIOUS   FRAUD. 

THE  foregoing  illustration  shows  the  wonderful 
attitude  taken  up  by  a  very  curious  insect.  It 
often  hangs  on  a  twig  and  raises  its  front  legs  .is  in 
an  attitude  of  devotion,  hence  its  name  of  **  The  Pray- 
ing Mantis."  This  habit  has  earned  for  it  the 
reputation  of  being  a  most  holy  insect,  and  many 
superstitions  are  attached  to  it  in  all  parts  of  the 
world  where  it  is  found.  A  French  naturalist  of 
the  seventeenth  century  says  :  "This  little 
creature  is  considered  of  so  divine  a  nature  that, 
to  a  child  who  asks  it  its  way,  it  points  it  out  by 
stretching  out  one  of  its  legs,  and  never  has  it 
been  known  to  send  a  child  astray."  Its  attitude 
is  really  one  of  wakeful  watchfulness,  and » 
should  a  fly  or  other  insect  settle  near  it,  deceived 
by  its  motionless  pose  and  resemblance  to  the 
twigs  on  which  it  rests,  it  is  quickly  caught 
between  the  front  legs  and  carried  to  the 
creature's  mouth  to  be  eaten.  The  insect  is 
common  in  the  South  of  France. — Mr.  Hugh 
Main,  Almondale,  Buckingham  Road,  South 
Woodford,  N.E. 
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AN  OPTICAL  ILLUSION. 

ON  first  glancing  a  the  above  drawing  it  would 
appear  as  if  the  arches  ran  from  left  to  right 
(from  lines  A  to  B),  but  by.  taking  B  as  the  front  and 
A  as  the  back  the  arches  appear  to  run  from  right  to 
left.  In  other  words,  the  spectator,  looking  through 
the  archways,  sees  the  left-hand  sides  of  them  in  the 
first  case,  and  the  right-hand  sides  in  the  second. — 
Mr.  Thomas  Etchells,  12,  Manley  Street,  Higher 
Broughton,  Manchester. 

THE  JUTLAND  FISHERMAN'S  PLIGHT. 

I   SEND  you  a  couple  of  snap-shots  taken  on  the 
coast  of  Jutland,  illustrating  the    hardships  of 
local   fishermen    owing   to  the   total  absence  of   a 


THE  FOUNTAIN  PEN  OF  OUR 
FOREFATHERS. 

THE  following  description  and  facsimile 
diagram  of  a  fountain  pen  (so  named) 
are  taken  from  Hutton's  Mathematical 
1  dictionary,  published  in  1795,  *nd  well 
illustrates  the  familiar  saying  that  there 
is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.  **  Fountain 
Pen  is  a  pen  contrived  to  contain  a  quantity  of  ink, 
and  let  it  flow  very  gently,  so  as  to  supply  the  writer 
a  long  time  without  the  necessity  of  taking  fresh 
ink.  The  fountain  pen  represented  (Fig.  8,  PI. 
XL)  consists  of  divers  pieces  of 
metal,  F,  G,  H,  the  middle  piece 
F  carrying  the  pen,  which  is 
screwed  into  the  inside  of  a 
little  pipe ;  and  this  again  is 
soldered  into  another  pipe  of  the 
same  size  as  the  lid  G  ;  in  which 
lid  is  soldered  a  male  screw  for 
screwing  on  the  cover,  as  also 
for    stopping    a   little    hole    at 

place     and    hindering    the 

mk   from   passing    through 

it  ;   at     the    other    end 

of   the   piece   F  is  a  little 

pipe,    on    the    outside    of 

which  may  be  screwed  the 

top  cover  H.  A  porte-craion 

goes  in   the    cover,    to    be 

screwed  into  the  last-men- 
tioned pipe,  to  stop  the  end 

of  the  pipe  into  which  the 

ink  is   to  be  f>oured  by  a 

funnel.      To   use    the    pen 

the  cover  G  must  be  taken 

off,   and   the    pen   a  little 

shaken  to  make  the  ink  run 

more  freely."     The  illustration   represents  part 

of  a  full-page  collection  of  diagrams  under  the 

heading    **  Fountains."  —  Mr.    A.    A.    Bourne, 

Bramleigh,  Cheltenham. 


the 


harbour  along  the  whole  western  coast  of  Jutland,  and 
were  it  not  for  their  hardiness  and  courage  the  humble 
fisherfolk  would  be  hard  put  to  find  even  the  where- 
withal for  a  meal.     The  fisherman  sails  to     , 

the  fishing  grounds,  as  far  as  thirty  miles 
away  from  his  native  land,  in  a  small  open 
boat.  Should  the  weather  be  stormy  on  his 
return  he  will  find  it  impossible  to  land. 
The  first  photograph  shows  one  of  these 
small  boats  endeavouring  to  land  through 
the  breakers,  notwithstanding  the  storm  ; 
the  other  shows  the  result  of  the  attempt. 
The  boat  has  overturned,  snapping  the 
mast,  and  it  is  only  by  a  happy  accident 
that  the  men  are  standing  alive  on  the 
beach.  —  Mr.  P.  Chr.  Myhlertx,  Holie, 
Denmark. 


FOUND    IN    A   BOY'S    POCKET. 

THE     following    is    a    photograph    of    an 
object  found  in  a  schoolboys  pocket.     It 
is    composed   of   several    marbles,   a  knife,    a 
lead-pepcil,   several    buttons,   both     bone    and 
metal,    and    a    slate-pencil    (not    seen    in    the 
print).      All  of  them   are  set  hard  in  a  lump 
of   chocolate.       Several    chocolate    drops    had 
been  placed  loose  in  the  boy's  pocket  together 
with    the    other    articles.       The  heat   of    his 
body   caused    the    chocolate    to    become    soft 
while     mixed     with    the     other    objects,    and 
when  the  clothes    were    taken  off   it  set   hard 
again,   so   forming    this    curious  -  looking   object.— 
\.r.    W.  Cecil  Wilkinson,   236,   Crooksmoor   Road, 
Sheffield. 
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had  reached  the 
earth.  It  grew 
apace,  and  even- 
tually the  immense 
boulder  has  been 
"divided  against  it- 
self" by  the  aggres- 
sive cheiry  tree,  with 
its  eighteen  feet  of 
circumference  com- 
pletely divided. — Mr. 
John  McClelland 
Bulkley,  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  Detroit, 
Michigan. 
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'HE    FOUGHT    Dt:SPERATELY    AND    WITH    THE   SKILL   OF    A    TRAINED    BOXER." 

{See  page  372.) 
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The  Scarlet    Runner. 

By  C.  N.  and  a.  M.  Williamson, 

Authors  of  "  The  Lightning  Conductor ^^  *^  Aiy  Friend  the  Chauffeur ^^  etc, 

XL— THE   ADVENTURE   OF  THE   GOLD   CIGARETTE-CASE. 


HRISTOPHER  RACE  could 
not  make  head  or  tail  of  it. 

In  the  first  place,  the  letter 
was  not  properly  addressed, 
and  it  ought  to  have  flattered 
his  vanity  that  it  had  reached 
him  at  all.  "  Christopher  Race,  Motorist, 
London,"  was  scrawled  in  pencil  and  in  an 
uneducated  hand  on  a  common  envelope  ; 
that,  and  nothing  more';  yet  the  powers  that 
be  in  the  Post  Office  had  sent  it  to  him  with- 
out delay.  This  was  a  tribute  to  his  fame, 
but  it  was  not  enlightening. 

In  the  common  envelope  was  a  half-sheet 
of  thick  and  creamy  parchment  paper  with  a 
monogram  in  pale  blue  and  silver — a  pretty 
monogram,  but  so  intricate,  consisting  as  it 
did  of  three  letters,  as  to  be  almost  im- 
possible for  an  uninitiated  person  to  decipher. 
On  this  half-sheet,  written  in  a  firm  and 
somewhat  original  hand,  which  might  be  that 
of  a  man  or  a  woman,  were  two  sentences 
and  part  of  another  : — 

"  Dear  Sir, — I  have  heard  of  you  and 
your  car,  and  seen  photographs  of  both.  I 
know  that  you  are  a  gentleman  and  can  be 
trusted.  I  hope  very  much  that  you  are  free 
and  can  come  here  by  Thursday,  if  possible 
early  in  the  morning,  as  it  is  a  matter  of  life 

and  death  to  me,  to " 

Here  the  letter  broke  off,  giving  no  clue  to 
the  nature  of  the  errand,  or  to  the  where- 
abouts of  the  nameless  writer.  But  Chris- 
topher was  able  to  make  out  the  postmark. 
The  scrawled  envelope  had  been  sent  from 
Stoke  d'Estcourt,  Warwickshire. 

Of  course,  he  said  to  himself,  there  was 
nothing  to  do  about  it.  Perhaps  the  thing 
was  a  hoax.  Or  perhaps  the  person  who 
began  the  letter  had  changed  his  or  her 
mind,  and  a  servant,  knowing  something  of 
the  circumstances,  had  found  the  half-sheet 
of  paper  and  mischievously  posted  it. 

No,  there  was  nothing  to  do ;  yet  the  last 
sentence  haunted  Christopher.  He  found 
himself  constantly  repeating  it  in  his  mind. 
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and  wondering  whether  his  coming  with 
Scarlet  Runner  really  had  been  a  matter  of 
life  and  death  to  the  writer.  Again  and  again 
he  pondered  at  the  breaking  off  of  that  sen- 
tence which,  if  finished,  might  have  explained 
all.  He  studied  the  monogram,  and  thought 
that  it  must  mean  "  V.  L.  H." ;  and,  though 
the  handwriting  was  uncommonly  strong  for 
a  woman,  the  monogram  was  essentially 
feminine. 

The  letter  reached  Christopher  on  a 
Wednesday. 

It  was  a  dull  day  of  mid-November,  and 
he  had  nothing  to  do. 

Altogether,  from  telling  himself  that  there 
was  nothing  to  do  in  the  affair  of  the  un- 
finished letter,  Christopher  went  in  a  few 
hours  to  the  extreme  of  determining  that 
he  would  do  a  great  deal,  and  start  off  on 
a  wild-goose  chase  after  a  client  of  whose 
name,  sex,  address,  and  intentions  towards 
him  he  was  equally  ignorant. 

Then  he  looked  up  Stoke  d'Estcourt  on 
his  road  map,  and  in  a  handbook  of 
Warwickshire. 

The  handbook  told  him  that  Stoke  d'Est- 
court  was  a  small  but  interesting  hamlet 
about  three  miles  from  a  railway  station,  and 
tourists  were  advised  to  visit  the  ruins  of 
Kennerwick  Castle  in  the  neighbourhood. 

The  description  encouraged  Christopher 
in  the  somewhat  wild  idea  that  by  going  to 
Stoke  d'Estcourt  and  making  inquiries  he 
might  be  able  to  find  out  who  had  sent  him 
the  unfinished  letter.  In  such  a  small  village 
everybody  must  know  everybody  else,  or  at 
least  everybody  else's  affairs,  and  if  he  really 
had  the  detective  talent  for  which  he  had 
lately  gained  credit  in  the  New  Forest,  he 
ought  to  have  a  chance  of  testing  it  success- 
fully. He  would  arrive  at  Stoke  d'Estcourt 
in  the  evening,  and  if  he  could  that  night 
contrive  to  discover  the  name  and  where- 
abouts of  his  mysterious  client  he  would  still 
be  in  time  to  report  himself,  as  desired,  early 
on  Thursday  morning.     The  idea  of  doing 

and  A.  M.  Williamson. 
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this  appealed  to  him  intensely,  both  through 
his  sense  of  humour  and  his  fondness  for 
adventure.  It  would  be,  he  thought,  as  he 
flashed  swiftly  along  the  Banbury  Road,  very 
amusing  as  well  as  dramatic  to  draw  up 
before  the  door  of  a  house  (as  yet  unknown 
to  him)  and  calmly  send  in  word  (to  whom 
it  might  concern)  that  Mr.  Christopher  Race 
had  called  with  his  car  according  to  instruc- 
tions received. 

Somebody  would  be  surprised,  and  pleased 
or  displeased,  as  the  case  might  be.  And 
so  charmed  was  Christopher  with  the  blurred, 
mysterious,  and  piquant  picture  he  conjured 
up  of  his  arrival  and  reception — somewhere 
— that  he  made  a  bet  with  Christopher  Race. 
He  bet  that,  if  he  succeeded  in  finding  the 
writer  of  the  letter  before  ten  o'clock  on 
Thursday  morning,  he  would  give  himself  a 
present  of  an  extravagantly  handsome  stop- 
watch he  had  lately  seen  and  coveted.  If 
he  failed  he  would  bestow  the  same  sum  of 
money  in  charity.  There  was,  he  believed, 
a  fund  for  broken-down  chauffeurs,  and  it 
should  have  the  benefit  of  non-success. 

His  journey  was  uneventful,  and  it  was 
early  still  in  the  murky  evening  when  the 
blazing  rays  of  his  lamps  illuminated  the 
quaint  old  inn  of  which  he  had  read  in  the 
guide-book.  Welcoming  lights,  streaming 
through  red  blinds,  seemed  to  speak  of 
warmth  and  comfort  within.  He  drove  his 
car  into  a  barn  which  had  been  converted 
into  a  garage,  and  engaged  a  bedroom. 

The  first  thing  he  did  while  dinner  was 
being   prepared   was    to   call   for    the    local 


'WBLCOMING   LIGHTS, 


STREAMING   THROUGH    RED    ULINUS,    SEKMKD   TO   SPEAK   OK    WARMTH 
AND  COMFORT   WITHIN." 


directory  and  pore  over  its  pages  in  the  hope 
of  finding  someone  with  the  initials  "V.  L.  H." 
But  he  was  disappointed.  The  population  of 
the  village  and  the  immediate  neighbourhood 
was  only  a  few  hundreds ;  and  among  the 
Harrises,  the  Harboroughs,  the  Hickses,  and 
the  Harveys  there  was  none  who  owned  the 
initials  "  V.  L." 

He  argued  that,  as  the  note-paper  on  which 
the  letter  was  written  was  of  good  quality,  and 
the  monogram  a  dainty  thing,  the  mysterious 
writer  was  probably  a  person  of  culture, 
perhaps  of  wealth ;  but  the  illiterate  scrawl 
upon  the  common  envelope  introduced  an 
element  of  confusion  into  his  calculations. 
He  was  the  only  guest  of  the  inn,  and  he 
called  in  the  landlord  to  talk  to  him  while  he 
ate.  He  asked  questions  about  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  led  his  host  on  to  tell  of  the 
village  magnates  and  the  "  county  families  " 
whose  houses  lay  near.  Judging  from  the 
man's  laconic  accounts  of  them,  they  seemed 
to  be  the  usual  sort  of  people,  with  whose 
staid  lives  it  was  difficult  to  associate  the  idea 
of  romance  or  mystery,  and  "  affairs  of  life 
or  death." 

On  arriving  he  had  ostentatiously  driven 
Scarlet  Runner  through  the  whole  length  of 
the  village  High  Street  and  past  the  cottages 
and  Queen  Anne  or  Georgian  houses  which 
surrounded   the   famous   green,  thus   adver- 
tising his  advent  to  whom  it  might  concern ; 
and  though  the  country  air  and  strong  ale 
made  him  sleepy,  he  sat  up  late  pretending 
to  read  old  numbers  of   magazines,  in  the 
hope  of  receiving  a  letter  or  word  of  some 
sort  from  his  name- 
less correspondent. 
No  word   came, 
however;    no  sign 
was    made    to   let 
him  know  that  the 
person  whose  sum- 
mons    he     had 
obeyed  was   aware 
of     his     presence. 
Still,  the  less  hope 
of  success  that  re- 
mained,  the   more 
Christopher    rebel- 
led against  failure. 
He  was  up  with  the 
first    grey   hint    of 
dawn.      By    seven 
o'clock    he    was 
dressed,  and  it  was 
not  yet  eight  when 
he     had     break- 
fasted     and     was 
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starting  Scarlet  Runner  before  the  door  of 
the  inn. 

He  determined  to  drive  slowly,  tempt- 
ingly, through  every  street  of  the  village, 
and  past  the  gates  of  the  great  houses 
and  even  farms  of  the  surrounding  country, 
weaving  the  car  through  from  road  to  road, 
as  his  map  made  possible.  Then,  if  the 
writer  of  that  unfinished  letter  were  wait- 
ing somewhere  in  the  hope  of  a  response  to 
the  broken  appeal,  he  or  she  would  not  be 
disappointed,  and— Christopher  Race  would 
win  his  bet  with  himself. 

He  sounded  his  new  and  singularly  sweet- 
toned  musical  siren  unnecessarily  often,  and 
faces  peered  out  of  cottage  windows,  and 
fresh-faced  girls  turned  to  look  at  him  and 
his  handsome  red  car  in  the  village  streets  ; 
but  no  one  beckoned,  no  one  called  to  him. 

Here  and  there  he  caused  his  siren  to  dis- 
course snatches  from  the  opera  of  "La 
Traviata " ;  but  when  he  came  in  sight  of 
the  ruined  castle  he  forgot  to  play  his  own 
accompaniment — even  forgot  for  a  few 
moments  the  business  which  had  brought 
him  to  Stoke  d'Estcourt. 

It  really  was  a  fine  and  striking  ruin. 
Christopher  drove  very  slowly,  to  take  in  its 
full  magnificence,  and  finally  stopped  Scarlet 
Runner  in  the  shadow  of  the  dark,  towering 
walls,  though  he  did  not  stop  her  engine. 

Looking  up  from  his  seat  in  the  gently- 
purring  car,  the  huge  Norman  keep  loomed 
above  him.  From  this  point  of  view  the 
massive  shape  of  the  castle  showed  no  appear- 
ance of  decay ;  and  as  Christopher's  lively 
imagination  pictured  moving  figures  in  grand 
costumes  and  gleaming  armour,  suddenly 
there  was  framed  in  a  small,  ivy -draped 
window  a  face  as  lovely  as  any  for  which  a 
knight  of  old  ever  did  battle. 

A  girl  was  gazing  down  at  him — a  girl  whose 
yellow-brown  hair  was  bright  gold  against  a 
background  of  darkness.  Christopher  had  just 
time  to  catch  an  impression  of  a  beautiful 
face,  white  and  large-eyed  with  terror,  or  some 
other  emotion  strange  for  a  peaceful  English 
morning;  and  then  an  extraordinary  thing 
happened.  The  large  eyes  met  his  in  appeal ; 
the  lips  opened  without  speaking ;  a  hand 
and  arm  were  thrust  through  the  aperture, 
and  something  small,  that  glittered  as  it  fell, 
was  thrown  to  him. 

The  thing,  whatever  it  was,  was  flung  with 
a  woman's  aim,  and,  instead  of  reaching  its 
intended  destination,  landed  noiselessly  in  a 
clump  of  dead  grasses  and  nettles  by  the 
roadside. 

Instantly  Christopher  was  out  of  the  car. 


Without  minding  the  nettles'  sting,  he  thrust 
his  hand  and  arm  deep  among  rough  stems 
and  prickly  leaves,  coming  almost  immediately 
upon  the  object  of  his  search,  which  his 
touch  told  him  must  be  a  metal  case 
for  visiting-cards  or  cigarettes.  Before  his 
eyes  had  a  chance  to  inform  him  further,  a 
low,  inarticulate  cry  from  the  window  made 
him,  still  stooping  over  the  bed  of  nettles,, 
lift  his  head  to  look  up.  The  girl,  silent  after 
the  one  faint  sound  which  had  drawn  his 
eyes  again  to  her,  was  signing  eagerly  for 
him  to  mount  and  ride  away. 

Astonished,  but  ready  to  obey  a  lady's 
command  no  matter  how  strange,  Christopher 
sprang  into  the  quivering  car,  and  taking  oflf 
the  brakes  put  on  a  speed  which  sent 
Scarlet  Runner  flying  along  the  road  like  a 
red  arrow. 

It  was  not  until  the  first  turn,  when  the 
castle  towers  were  hidden  from  sight  by  an 
intervening  hill,  that  Race  slackened  the  car's 
pace  and  looked  at  the  thing  which  the  girl 
had  thrown  to  him.  Then  he  saw  that  it 
was  a  handsome  gold  cigarette-case,  orna- 
mented with  the  letters  "  M.  N."  in 
diamonds. 

Completely  puzzled,  Christopher  stopped 
for  a  moment  in  the  empty  road  to  satisfy 
his  curiosity  by  examining  the  cigarette-case 
inside  as  well  as  out.  There  was  nothing  in 
it,  not  even  a  cigarette ;  but  there  was  one 
peculiarity  which  caused  Christopher  to  jump 
at  the  conclusion  that  the  thing  had  been 
made  by  special  order,  and  for  a  lady.  The 
inner  part  of  the  case  was  entirely  covered 
on  one  side  with  a  mirror,  set  intojhe  gold 
and  surrounded  by  a  frame  of  tiny  brilliants, 
thus  leaving  space  for  cigarettes  on  the  oppo- 
site side  only.  The  fall  had  cracked  the 
glass  across,  and  the  loose  bits  would  have 
fallen  out  if  Christopher  had  not  closed  up 
the  case,  fastening  it  with  a  snap.  He  then 
put  the  dainty  little  affair  into  his  pocket  and 
drove  along  his  intended  route,  in  almost 
hopeless  quest  of  "  V.  L.  H." 

His  first  thought  on  seeing  the  girl  at  the 
window  of  the  castle  keep  was  that  he  had 
found  "V.  L.  H."— that  "V.  L.  H."  had  been 
waiting  there  for  him,  in  the  hope  of  a  rescue, 
like  some  persecuted  damsel  of  old.  But, 
though  she  had  certainly  flung  him  a  gage, 
she  had  shown  no  desire  to  put  herself  under 
his  protection.  On  the  contrary,  she  had 
expressed  in  vivid  pantomime  her  wish  that 
he  should  leave  her  as  quickly  as  he  could. 
And  then,  the  initials  on  the  cigarette-case 
did  not  connect  its  giver  with  the  writer  of 
the  unfinished  letter. 
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'■  SUDDENLY  TMKKIi    WAS    KKAMKD    IN    A    SMALL,    IVV-DRAPlil) 
FOR   WHICH   A   KNIGHT   OK   OLD   EVER 

What  to  think  of  the  odd  thing  that  had 
just  happened  Christopher  did  not  know. 

In  the  circumstances,  he  felt  con- 
strained for  the  sake  of  "V.  L.  H."  (and  of 
his  bet)  to  carry  out  his  original  intentions. 
But  he  made  his  round  of  the  roads,  return- 
ing to  the  village  by  a  different  way,  as  he 
had  planned,  and  no  one  came  forward  to 
claim  his  services,  to  say,  "  It  was  I  who 
wrote  to  you.  I  am  glad  that  you  are  here." 
Nevertheless,  Christopher  had  no  thought  of 
leaving  the  neighbourhood.  There  were  two 
mysteries,  instead  of  one,  to  be  unravelled 
now. 


He  had  kept 
on  his  room  at 
the  inn,  and 
when  he  had  put 
away  Scarlet 
Runner  he  shut 
himself  up  for 
another  look  at 
the  cigarette- 
case.  Opening 
it,  the  broken 
pieces  of  glass 
fell  out,  and  he 
saw  what  he  had 
not  guessed  at 
before.  The 
mirrorconcealed 
a  false  back  to 
the  case,  and 
hidden  there  he 
found  a  photo- 
graph of  a  young 
man.  He  was 
an  exceedingly 
good  -looking 
young  man,  with 
a  strong,  clever 
face  softened  by 
the  dreamy  arch 
of  the  eyebrows, 
over  fine  dark 
eyes.  And  be- 
tween the  photo- 
graph and  the 
strip  of  gold 
which  held  it  in 
place  was  a  slip 
of  paper  on 
which  he  saw 
written,  close 
together  and  all 
in  capitals,  the 
letters  "  TVB- 
XCHTAY." 
"A  key  to 
a  cipher,  perhaps,"  Christopher  said  to 
himself.  Was  he  intended  to  pluck  out  its 
secret,  and  profit  by  what  it  taught  him? 
He  could  not  tell.  And  after  staring  at 
the  nine  letters  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes 
on  end,  hazarding  all  kinds  of  conjectures, 
and  trying  to  fit  them  together,  he  was  no 
wiser  than  before. 

It  could  not  be,  he  thought,  that  the  girl 
had  wished  him  to  keep  the  cigarette-case. 
P'or  some  reason,  it  had  been  necessary  for 
her  to  get  rid  of  the  thing  at  the  moment,  to 
hide  it  from  someone,  perhaps ;  and  seeing 
him  pass,  she  had  believed  him  gentleman 


WINDOW  A  KACE  AS  LOVELY  AS  ANY 
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enough  to  help  her.  Of  course,  she  would 
count  upon  his  taking  the  first  opportunity 
to  return  her  property;  and  the  only  possible 
place  where  she  could  expect  him  to  look 
for  her  was  at  Kennerwick  Castle.  He 
decided,  as  the  "  someone  "  who  must  not 
see  the  cigarette-case  might  have  seen  a 
fleeing  motor-car,  that  it  would  be  well  for 
the  motorist  to  appear  next  time  in  the  cha- 
racter of  an  ordinary  tourist.  He  therefore 
exchanged  his  chauffeur's  cap  for  one  of 
tweed,  which  matched  his  clothes,  and  went 
out  on  foot. 

After  half  an  hour's  fast  walking  he  had 
reached  the  castle,  and  was  knocking  at  the 
door  of  a  cottage  built  against  one  of  the 
half-fallen  walls.  This  was  the  dwelling  of 
the  caretaker,  whose  business  in  life  it  was  to 
guard  the  ruins  from  vandals  and  to  show 
visitors  about. 

He  was  obliged  to  lift  the  knocker  two  or 
three  times  before  anyone  answered,  though 
there  was  a  faint  stirring  inside  the-  house, 
and  he  fancied  that  he  heard  suppressed 
voices.  Presently  the  door  was  opened  by 
an  old  woman.  She  was  small  and  bent, 
though  strong-looking,  with  hard  features  and 
singularly  bright  eyes  that  glittered  piercingly 
out  of  a  yellow  network  of  wrinkles. 

Christopher  said  civilly  that  he  had 
come  to  visit  the  castle,  and  hoped 
that  he  had  not  chosen  an  hour  when 
it  was  not  to  be  seen  by  the  public. 
The  woman,  who  seemed  somewhat 
agitated — though  such  requests  must 
have  punctuated  the  hours  of  her 
daily  life  for  years — replied  that  the 
guardian,  her  husband,  had  had  an 
accident  and  was  in  hospital,  but  that 
she  would  take  the  gentleman  round. 
She  then  unhooked  an  enormous  key 
from  a  nail  on  the  wall,  and  led  the 
way  out  of  doors. 

To  enter  the  ruins,  one  passed 
under  a  portcullis,  and  so  on  up  a 
gentle  slope  between  thick,  broken 
walls.  At  the  end  of  this  passage  an 
ugly  modem  door  had  replaced  the 
old  one  long  ago  destroyed ;  and, 
following  his  guide,  Christopher  found 
himself  in  the  castle.  The;  old  woman 
apologized  for  not  knowing  as  much 
of  the  history  of  the  place  as  her 
husband  did,  and  had  the  young  man 
really  come  as  a  seeker  of  knowledge 
his  visit  would  have  proved  somewhat 
of  a  disappointment.  They  went  from 
room  to  room,  many  of  which  were 
open  to  the  sky,  with  mere  stony  sug- 


gestions of  what  the  upper  storeys  had  been ; 
but,  as  Christopher  had  been  led  by  his  late 
adventure  to  expect,  the  keep  was  in  a  better 
state  of  preservation  than  the  rest.  He  asked 
no  questions  ;  but  going  up  a  steep  stone  stair- 
way which  would  lead,  he  knew,  to  a  certain 
window,  his  heart  began  to  beat  rather  more 
quickly  than  usual.  He  hoped,  and  more 
than  half  believed,  that  he  would  find  a  beau- 
tiful girl  waiting  for  him  at  the  top  of  the 
steps  ;  but  he  found — stone  walls,  and  empti- 
ness; a  silent  place  where  nothing  moved 
save  the  wandering  sprays  of  ivy  which 
peered  and  beckoned  at  the  window  where 
She  had  been. 

Deeply  disappointed,  Christopher  walked 
about  pretending  to  be  interested  in  the 
thickness  of  the  walls.  The  old  woman  stood 
still,  watching  him  as  he  went  to  the  window 
and  looked  out. 

In  silence  he  gazed  from  the  window 
which  had  framed  the  beautiful,  anxious  face, 
and  made  no  comment  when,  wound  round 
a  tangled  branch  of  ivy,  he  found  a  bright, 
curling  hair  that  glittered  like  a  delicate 
thread  of  gold.  In  the  room  there  was  no 
other  trace  of  the  girl  for  whom  he  searched, 
but  he  was  sure  that  this  was  one.  She  had 
caught  her  hair  in  the  ivy  as  she  leaned  out 
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to  throw  the  dgarette-case.  Then  she  had 
hurriedly  withdrawn  her  head.  But  why  had 
she  been  in  such  haste  ?  What  had  happened, 
or  what  had  been  about  to  happen  ? 

Christopher  asked  no  questions,  but  still 
meekly  allowed  himself  to  be  shown  the 
usual  things  and  told  the  usual  legends. 
Then  he  gave  the  old  woman  the  usual  fee, 
with  the  usual  extra  tip,  and  took  his  leave. 
But  turning  to  glance  back  at  the  guardian's 
cottage  when  the  door  was  shut,  he  saw  his 
late  guide  at  the  window,  peering  out. 
Behind  her  stood  a  man,  looking  over  her 
stooping  shoulder ;  and  though,  as  Christo- 
pher's eyes  met  his,  he  moved  away  and  was 
gone  in  an  instant,  Race  caught  a  clear 
enough  impression  to  feel  that  he  would 
recognise  the  face  again.  It  was  that  of  a 
man  passing  beyond  middle  age.  The  eyes 
and  skin  were  singularly  dark  in  contrast  to 
thick  white  hair,  and  there  was  something 
peculiar — Christopher  had  not  time  to  see 
clearly  what — about  the  prominent  nose. 

"Can  it  be  the  guardian,  back  from  the 
hospital,  yet  too  lazy  or  feeble  to  take  people 
over  the  castle  ?  "  Christopher  asked  himself. 
But  though  the  face  was  that  of  a  man  well 
past  fifty,  it  was  still  young  in  contrast  with 
the  wrinkled  .visage  of  the  woman.  Besides, 
though  seen  for  no  more  than  a  second,  it 
struck  Christopher  that  the  features  were 
those  of  a  cultured,  intelligent  person.  Pos- 
sibly a  tourist  had  arrived  while  the  woman 
was  absent,  and  taken  shelter  in  her  cottage 
from  the  drizzling  mist  But  why  should  a 
new  arrival  be  so  interested  in  a  departing 
one  as  to  peer  eagerly  over  the  caretaker's 
shoulder?  Christopher  was  half  minded  to 
go  back  and  confront  the  man  who  had 
flattered  him  by  such  an  attention ;  but  he 
could  think  of  no  plausible  excuse  for 
returning. 

Dissatisfied  with  the  result  of  his  quest,  he 
resolved  to  visit  the  castle  again  after  dark, 
hoping  that  the  gij  1  might  return  under  cover 
of  dusk  to  demand  her  property  and  explain 
her  strange  manner  of  disposing  of  it.  ^lean- 
while,  however,  he  had  half  the  day  to  get 
through,  and — save  for  such  interludes  as 
meals — nothing  to  do  with  it  except  make 
inquiries  concerning  the  girl. 

Describing  her,  he  questioned  the  landlord 
at  the  inn,  and  afterwards  the  young  woman 
at  the  post-office  ;  but  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other  could  tell  him  anything  ;  and  when 
after  nightfall  he  groped  his  way  through  a 
thick  mist  towards  the  castle  ruins,  he  had 
no  clue  which  might  help  him  to  find  the 
lady  of  the  cigarette-case.     The  chance  that 


darkness  would  afford  her  to  recover  her 
treasure,  on  the  spot  where  she  had  parted 
with  it,  was  so  obvious  that  Christopher 
believed  she  would  take  it. 

The  hour  was  still  early,  but  already — as 
the  French  say — "it  made  night"  w^hen  he 
saw  the  broken  towers  of  Kennerwick  Castle 
thrown  like  great  splashes  of  ink  against  a 
murky  sky.  The  mist  was  rain,  and  the  rain 
was  mist;  and  there  was  no  gleam  of  light 
anywhere  except  a  weak,  yellow  blur  which 
meant  a  window  of  the  guardian's  cottage. 

What  if  the  girl  were  waiting  for  him  some- 
where near — waiting  and  trusting  to  his 
intelligence  for  the  keeping  of  an  unmade 
tryst?  It  would  be  easy  to  miss  her  on  a 
night  like  this. 

Perhaps  she  wanted  a  glimpse  of  his  face 
before  speaking.  Well,  she  should  have  it- 
Christopher  held  the  lighted  wax  match  to 
the  cigarette  until  its  flame  b^an  to  bum 
down.  Then,  as  it  flared  up  before  the  end, 
there  came  to  his  ears  stealthy  rustlings, 
followed  by  a  hiss  wicked  as  a  snake's,  and 
at  the  same  instant  he  was  conscious  of  a 
stinging  pain  in  his  left  arm. 

Away  went  match  and  cigarette,  their 
sparks  drowned  in  the  wet  grass  ;  and 
Christopher,  surprised  and  pricked  to  anger, 
realized  that  he  had  been  shot  with  an 
air-gun.  Suspecting  no  lurking  malice,  he 
had  made  himself  a  target  for  someone  to 
pot  at ;  and  with  a  hot  desire  for  vengeance 
he  started  to  run  in  the  direction  of  the 
rustlings.  Now  and  then  he  thought  that  he 
heard  the  stealthy  sounds  again  :  a  crackling 
fern,  a  tiny  breaking  stick,  on  this  side  or 
that,  as  he  came  on  a  slight  descent  towards 
the  castle  moat.  Then  a  shadow  loomed 
ahead,  and  Christopher  sprang  at  it,  only  to 
seize  the  bristling  branches  of  a  young  larch 
or  yew  tree.  At  the  same  time  he  received 
a  blow  on  the  shoulder  from  behind — ^a  sharp, 
unexpected  blow  which  sent  him  pitching 
forward.  Before  he  could  recover  his  balance, 
the  ground  seemed  to  vanish  from  under  his 
feet,  and  he  plunged  with  a  great  splash  into 
the  stagnant  water  of  the  moat. 

For  a  few  seconds  he  floundered  clumsily, 
then  got  to  his  feet,  for  the  water,  though  ice- 
cold,  was  not  deep.  Slimy  weeds  festooned 
his  head  and  hung,  clinging  and  oozy,  over 
his  eyes.  He  shook  them  off,  forgetting  the 
hot  pain  in  his  arm  and  his  indignation  at 
the  unknown  who  had  caused  it,  in  fear  for 
the  cigarette-case.  Had  it  fallen  from  his 
pocket,  to  lie  hidden  in  the  mud  at  the 
bottom  of  the  moat  ? 

No,  it  was  safe,  and  Christopher  could  turn 
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his  attention  to  getting  out  of  the  scrape  into 
which  the  enemy  had  plunged  him.  '  By 
groping  he  came  upon  a  broken  place  in  the 
moat-wall,  where  he  could  get  foothold  and 
handhold  of  a  precarious  kind.  After  a  slip 
or  two  he  suc- 
ceeded in  climb- 
ing out,  and, 
despite  the  risk 
of  being  shot  at 
again,  devoted 
his  attention  to 
ridding  himself 
of  as  many  weeds 
and  as  much 
loose  mud  as 
possible.  The 
person  who  had 
played  him  these 
two  sorry  tricks 
had  probably  ex- 
hausted his  re- 
sources for  the 
moment.  In 
any  case,  no  fur- 
ther attack  was 
made,  and  after 
a  walk  which  re- 
stored his  circula- 
tion, if  not  his 
temper,  Christo- 
pher regained 
the  inn.  Pass- 
ing through  the 
bar,  as  he  was 
obliged  to  do  to 
reach  his  room, 
he  lightly  ex- 
plained to  the 
landlord  that  he 
had  slipped  and 
fallen  in  the 
mud.  But  a  red  stain  on  his  sleeve  he 
concealed,  only  laughing  when  the  landlord 
asked  if  he  had  hurt  himself. 

The  wound  in  the  arm  was  not  serious, 
and  Christopher,  determined  to  keep  his  own 
counsel,  attended  to  it  unaided.  Then,  in 
his  own  room,  he  took  out  the  cigarette-case 
and  considered  it  with  interest  the  while  he 
rid  himself  of  his  soaked  clothes.  Certainly 
the  little  gold  box  was  of  great  value  to  some- 
one— a  value  far  beyond  its  intrinsic  worth. 
Was  it  for  the  concealed  photograph,  or  the 
slip  of  paper  with  the  queer  cipher,  that 
someone  had  lain  in  wait  to  shoot  or  drown 
him  ? 

In  his  mind  Christopher  absolved  the  girl 
of  blame,  and   he   chuckled  a  little   as  he 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 47. 


HX  PLUNGED  WITH  A  GREAT  SPLASH  INTO  THE  STAGNANT  WATER 
OF  THE  MOAT." 


thought  how  the  enemy  had  made  all  the 
deductions  concerning  his  probable  move- 
ments that  he  had  expected  her  to  make. 
The  question  was,  how  and  when  would  that 
enemy  try  again?     If  he  were  determined, 

without  being 
subtle,  he  would 
very  likely  make 
another  attempt 
in  the  night. 

The  ma n — 
since  only  a  man 
would  have  had 
strength  for  that 
push — must  have 
been  near  the  girl 
when  she  threw 
the  cigarette-case. 
He  must  have 
seen  someone 
jump  from  a 
motor  and  pick 
it  up;  also  he 
must  have  identi- 
fied the  night- 
wanderer  with 
the  owner  of  the 
car. 

During     the 
long,   wakeful 
hours    of     the 
night   ChristO' 
pher    planned, 
when  day  came, 
to  find  out  some- 
thing about  the 
man    who   had 
peered     through 
the  cottage  win- 
dow.    But  when, 
by    his    request, 
a  London  news- 
paper and   breakfast   were   brought    to   his 
room,  a  paragraph  in  the  Personal  column  of 
the  Daily  Recorder  turned  his  attention  in 
an  instant  from  people  and  events  at  Stoke 
d*Estcourt. 

"TVB"  stared  at  him  in  large  black 
capitals  at  the  head  of  that  famous  column. 
*  Whoever  can  supply  information  as  to  these 
letters  and  those  following  will  be  richly 
rewarded  if  he  communicates  Box  1865, 
Daily  Recorder  Office,"  he  read,  with  a  keen 
stab  of  excitement. 

"  Quick  work  !  "  Christopher  said  to  him- 
self. For  he  did  not  doubt  that  he  was  the 
person  for  whose  benefit  the  paragraph  had 
been  put  in  print.  He  was  in  a  position  to 
supply   the  wished- for   information,    but   he 
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would  not  supply  it  until  he  could  be  sure 
that  the  advertiser  was  the  rightful  owner  of 
the  cigarette-case,  with  such  secrets  as  it 
contained. 

Of  course,  the  girl  might  have  been  forced 
to  leave  Stoke  d'Estcourt,  after  throwing  him 
the  cigarette-case,  and  if  she  had  gone  to 
London  she  would  have  had  time  to  get  this 
advertisement  in  that  day's  paper.  On  the 
other  hand,  somebody  else,  remaining  near 
the  village  in  the  hope  of  waylaying  the 
possessor  of  the  treasure,  could  have  sent 
the  paragraph  to  town  by  messenger.  He 
might  even  have  Irft  the  place  himself  late  in 
the  evening,  after  failing  in  the  object  for 
which  he  had  stayed,  and  still  have  contrived 
to  insert  the  paragraph. 

Christopher  was  at  a  loss  to  decide  between 
these  deductions,  but  he  made  up  his  mind 
that  he  would  have  a  better  chance  of  getting 
into  the  thick  of  the  mystery  if  he  went  to 
London  himself.  Having  dressed  hastily, 
therefore,  and  confined  his  researches  for  the 
white-haired  man  to  a  few  inquiries  which 
brought  him  no  satisfaction,  he  paid  his  bill 
at  the  inn  and  departed  with  Scarlet  Runner. 

On  the  way  to  town  he  concocted  a  tele- 
gram, which  he  would  not  have  thought  it 
wise  to  send  from  the  Stoke  d'Estcourt  post- 
office,  and  got  it  oflf  from  a  small  town  where 
he  stopped  to  lunch.  The  wording  of  the 
wire  cost  him  a  good  deal  of  thought, 
ignorant  as  he  was  whether  it  would  reach 
the  hand  of  friend  or  foe.  But  on  the  whole 
he  flattered  himself  that  he  had  steered, 
cleverly  between  Scylla  and  Charybdis. 
"  Should  the  advertiser  wish  to  hear  what 
follows  *  TVB,'  the  only  way  of  doing  so 
will  be  to  call  nine  o'clock  to-night  (Friday) 
on  Christopher  Race,  who  may  be  able  to 
give  information,  but  will  accept  no  reward." 

This  was  all,  save  for  the  address  of  his 
lodgings,  number  and  street. 

He  arrived  at  home  late  in  the  afternoon, 
and  found  no  letters  of  interest.  The  soaked 
clothing,  packed  all  day  in  his  bag,  he  gave 
to  his  landlady  as  a  present  for  her  son  ;  and 
so  pleased  was  she  that  she  favoured  her 
lodger  with  a  good  dinner.  Thus  it  was  in 
a  moderately  serene  mood  that  Christopher 
waited  in  his  sitting-room  for  the  caller  invited 
at  nine.  Would  it  be  a  beautiful  girl,  and,  if 
so,  would  she  turn  out  to  be  "  V.  L.  H.,"  or 
would  the  writer  of  the  unfinished  letter  lurk 
for  ever  behind  a  curtain  of  mystery?  Would 
it  be  the  man  who  had  shot  in  the  dark,  or 
an  agent  of  that  man ;  and  what  might  be  the 
scene  which  would  be  enacted? 

But  neither  man  nor  woman  came.     Nine 


o'clock  passed;  ten  o'clock ;  eleven;  and  at 
last  Christopher  went  to  bed. 

The  first  thing  he  did  in  the  morning  was 
to  open  the  Daily  Recorder  and  cast  his  eyes 
down  the  Personal  column.  "TVB"  was 
conspicuous  only  in  absence,  but  towards  the 
end  of  the  column  appeared  something  else 
which  caught  Christopher's  attention  at  a 
glance:  "V.  L.  H.  is  earnestly  implored  to 
communicate  immediately  with  one  who 
hoped  to  meet  on  Thursday  at  address 
V.  L.  H.  knows.  Great  anxiety.  Can't  bear 
suspense." 

So,  Christopher  Race  was  not  the  only 
person  who  had  been  given  reason  to  count 
upon  meeting  "  V.  L.  H."  on  Thursday  ! 

Christopher  wished  ardently  that  he,  as 
well  as  "  V.  L.  H.,"  knew  the  address  of  the 
advertiser;  but  as  he  did  not,  and  could 
think  of  no  means  of  finding  it  out,  he  could 
do  nothing  to  match  the  pieces  of  the  puzzle 
together.  It  was  certain  that  he  would  be 
given  no  information  if  he  applied  at  the 
oflftce  of  the  Daily  Recorder^  and  his  only 
hope  was  that  the  delayed  visit  to  his 
lodgings  might  be  made  during  the  day. 
He  stopped  in  the  house,  therefore,  writing 
letters,  and  trying  to  interest  himself  in  a 
novel  not  as  exciting  as  his  own  experiences  ; 
nor  was  there  much  inducement  to  go  out, 
as  a  fog,  characteristic  of  the  month,  hung 
brown  and  loathly  over  London.  The  air 
was  heavily  oppressive,  and  Christopher 
grew  restless.  He  began  to  think  that  the 
advertiser  had  changed  his  or  her  mind,  and 
that  it  was  not  worth  while  to  hang  about 
the  house,  waiting.  When  the  four  o'clock 
post  brought  him  the  offer  of  an  immediate 
engagement  for  Scarlet  Runner,  therefore,  he 
was  inclined  to  accept.  A  Mr.  Warren 
Lockwood  wrote  froiji  The  Laurels, 
Pleasant  Avenue,  Bamet,  saying  that  friends 
had  recommended  Mr.  Race  and  his  car. 
He,  Mr.  Lockwood,  had  been  suffering  from 
bronchitis,  and  his  doctor  advised  him  not 
only  to  escape  London  fogs,  but  to  escape 
in  a  motor.  Having  business  connected 
with  mines  in  Wales,  it  bad  occurred  to 
Mr.  Lockwood  that  pleasure  and  health 
might  be  combined  with  this.  He  wished  to 
start  in  a  day  or  two,  but  would  like  to  have 
a  glance  at  Mr.  Race's  car  before  deciding 
to  take  a  tour  in  it.  The  only  time  for  this 
glance  would  be  on  Saturday  evening.  Would 
Mr.  Race  be  so  kind  as  to  drive  his  Scarlet 
Runner  to  The  Laurels,  arriving  at  eight 
o'clock,  and  wiring  beforehand  to  say  if  he 
would  come?  If  Mr.  Race  could  dine, 
Mr.  Lockwood  would  be  delighted,  as  they 
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might  then  discuss  mutual  friends.  And  for  a 
week's  trip  Mr.  Lockwood  was  prepared  to 
offer  the  round  sum  of  a  hundred  guineas. 

A  hundred  guineas  was  a  decent  sum  to 
earn  in  a  week,  even  in  these  days  of  Scarlet 
Runner's  success ;  and  as  the  year  of 
Christopher's  probation  with  his  uncle  was 
now  drawing  towards  an  end,  he  wished  to 
swell  the  total  of  his  twelve  months'  earnings 
to  a  goodly  sum.  Of  course,  he  was  keen  on 
stopping  in  town  until  the  mystery  of  the 
cigarette-case  (if  not  that  of  "V.  L.  H.") 
should  be  cleared  up ;  but  if  Mr.  Lockwood 
were  not  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  be  off,  there 
might  be  a  chance  of  finding  out  something 
before  the  start.  Taking  everything  together, 
Christopher  determined  to  call  at  The 
Laurels,  and  sent  a  wire  to  that  effect,  plead- 
ing an  engagement  for  dinner. 

This  engagement  being  with  himself,  he 
had  something  to  eat  at  home,  very  early, 
hoping  up  to  the  last  moment,  in  vain,  for 
a   visitor.      Then,  setting   out  from   Scarlet 
Runner's  garage   at   seven,  the  fog  had  so 
thickened  that  he  doubted  if  he  could  find 
the  way.     On  all  sides,  as  he  moved  cautiously 
along    near    the    pavement,    were   shouting 
drivers,    snorting    horses,   and  the    muffled 
sound  of  horses'  hoofs  heard  in  murky  dark- 
ness.     Towards  Regent's  Park  the  fog  lifted 
slightly,  but  in  the 
Finchley    Road    it 
settled  again  as 
densely  as  ever,  and 
he    could     go     at 
little   more   than  a 
walking  pace. 

Suddenly,  at 
what  seemed  to  be 
a  comer  of  the 
wide  country  road 
not  far  outside 
Barnet,  a  voice 
cried  to  him. 

"Scarlet  Run- 
ner?" it  shouted; 
and  Race,  startled, 
answered  before  he 
had  stopped  to 
think:  "Yes." 

Next  instant  a 
black  form  was  sil- 
houetted strangely 
in  the  pale  haze  of 
the  car  lamps,  and 
three  short,  sharp 
reports  barked  dryly 
in  the  night. 
"Tyre     burst!" 


was  the  first  thought  that  flashed  into  Chris- 
topher's mind.  Yet — when  he  had  time  for 
the  question — how  could  three  tyres  burst 
almost  simultaneously,  and  on  a  cold,  damp 
evening  ? 

A  few  seconds  later  the  acrid  smell  of  gun- 
powder, mingling  with  the  sulphur-reek  of  the 
fog,  gave  him  his  answer.  Someone  had 
fired  a  revolver  at  his  driving-wheel  tyres, 
and  two  shots  had  taken  effect,  for  he  could 
feel  the  car  settling  down  on  the  deflated 
inner  tubes.  Wild  with  fury  at  the  outrage, 
Race  leaped  from  his  seat  to  the  roadway, 
peering  into  the  darkness,  tingling  to  inflict 
punishment,  and  reckless  of  danger  for  him- 
self There  was  no  sound  of  running  foot- 
steps.    The  scoundrel  must  be  lurking 

But  the  thought  was  cut  abruptly  as  the 
breaking  of  a  thread.  As  he  touched  ground, 
something  thick  and  soft  was  thrown  over  his 
head  from  behind  and  twisted  round  his  neck. 

Taken  by  surprise  in  the  heat  of  rage,  for 
an  instant  Christopher  lost  his  breath.  He 
stumbled  under  the  onslaught,  staggered,  and 
nearly  lost  his  balance.  Hands  deftly,  swiftly 
tore  open  the  buttons  of  his  overcoat,  and 
he  knew  instantly,  with  returning  presence  of 
mind,  that  he  had  two  men  to  deal  with. 
Pitting  all  his  strength  and  intelligence 
against  the  pair,  who  had  him  at  so  great  a 
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disadvantage,  he  fought  desperately  and  with 
the  skill  of  a  trained  boxer.  The  cigarette- 
case  was  in  an  inside  pocket  of  his  waistcoat, 
and  he  resolved  that  he  would  only  lose  it 
with  his  life. 

A  fierce  upward  swing  of  his  right  arm  was 
just  in  time  to  prevent  the  man  at  his  back 
from  twisting  the  hood  too  tightly  round  his 
throat.  Stepping  back  heavily  on  the  feet  of 
this  fellow,  he  shot  out  a  left  arm  like  a 
battering-ram  and  caught  the  would-be  pick- 
pocket squarely  in  the  face.  There  was  a 
grunt  of  pain,  and  the  prying  hands  fell  away 
from  Christopher's  coat,  but  the  man  behind 
flung  an  arm  round  his  neck,  and  the  folds  of 
cloth  pressed  stiflingly  against  his  mouth. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost,  or  he  would 
have  them  both  upon  him  again,  and,  twisting 
like  an  eel,  Christopher  slipped  round  and 
faced  the  enemy  at  his  back.  Tearing  at 
the  hood  with  one  hand  and  striking  out 
fiercely,  if  wildly,  with  the  other,  Christopher 
knew  that  he  had  got  in  a  blow  somewhere. 
In  another  second  he  was  free  of  the  muffling 
hood,  but  the  man  he  had  flung  off  did  not 
wait  to  be  attacked.  He  fled — swallowed  up 
in  the  fog;  and  Race,  wheeling  rapidly  to 
find  the  other,  whom  he  hoped  that  he  had 
downed,  found  only  darkness.  Soon,  far 
away,  he  heard  the  humming  of  a  motor,  and 
wondered  whether  the  pair  of  ruffians  had 
gone  off  in  a  car. 

To  attempt  pursuit  in  the  fog  would  be 
useless.  Besides,  he  had  seen  the  face  of 
neither  man.  Panting  from  the  struggle,  he 
assured  himself  with  some  sense  of  triumph 
that  the  cigarette-case  was  still  safe  in  his 
waistcoat-pocket 

What  an  innocent  he  had  been  not  to 
suspect  the  letter  from  Barnet  as  part  of  a 
plot !  He  saw  how  easily  he  had  been  duped, 
now  that  it  was  too  late ;  nevertheless,  he 
made  up  his  mind  grimly  to  go  on  and  seek 
out  the  gentleman  at  The  Laurels,  if  such 
a  house  existed.  If  "  Mr.  Lockwood  "  were 
at  home  there  might  be  an  interesting  inter- 
view, and  Christopher  enjoyed  it  in  anticipa- 
tion as,  by  means  of  an  ingenious  tool  he 
carried,  he  rolled  the  old  tyres  off  and  new 
ones  on  to  the  rims  of  Scarlet  Runner. 

By  the  time  the  car  was  ready  to  go  on 
again  he  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  pay 
the  call  alone,  but  to  take  for  a  companion  a 
member  of  the  local  police. 

Most  policemen  within  motoring  radius  of 
London  had  heard  the  name  of  Christopher 
Race,  and  he  was  received  favourably  at  the 
police-station  in  Barnet.  Without  telling  the 
story  of  the  cigarette-case,  he  confided  to  the 


inspector  in  charge  the  fact  that  a  piece  of 
jewellery  in  his  possession  was  apparently 
coveted  by  an  unscrupulous  stranger.  He 
showed  the  letter  with  the  address  of  The 
Laurels,  which  was  written,  not  embossed, 
and  gave  an  account  of  what  had  occurred  to 
him  on  his  way  to  keep  the  appointment. 
The  house  was  looked  up  in  the  directory 
and  found  to  exist,  and,  with  a  plain-clothes 
policeman  beside  him  in  the  car,  Christopher 
went  on  towards  Pleasant  Avenue. 

The  Laurels  was  surrounded  by  grounds 
of  considerable  size,  and  the  gate  admitting 
to  a  gravelled  drive  was  thrown  back. 
Christopher  saw  no  lights  as  he  turned  in, 
but  as  Scarlet  Runner  purred  an  announce- 
ment of  her  arrival  the  front  door  was  par- 
tially opened,  throwing  out  a  narrow  stream 
of  light,  which  sought  to  focus  on  the  motor. 
Already,  however,  the  policeman  had  slipped 
from  his  place  and,  as  Christopher  descended, 
sheltered  behind  him,  moving  on  step  for 
step  with  the  leader,  whose  broad  shoulders 
screened  his  stooping  figure  from  sight. 
Then  suddenly,  and  unexpectedly  to  the 
man  who  held  the  light  inside  the  half-open 
door,  Race  pushed  his  way  in,  the  policeman 
following  close. 

The  person  behind  the  door  evidently  had 
no  wish  to  prevent  Christopher  from  enter- 
ing. He  gave  way  readily,  but  at  sight  of 
the  other  man  who  suddenly  appeared,  like 
a  Jack- in -a- box,  he  uttered  an  oath  and 
dashed  the  lamp  he  held  on  the  floor.  Out 
went  the  light,  as  the  glass  crashed  in  a  hun- 
dred pieces,  but  instantly  the  policeman's 
dark  lantern  flashed  into  the  darkness. 

"  No  use.  Tommy ;  I've  spotted  that  mug 
of  yours,"  said  the  plain-clothes  man,  cheer- 
fully. "We  haven't  come  for  you,  but  it'll 
be  the  worst  night's  work  you've  done  yet  if 
you  don't  act  with  instead  of  against  us." 

As  he  spoke  the  bright  ray  of  his  lantern 
shone  full  on  the  man  who  had  opened  the 
door — a  big,  hulking  fellow,  with  the  face 
and  build  of  a  prize-fighter.  He  had  been 
in  the  act  of  trying  to  bolt,  but,  recognised 
and  addressed  by  name,  he  thought  better 
of  it. 

"  I  ain't  done  nothin'  to  be  ashamed  of," 
he  explained,  sulkily. 

The  policeman  laughed.  "I  suppose 
you're  engaged  here  as  butler,  eh  ?  "  Then, 
turning  to  Race  :  "  This  is  an  old  acquain- 
tance of  mine,  Tommy  Birkett.  We've 
knocked  up  against  each  other  now  and 
then,  eh,  Tommy  ?  Birkett's  name  you  may 
remember,  Mr.  Race,  in  sporting  papers 
some  years  ago.     Not  a  bad  one  with  the 
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in  the  kitchen.  Instruc- 
tions received  through  the 
"pal,''  with  the  advance, 
were  for  him  to  wait  near 
the  front  door  with  a  lamp 
from  a  quarter  to  eight  till 
the  arrival  of  a  motor  car, 
on  hearing  which  he  was 
to  open  the  door  part- way, 
and  not  allow  himself  to 
be  seen  until  the  visitor 
was  inside  and  the  door 
locked  behind  him.  Then 
he  was  to  "  lay  out "  the 
new  -  comer  in  first  -  rate 
style — nothing  serious,  but 
enough  to  "  knock  him 
silly"  and  keep  him  in  that 
condition  for  several  hours. 
Having  accomplished  this 
end,  he  had  permission  to 
leave  the  house,  and  the 
unconscious  man  in  it 
With  anything  that  might 
happen  afterwards  he  need 
not  concern  himself,  except 
to  claim  the  rest  of  the 
"stuff"  at  a  certain  public- 
house  in  the  Mile  End 
Road,  next  day. 

"  THB   BRIGHT   RAY  OK   HIS  LANTBRN   SHONR   FULL  ON  THR  MAN  WHO  HAD  OPBNRD  Ott     thC     Strength     Of      hlS 

THE  DOOR."  willingness  to  take  his  "  old 

friend,"  the   plain  -  clothes 

gloves,  but  a  bit  down  on  his  luck  of  late,  policeman,    to   the   rendezvous   at  the  time 

Had  some  little  trouble ;  same  sort  of  trouble  named.  Tommy  was  allowed  to  go  ;  though, 

he  can  avoid  now  by  confiding  in  the  police,  as  soon  as  his  back  was  turned,  his  friend 

Just  tell  us  who  engaged  you  to  buttle  for  followed  him  at  a  respectful  distance,  having 

him.  Tommy."  meanwhile   ascertained    that    Birkett*s   diag- 

"  By  Jove,  the  place  has  no  furniture  in  nosis  of  the  caretaker's   condition  was  not 

it ! "  exclaimed  Christopher.  exaggerated. 

"  The  caretaker's  a  pal  of  mine,"  said  the  It    was    pretty   clear    that    the    pugilist's 

big,  sulky  man,  stolidly.  employer,  or  the  "  pal  "  who  had  been  the  go- 

"  Not  good  enough.  Tommy ;  try  again,"  between,  intended  to  arrive  sooner  or  later 

smiled  his  old  acquaintance  with  the  lantern.  at  "  The  Laurels,"  to  take  the  cigarette-case 

"  Better  call  me  your  pal  and  tell  the  truth."  from    the    body   of    its    helpless    possessor. 

Then  Tom   Birkett  did  tell  the  truth,  or  Christopher  arranged  to  wait,  therefore,  and 

something  near  it.     He  mumbled  a  tale  of  a  the  policeman  promised  to  return  as  soon  as 

"pal  of  his  "  who  had  come  to  him  from  he  had  been  able  to  "  put  someone  else  on 

a  gentleman  who  wanted  a  strong  chap  to  to  Birkett."     In  half  an  hour  he  was  back 

"  pay  out "  a  •  bad   man  the  gentleman  was  again,  therefore,  having  detailed  a  comrade 

too  old  and  weak  to  punish  himself     Birkett  for  the  shadowing  business, 

was  to  have  ten  pounds  in  advance  for  the  Scarlet  Runner  was  left  standing  before  the 

job  and  another  tenner  when  it  was  finished.  house  door  to  give  the  impression  that  her 

He  was  introduced  to  the  caretaker  at  The  master  lay  unconscious   within  ;    but    hours 

Laurels,   a  "  doddering  old  Johnny  with  a  passed,  and    Birkett's    mysterious   employer 

nose  like  a  lantern,"  made  up  a  quick  friend-  neither  came  nor  sent.     A  merciless  douche 

ship  with  him,  and  invited  himself  to  spend  of  cold  water  restored  the  caretaker  to  partial 

the  evening  and  bring  drink,  for  which  refresh-  possession  of  his  senses,  but  he  could  throw 

ment  the  caretaker  was  now  much  the  worse,  no  light  upon  the  matter,  knowing  nothing, 
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indeed,  of  what  had  happened,  except  that 
he  had  had  a  new  chum  in  to  spend  the 
evening.  He  said  that  The  Laurels  belonged 
to  a  maiden  lady  who  had  sold  her  furniture 
and  gone  to  live  abroad.  The  house  had 
been  in  the  hands  of  several  agents  for  nearly 
a  year,  and  during  that  time  he  had  been  in 
charge.  He  knew  nothing  of  a  gentleman 
named  Lockwood,  and  since  September 
nobody  had  come  to  look  over  the 
house. 

Christopher's  idea  was  that  the  organizer 
of  the  plot,  with  an  assistant,  had  waited  for 
and  waylaid  him  on  the  road.  If  they  had 
succeeded  in  getting  what  they  wanted  they 
would  have  left  him  lying  stunned  with 
empty  pockets,  Birkett's  services  not  being 
needed  after  all.  Most  likely,  he  and  the 
policeman  agreed,  one,  if  not  both,  had 
come  back,  meaning  to  watch  The  I-aurels 
until  after  the  departure  of  Birkett,  but  seeing 
him  followed  from  the  house  had  guessed 
that  the  game  had  gone  wrong,  and  hastened 
to  vanish. 

"Whoever  this  man  is,  he  must  have  a 
reputation  to  keep  up,"  said  the  policeman, 
"  for  he  thinks  more  of  it  than  he  does  of 
getting  what  he  wants  from  you,  though  he's 
evidently  keen  on  that.  You  can  count  on 
The  Laurels  being  watched  by  us,  but  my 
opinion  is  that  the  hunt  won't  come  back  that 
way.  You'll  find  the  wind  blowing  from  some 
other  quarter,  an  unexpected  one,  perhaps, 
and  my  word  to  you  is — consult  Scotland 
Yard." 

With  this  advice  still  echoing  in  his  ears, 
Christopher  at  last  drove  Scarlet  Runner 
rapidly  back  to  London,  the  fog  having  lifted 
with  a  hint  of  breeze.  He  was  tired  and 
hungry,  and,  knowing  that  he  would  get 
nothing  to  eat  at  his  lodgings,  when  he  had 
put  up  the  car  and  changed  his  clothes  he 
went  to  his  club,  where  refreshment,  liquid 
or  solid,  was-  to  be  had  at  any  hour. 

The  Wayfarers',  as  most  people  know,  is 
a  loved  resort  of  all  sorts  of  men,  from  dukes 
down  to  mere  geniuses.  Soldiers  and 
explorers,  actors  and  artists,  men  of  letters 
and  men  of  law  frequent  the  dingy  yet  ever 
cheerful  rooms.  To-night  a  musical  enter- 
tainment was  going  on,  and  the  club  dining- 
room  was  almost  deserted  when  Christopher 
walked  in.  Two  men  sat  at  a  table  in  a 
corner,  talking  earnestly,  and  hearing  him 
enter  they  looked  up,  as  if  not  too  pleased  to 
have  the  room  invaded.  Both  were  young, 
and  strangers  to  Christopher,  yet  the  face  of 
one  seemed  curiously  familiar  to  him. 

"  Now,  where  have  I  seen  that  good-looking 


chap  before,  and  lately  too?"  Race  asked 
himself. 

Then,  suddenly,  the  answer  sprang  into  his 
mind.  This  was  the  original  of  the  photo- 
graph in  the  gold  cigarette-case. 

A  wave  of  excitement  swept  over  Chris- 
topher. In  a  low  voice  he  asked  the  waiter 
who  had  taken  his  order  if  he  knew  who  were 
the  two  gentlemen  at  the  other  table. 

^*Why,  sir,"  replied  the  old  fellow,  who 
had  been  a  "  feature "  of  the  club  for  years, 
"don't  you  know  by  sight  the  celebrated 
Mr.  Fergus  O'Brian  ?  He's  as  famous  as — 
as  you  are,  only  in  a  different  way.  He 
started  his  career  in  the  law;  but,  though 
he's  a  gentleman  by  birth,  he's " 

"Oh,  I've  heard  of  Fergus  O'Brian,  of 
course,"  said  Christopher.  "The  private 
detective.     Which  of  the  two  is  he  ?  " 

"  The  one  at  the  head  of  the  table,  sir.  I 
don't  know  his  guest.  Not  a  member  of  the 
club,  sir,  unless  a  brand-new  one." 

Christopher  was  disappointed.  His  man 
— the  younger  of  the  two — was  the  other 
man.  But  he  determined  that  neither  he 
nor  his  neighbours  should  leave  the  room 
without  his  finding  out  what  he  wanted  to 
know.  He  took  the  gold  cigareite-case 
from  his  pocket  and  laid  it  on  the  table, 
where  its  diamonds  flashed  in  the  light  of  a 
red-shaded  candle.  Three  minutes  later  its 
gleam  caught  the  eye  of  the  young  man  who 
was  not  Fergus  O'Brian  ;  and  Christopher 
saw  his  face  go  through  the  changes  from 
astonishment  and  incredulity  to  intense 
eagerness. 

"  What  will  he  do  now  ?  "  was  the  question 
in  Christopher's  mind.  But  it  was  almost 
instantly  answered.  What  the  young  man 
did  was  to  jump  up  and,  on  pretence  of 
going  to  the  fireplace  to  warm  his  hands, 
pass  close  to  the  table  where  Race  sat.  He 
paused,  and  Christopher's  eyes  and  his  met. 
His  were  true  eyes  as  well  as  handsome,  and 
any  doubt  that  might  have  crept  into  Race's 
mind  concerning  the  original  of  the  photo- 
graph died  in  a  second. 

"  You'll  think  it  very  strange,"  said  the 
young  man,  "  but  I  must  beg  you  to  tell  me 
how  you  got  that  cigarette-case." 

"  I  don't  think  it  strange,"  returned 
Christopher.  "  When  I  recognised  your  face, 
I  put  the  case  there  hoping  you'd  ask  me 
that  question.  I'll  answer  it  with  pleasure ; 
and  there  are  some  questions  I  trust  you'll 
answer  me." 

Fergus  O'Brian  got  up  and  came  across 
the  room.  "  You're  Mr.  Race,  aren't  you  ?  " 
he  asked. 
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Christopher  assented,  and  added  that  he 
had  just  learned  who  the  speaker  was. 

"  This  is  my  friend — indeed,  my  distant 
relative — Mr.  Maurice  Naylor,"  said  O'Brian. 

"  M.  N.  !  "  exclaimed  Christopher,  impul- 
sively. 

**  Exactly.  We  were  speaking  of  that 
cigarette-case  when  you  showed  it.  When 
you've  finished  your  supper " 

"  I  have  finished  it,"  said  Race,  who  had 
already  done  justice  to  a  devilled  bone. 

"  Then  perhaps  you'll  accept  an  invitation 
to  my  chambers." 

"  I'd  rather  you'd  both  come  to  my  rooms," 
replied    Christopher. .     "  You'll    understand 
why,  perhaps,  when  we've  had 
a  talk — about  the  cigarette-case. 
You  won't  have  far  to  go." 

And  they  did  begin  to  under- 
stand, in  a  way  that  was  a  sur- 
prise to  all  three  ;  for  on 
arriving  at  Christopher's  lodg- 
ings they  came  upon  a  scene 
of  wild  confusion  in  his  sitting- 
room.  Everything  had  been 
ransacked  and  left  in  disorder ; 
and  it  was  the  same  in  the 
bedroom.  Someone,  under 
cover  of  the  thick  fog,  had 
made  an  entrance,  probably 
climbing  across  from  the  bal- 
cony of  an  adjoining  house, 
which  was  unoccupied.  So 
far  as  Christopher  could  tell, 
nothing  had  been  taken;  yet 
nothing  had  escaped  the  most 
minute  examination.  Not  only 
had  every  drawer  been  searched, 
but  books  had  been  taken  from 
their  shelves,  pictures  had  been 
turned  face  to  the  wall,  and 
photographs  had  been  pulled 
out  of  their  frames. 

"  This  is  also  on  account  of 
the  cigarette-case,"  said  Chris- 
topher. "There's  a  man  who 
wants  it  badly.  I  don't  know 
who  he  is  yet,  but " 

"  I  think  I  can  tell  you,"  cut  in  Maurice 
Naylor. 

"Can  you  also  tell  me  who  is  V.  L.  H.  ? " 

"  She  is  Violet  Lester  Hardcastle,  the  niece 
of  the  man  who  probably  paid  this  room  a 
visit  while  you  were  out.  She — didn't  give 
you  the  cigarette-case  ?  " 

"  In  a  way  she  did — to  keep  it  out  of  her 
uncle's  hands,  as  it  looks  now.  Can  you  tell 
me  where  she  is  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  could.     I've  been  advertising  in 


the  Daily  Recorder  for  news  of  her.  My 
friend  Mr.  O'Brian  knows  the  whole  story. 
When  we  saw  you,  I  was  consulting  him 
about  the  best  way  of  reaching  Miss  Hard- 
castle, who  is  engaged  to  me  against  her 
uncle's  will." 

"  Perhaps  if  I  tell  you  how  I  got  the 
cigarette-case  it  will  help  you  both,"  said 
Christopher;  and  then,  beginning  with  the 
unfinished  letter,  he  gave  them  the  whole 
history  of  the  affair,  ending  with  the  episode 
in  Bamet 

"Certainly  it's  Hardcastle  who  has  planned 
all,  if  he  hasn't  done  it  all,"  exclaimed  Naylor. 
"  I'll  bet  it  was  he  who  grabbed  you  from 


THEY   CAME   UPON    K   SCENE   OP   WILD  CONFUSION    IN    HIS  SITTING-SOOM. 


behind  to-night.  He's  as  big  a  coward  as  he 
is  a  scoundrel,  though  O'Brian  was  saying 
that  I'd  have  difficulty  in  proving  him  a 
villain." 

"  He  has  a  good  enough  reputation  as  a 
solicitor,"  said  O'Brian,  "  but  I  begin  to 
think  from  things  Naylor  has  been  telling 
me  that  he's  got  into  low  water — been 
speculating  with  his  clients'  money,  perhaps, 
or " 

"  He's    his    niece's    guardian,"   explained 
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Naylor.  "  Brother  of  her  dead  father,  who 
thought  everything  of  him.  But  Violet's 
mother  was  an  American ;  and  she  never 
liked  the  man — never  trusted  him.  The 
money  was  all  hers,  but  the  fellow  got  a  lot 
of  it  in  his  hands  somehow — against  the 
mother's  wish,  I  fancy — and,  naturally,  he 
doesn't  want  Violet  to  marry,  as  by  her 
father's  will  he  has  charge  of  her  affairs 
until  she  does.  He  kept  her  at  school  in 
Paris  till  she  was  twenty,  to  keep  her  out  of 
the  way  of  men ;  but  I'm  attached  to  the 
h^mbassy  there,  and  we  met.  I  fell  in  love 
with  her  at  sight — who  wouldn't  ? — and  when 
Hardcastle  heard  what  had  happened  he 
came  and  carried  her  off  at  once.  He  was 
clever  enough,  though,  to  stop  me  from  mak- 
ing a  row  by  saying  he'd  inquire  about  my 
circumstances  and  so  on,  and  if  all  was  well 
would  allow  the  engagement  to  go  on. 
Meanwhile  Violet  was  to  stop  with  him  in 
some  country  house  he  was  taking.  Hard- 
castle promised  to  write,  and  also  that, 
if  everything  went  as  he  expected,  Violet 
should  write  too.  He'd  let  me  know  the 
new  address  and  all  that  Well,  I  heard 
nothing.  I  found  out  his  office  address  and 
wrote  several  times.  No  answer.  Just  then 
I  couldn't  get  leave,  which  was  a  horrid 
bother ;  but  after  a  fortnight  of  worry  and 
suspense  I  received  a  letter  from  Vi6let, 
evidently  written  in  great  haste.  Here  it  is. 
You  shall  see  it,  Mr.  Race." 

From  an  inner  pocket  Naylor  produced  a 
half-sheet  of  paper,  at  sight  of  which  Chris- 
topher had  to  restrain  an  exclamation,  for  it 
exactly  matched  one  which  he  himself  pos- 
sessed, and  the  writing  which  covered  it  was 
the  same  as  that  in  the  letter  over  which  he 
had  so  often  puzzled. 

"  Dearest  Maurice,"  he  read.  "  This  is 
in  the  greatest  haste.  I've  run  away  from  my 
uncle's  house — escaped,  I  might  call  it,  for 
since  a  dreadful  scene  we  had  I've  been 
practically  a  prisoner.  I've  written  to  you, 
but,  as  I  never  could  get  out  to  post  the 
letters,  I'm  afraid  you've  never  had  them. 
I've  been  trying  for  days  to  get  away,  but 
have  only  just  succeeded.  Now  I've  got  to 
a  farm-house  not  far  from  the  village,  giving  a 
false  name,  and  making  up  a  stupid  story 
about  myself,  but  it  answers  very  well,  for 
they're  keeping  me  as  a  lodger  for  a  night 
or  two.  Really,  I'm  in  hiding  here,  for  I 
daren't  leave  the  house  lest  my  uncle,  or  that 
hateful,  wicked  old  valet  of  his  you  saw  in 
Paris,  should  pounce  down  on  me  like  a  hawk 
and  carry  me  back  again.  I  tell  you,  dearest, 
I'm   afraid  of  them.  both.      I   don't   know 


what  they  may  not  do,  and  all  because  of  my 
money.  I'm  sure  uncle  must  have  done 
something  dishonest.  Anyway,  he  came  to 
me  one  night  and  said  that  he  knew  my 
mother  had  left  me  a  great  deal  which  had 
never  come  into  his  hands;  that  he'd  got 
information  about  there  being  valuable  bonds 
in  a  bank  in  New  York  of  which  he  ought  to 
have  known.  I  admitted  that  it  was  true, 
and  that  dear  mother  had  given  me  a  letter 
about  the  bonds  just  before  she  died,  saying 
they  were  never  to  be  put  in  his  charge.  He 
said  he  must  have  them,  that  he  was  in  diffi- 
culties, but  this  extra  money  would  tide  him 
over,  and  he  would  make  it  all-right  after- 
wards. He  begged  so  that  I  began  to  tell 
him  the  lette'-s  of  the  combination  lock  on 
my  private  safe  at  the  bank,  and  had  got  as 
far  as  TVB,  when  it  seemed  exactly  as  if 
mother's  voice  spoke  in  my  ear  and  for- 
bade me  to  go  on.  There  was  a  miser- 
able scene  between  us  after  that.  His 
eyes  were  awful,  and  frightened  me.  You 
know  my  little  cigarette-case  which  you 
gave  me  with  your  initials  in  it,  and  your 
photograph  hidden  inside  ?  I  told  you  I  would 
keep  there  the  thing  most  valuable  to  me  after 
your  picture.  That  thing  is  the  combina- 
tion by  which  the  safe  at  the  bank  which 
contains  the  bonds  can  be  opened.  No  one 
has  opened  it  and  cut  oQ  the  bonds  since 
mother  was  in  New  York  last — not  long 
before  she  died.  Not  a  soul  living  except 
myself  knows  the  combination — not  even  the 
manager  of  the  bank.  I'm  sure  mother  was 
right  in  not  trusting  uncle,  and  that  this  secret 
fortune  is  all  I  have  left.  I  daren't  wait 
for  you  to  come  here,  but  shall  try  to  get  to 
London  by  motor,  rather  than  show  myself 
at  a  railway  station,  and  will  go  straight  to 
the  Savoy  Hotel.  You  will  get  this  just  in 
time  to  meet  me  there  if  you  start  from  Paris 
Thursday  morning.  I  shall  finish  this  letter 
and  write  another,  arranging  about  the  motor. 
And  to  do  both  I've  but  one  sheet  of  paper. 
— Your  loving  "  Violet." 

Christopher  stood  silently  thinking  for  a 
minute,  with  the  half-sheet  of  paper  in  his 
hand.  He  guessed  now  that  the  girl  had 
been  interrupted  in  the  midst  of  her  letter  to 
him,  by  warning  of  her  uncle's  arrival.  The 
man  had  traced  her  to  the  farm-house  she 
spoke  of,  no  doubt,  and  Violet,  before 
escaping  the  second  time,  must  have  given 
the  unfinished  letter  to  someone  in  the 
house,  begging  that  an  envelope  might  be 
addressed  and  posted.  Maurice  Naylor's 
letter  had  probably  been  posted  by  the 
same  hand. 
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Race  remembered  now  hearing  the  name 
of  Hardcastle  mentioned  by  the  village  post- 
mistress, and  how  she  had  said  that  Miss 
Hardcastle  was  an  invalid,  who  had  not  been 
seen  about  since  her  arrival.  He  fancied 
that  Mr.  Hardcastle  must  in  reality  have 
taken  the  house  near  Stoke  d'Estcourt  some 
time  before,  though  to  excuse  himself  from 
giving  an  address  he  had  told  Naylor  that  he 
was  looking  for  a  country  place. 

As  to  the  girl's  ap|)earance  at  the  window 
of  the  castle  keep,  Christopher  could  only 
account  for  it  by  supposing  that  she  had  fled 
to  the  castle  from  a  farm-house  near  by, 
hoping  not  only  to  hide  from  pursuit,  but 
telling  herself  also  that  he  might  possibly 
pass  that  way  with  Scarlet  Rurmer  if  he 
received  her  unfinished  letter.  Perhaps  the 
guardian's  wife,  in  the  absence  of  her  sick 
husband,  had  been  bribed  to  keep  the  girl  in 
the  cottage  overnight  and  then  had  been 
treacherous  enough  to  let  out  the  secret,  or 
else  Hardcastle  had  discovered  his  niece's 
whereabouts  in  some  other  way.  In  any  case, 
Christopher  believed  now  that  the  man  must 
have  been  upon  the  stairs,  or  even  in  the 
room  of  the  window,  when  Violet  had  seen 
Scarlet  Runner  and  thrown  the  cigarette- 
case.  As  she  knew  of  Christopher  Race's 
existence,  she  had  probably  seen  his  photo- 
graph in  some  newspaper,  and  it  must  have 
been  a  relief  to  her  to  feel  that  he  had  come 
to  the  rescue,  even  though  too  late  for  her  to 
carry  out  her  plan. 

The  question  was,  what  had  become  of  the 
girl  after  the  car  drove  away  ? 

Christopher  recalled  the  hard-featured  old 
woman.  She  looked  capable  of  doing  almost 
anything  for  money.  If  a  man  like  Hardcastle 
asked  for  her 
help  and  offered 
to  pay  for  it,  she 
would  have  given 
it.  Certain  it 
was  that  the 
woman  had  lied 
to  him  —  Chris- 
topher— and  per- 
haps the  two  had 
shut  the  girl  up 
in  a  back  room 
of  the  cottage, 
keeping  her  there 
until  it  seemed 
safe  to  smuggle 
her  away  to  Hard- 
castle's  house, 
not  far  off. 


thoughts  passed  through  Race's  mind 
in  the  fraction  of  a  minute,  and  Naylor 
had  hardly  time  to  grow  impatient  at  his 
silence  over  the  letter,  before  he  brought  out 
.the  other  half-sheet  and ;  matched  the  two 
together.  He  and  O'Brian  compared  deduc- 
tions,, and  arrived  at  the  same  conclusion. 

"  I  think,"  remarked  O'Brian,  gravely,  "  that 
we'd  all  better  go  down  at  once  into 
Warwickshire,  and  pay  a  surprise  visit  to  Mr. 
Hardcastle's  house  ;  the  sooner  the  better." 

"  We  can  go  in  my  car,"  said  Christopher. 
"  And  we  can  start  whenever  you  like — in 
half  an  hour,  if  it  suits  you." 

"  You  think  she's  in  danger ! "  cried  Naylor. 

"  Well,  I  think,  anyhow,  that  the  combina- 
tion's in  danger,"  replied  O'Brian,  "if  Miss 
Hardcastle's  committed  it  to  memory,  which 
no  doubt  she  has,  only  keeping  the  paper  in 
case  of  fatal  forget  fulness.  If  that  man  can 
induce  or  force  her  to  tell  him,  now  he's 
failed  to  obtain  the  memorandum  in  the 
cigarette-case,  he'll  do  it." 

"  He's  got  a  good  start  already,"  exclaimed 
Christopher.  "  He  and  the  other  man — the 
*  wicked  valet '  Miss  Hardcastle  speaks  of, 
perhaps— very  likely  had  a  car  themselves. 
I  heard  the  sound  of  a  motor  in  the  fog 
when  they'd  run  off  and  left  me  broken  down. 
After  failing  in  all  three  of  his  attempts 
to-night,  Hardcastle  can  have  gone  flying 
back  to  Stoke  d'Estcourt  if  he  likes,  and,  if 
so,  can  be  well  ahead  of  us  in  reaching  there, 
no  matter  how  soon  we  go  or  how  fast." 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  then,  let's  get  off 
without  a  minute's  delay,"  implored  Naylor, 
"since  you  say  you'll  take  us,  Mr.  Race. 
The  thought  that  harm  may  be  done  to  my 
beautiful  girl   is   intolerable.      I  know   Stoke 
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d'Estcourt  well.  My  cousin,  Sir  Edward 
Leigh,  has  a  place  near.  If  only  I  could  have 
guessed  where  she  was  ! " 

"  There's  one  thing  that  ought  to  be  done," 
said  O'Brian,  "  and  that  is  to  advise  the  police 
to  get  a  warrant  for  Hardcastle's  arrest. 
Aftei wards  we'll  get  the  pugilist  Birkett  to 
produce  the  alleged  *  pal,'  who'll  probably  be 
able  to  identify  his  employer.  Hardcastle 
may  have  disguised  himself  while  making 
arrangements  to  carry  out  that  little  scheme, 
but  he's  got  a  broken  nose,  which  he  can't 
hide." 

"  The  man  who  looked  out  of  the  cottage 
window  !  "  muttered  Race. 

"Also,"  went  on  O'Brian,  quietly,  "we 
shall  very  likely  find  out  that  the  spinster 
who's  said  to  own  The  Laurels  is  a  client 
of  Hardcastle's.  In  that  case  he  would  have 
known  about  her  house  standing  empty,  and 
perhaps  about  the  convivial  habits  of  her 
caretaker.  The  man  may  give  us  trouble  yet, 
his  niece  being  still  a  few  weeks  under  age. 
Besides,  if  he's  wormed  the  secret  out  of  her, 
the  first  thing  he'll  do  will  be  to  slip  off  to 
New  York  and  open  that  safe  at  her  mother's 
bank.  I  suppose  you  don't  know  what  bank 
it  is,  Naylor  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't ;  and  hang  the  bonds  !  I 
want  to  get  to  Violet,"  answered  the  young 
man.     "  I've  money  enough  for  us  both." 

"  Still,  Tve  a  fancy  for  saving  those  bonds," 
smiled  O'Brian. 

It  was  five  o'clock  on  Sunday  morning, 
and  still  pitch  dark,  when  they  started  off  in 
Scarlet  Runner,  but  the  good  car  seemed  to 
know  that  there  was  stiff  work  to  be  done. 
She  flew  as  she  had  seldom  flown  before 
along  the  silent,  empty  roads,  and  at  eight 
three  haggard,  mud-spattered  men  arrived  at 
Stoke  d'F2stcourt  after  a  non-stop  run. 

They  learned  of  the  first  person  they  passed 
in  the  village  where  to  find  Mr.  Hardcastle's 
place,  and  were  there  within  the  next  ten 
minutes,  flashing  through  the  gates  up  to  a 
severe,  (^leorgian  hcuse. 

Mr.  Hardcastle,  announced  a  sour-faced, 
middle-aged  woman  who  opened  the  door, 
was  not  at  home. 

"Are  you  his  valet's  wife? "asked  O'Brian, 
sharply. 

"What  business  is  that  of  yours?"  was 
the  equally  sharp  answer.  \\\i\.  a  look  in  the 
woman's  eyes  told  the  detective  that  he  had 
hit  upon  the  truth.  Violet  Hardcastle  had 
had  grim  jailers. 


"  We  will  see  Miss  Hardcastle,  if  her  uncle 
is  not  here,"  he  said,  authoritatively.  And 
to  his  surprise  and  the  astonishment  of  his 
companions,  the  servant  made  no  objection. 
Ushering  all  three  into  a  handsome,  sparsely- 
furnished  drawing-room,  she  said  that  Miss 
Hardcastle  was  not  well,  but  she  should  have 
the  gentleman's  message,  and  would  either 
conie  down  or  send  word. 

"  Tell  her  it's  Mr.  Naylor,'*  cried  the  girl's 
lover ;  "  Mr.  Maurice  Naylor,  who's  found 
her,  though  she  gave  him  no  address,  and 
couldn't  make  out  the  postmark  on  her 
letter." 

"  Will  she  come  ?  "  was  the  question  in  the 
minds  of  the  three  men.  And  in  two  minutes 
it  was  answered  by  the  girl  herself,  pale  and 
lovely  in  a  tea-gown  of  white,  her  hair  dis- 
ordered as  if  she  had  hastily  risen  from  bed. 

"  Oh,  Maurice ! "  she  sobbed,  running  to 
him,  with  eyes  for  no  one  else. 

It  was  true  that  Mr.  Hardcastle  was  "  not 
at  home,"  as  his  servant  had  said.  But  he 
had  returned  early  that  morning,  by  motor, 
as  O'Brian  had  guessed  ;  and  by  threatening 
to  kill  Maurice  Naylor,  whom  he  knew  to  be 
in  London,  he  had  induced  Violet  to  tell  her 
carefully-guarded  secret,  to  save  her  lover's 
life.  Then,  with  his  confidential  man,  her 
uncle  had  gone  off  again  in  his  car. 

"But  luckily,"  remarked  the  detective, 
when  he  had  heard  these  details  from  the 
girl,  "  he  can't  sail  for  New  York  to-day." 

"I  wonder?"  she  said.  "I  happen  to 
know  that  he's  lately  bought  or  hired  a  big 
steam  yacht,  but  I  don't  know  her 
name." 

"  /f^(?'ll  know  it,  before  we're  many  hours 
older,"  O'Brian  assured  her.  "  We'll  know 
whether  she's  sailed ;  if  so,  from  what  port 
and  for  what  port.  We'll  know  all  there  is 
to  know,  in  fact ;  and  when  Mr.  Hardcastle 
steps  on  shore  across  the  water  he'll  find 
himself  under  arrest." 

Which  was  exactly  what  happened. 
Therefore  Mrs.  Maurice  Naylor  is  a  rich 
woman,  as  well  as  a  very  grateful  and  happy 
one,  in  spite  of  the  enormous  peculations  of 
that  now  celebrated  defaulter,  the  solicitor 
Hardcastle. 

Thus,  after  all,  Christopher  thought  that 
he  might  fairiy  say  he  had  won  his  bet  with 
himself;  so  he  bought  the  repeater.  And 
the  Naylors  presented  him  with  the  gold 
cigarette-case  as  well. 
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O  many  playgoers  the  making  of 
a  play  nlay  seem  a  very  simple 
matter.  In  actual  writing  it  re- 
presents merely 
the  length  of 
half-a-dozen  magazine 
articles,  and,  as  to  the  rest, 
the  good  play,  of  course,  has 
the  art  which  conceals  art. 
But  what  is  this  art  ?  It  can- 
not be  seen,  and  yet  it  must 
be  there,  if  the  written  words 
of  the  playwright,  as  spoken 
by  the  actor,  are  to  have 
dramatic  force.  By  what 
method  does  the  playwright 
achieve  this  end  ?  With  a 
view  to  a  clear  answer  to 
so  interesting  a  question 
we  have  consulted  some  of 
the  most  successful  con- 
temporary writers  for  the 
stage. 

Mr.  Henry  Arthur  Jones 
says,  as  the  result  of  his 
long  experience  in  play- 
writing,  he  now  has  a  defi- 
nite routine.  "  If  a  man  ' 
did  nothing  but  play  whist 
for  thirty  years  he  should  know 
all  the  cards. 

**The  idea,  the  plot,  always  comes 
first.  The  plot  in  a  sense  is  nine- 
tenths  of  a  play.  And  yet  it  should 
be  as  simple  as  possible.  I  believe 
I  could  put  the  plot  of  any  of  my 
plays — with  the  exception,  perhaps, 
of  *The  Silver  King'— on  a  bit 
of   paper    the   size  of    a   shilling. 


MR.    HENRY   ARTHUR   JONES. 
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Let   me   try   with   one— *  The    Middleman,' 
shall  we  say  ?  " 

And,  placing  a  shilling  on  a  sheet  of  paper, 
the  dramatist  drew  a  circle 
round  it,  in  which  he  wrote : 
"An  old  inventor  who  has 
made  the  fortune  of  a  rich 
manufacturer  finds  that  his 
favourite  daughter  has  been 
ruined  by  the  manufacturer's 
son.  He  makes  a  new  in- 
vention, and  ruins  the 
manufacturer." 

"When  I  have  got  my 
plot  I  write  out  my  scenario 
in  a  book  and  draw  up  my 
list  of  characters.  I  find 
that  I  cannot  work  at  my 
characters  satisfactorily  until 
I  have  given  them  names, 
and  the  choice  of  a  name 
which  seems  to  fit  the 
character  is  sometimes  a 
matter  of  difficulty.  When 
I  have  the  scheme  of  a  play 
complete,  then  I  take  it 
away  with  me  into  the  coun- 
try—  some  quiet  place  in 
England  or  France.  I  can- 
not write  in  London,  there  are  too 
many  distractions,  and,  paradoxical 
as  it  may  seem,  I  find  that  the 
quietest  places  to  work  in  are 
hotels.  When  I  want  to  work  at  an 
ho* el  I  can  always  get  the  servants 
to  see  that  I  am  not  disturbed. 

"  When  I  am  writing  a  play  I 
usually  rise  at  6.30  a.m.,  have 
breakfast  of  coffee  and  eggs,  and 
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then  work  till  ten  o'clock  or  so — that  is,  I  sit 
down  for  work  during  that  time.  Sometimes 
I  do  only  a  little  revision,  sometimes  nothing 
at  all.  Then  I  take  a  walk  or  drive,  have 
luncheon,  and  spend  the  afternoon  in  dream- 
ing over  my  next  day's  piece  of  work. 

"  The  first  act  of  a  play  I  always  find  the 
most  difficult.  Life  is  continuous,  but  a  play 
has  to  be  divided  into  three  or  four  sections. 
In  the  general  scheme  one  has  a  lot  of 
material — an  incident,  a  saying,  a  piece  of 
*  business' — to  be  used  somewhere  or  other. 
In  writing  the  first  act  one  has  to  arrange 
where  it  is  all  to  be  introduced.  Almost 
every  line  in  the  first  act  may  thus  have 
reference  to  something  which  is  to  occur  in 
the  second,  third,  or  possibly  fourth  act. 
Of  course,  before  the  play  is  finished  I  may 
make  some  change  in  the  scheme,  some  little 
variation  in  the  scenario.  It  is  like  building 
a  house  ;  the  architect's  plans  and  elevations 
are  carried  out,  but  here  one  may  alter  the 
shape  of  a  window,  or  there  the  position  of 
a  door.  Only  once  or  twice  have  I  had  to 
take  the  entire  building  down  because  the 
plans  were  not  sound." 

In  reply  to  questions  as  to  how  his  "  local 
colour"  was    obtained,    Mr.    Henry   Arthur 
Jones  replied  :     "  For  *  The  Middleman '  I 
visited  the  Potteries  and  read  up  the  sub- 
ject.    Before  writing  *The  Tempter*  1  read 
Froissart's  *  Chronicles.'     But  with  these  two 
exceptions  all    my   plays   treat   of  life  and 
character    with    which     I     am     thoroughly 
familiar.    As  regards  charac- 
terization,  I  can  only  treat 
of  that  which  I  know  from 
first-hand  knowledge.  When 
I  was  in  America  it  was  sug- 
gested to  me  that  I  should 
write  an  American  play,  but 
I  feel  that  I  could  not  draw 
an   American   character.     I 
think  I   know  all  classes  of 
the  English  people — lower, 
middle,  and  upper — and  all 
my  characters  have  belonged 
to  one  or  the  other  of  these 
English  classes.     Stay,  there 
was    One    exception  — 'the 
French    model    in  *The 
Triumph  of  the  Philistines, 
and,  although  the  character 
was  praised  highly  by  a  lead- 
ing French  critic,  I  felt  my- 
self that  it  was  only  made 
convincing    by    the    power 
of  the   actress.    Miss    Julia  mk.  a.  w. 
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"  No,  I  never  make  notes  of  either 
characters  or  incidents.  I  listen  carefully 
to  all  that  I  hear  and  observe  carefully  all 
that  I  see,  and  then  trust  to  my  mental 
impressions." 

Mr.  A.  W.  Pinero,  owing  to  an  illness  from 
which  he  was  recuperating  on  the  Continent, 
unfortunately  could  not  be  seen.  But  he 
has  happily  made  a  statement  concerning  his 
methods  of  work  which  serves  the  purpose 
almost  as  well  as  an  interview  could  have 
done. 

Mr.  Pinero,  we  are  informed,  jots  down 
in  a  note-book  subjects  for  plays,  possible 
titles,  and  method  of  treatment.  He  usually 
starts  with  a  theme  and  then  invents  the 
story  and  characters  by  means  of  which 
Jt  is  to  be  illustrated  on  the  stage.  The 
characters  are  never  preconceived,  they  arise 
naturally  out  of  the  story,  and,  in  the  opinion 
of  the  author  of  "  His  House  in  Order," 
"  the  development  of  character  is  the  highest 
achievement  of  the  dramatist." 

Every  line  in  a  play  is  carefully  thought 
out.  Like  many  other  authors,  Mr.  Pinero 
can  think  best  whilst  his  body  is  in  motion. 
The  pen  is  put  to  paper  in  the  intervals  of 
pacing  his  study,  and  the  idea  of  a  scene  has 
been  worked  cut  whilst  cycling  in  the  park. 
He  writes  usually  in  the  evening,  and  it 
is  considered  a  good  evening's  work  if  a 
single  speech  has  been  got  "  letter  -  perfect," 
as  actors   would   say. 

Mr.  Pinero  must  see  his 
scenes.  He  went  and  had 
a  good  look  at  the  Albany 
before  placing  there  the 
chambers  of  Aubrey  Tan- 
queray.  For  the  later  scenes 
he  visited  Haslemere,  which 
he  called  "  Willowmere," 
and  Mrs.  Cortelyon's  house 
was  one  which  he  had  actu- 
ally seen  there  as  the  guest 
of  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward. 
He  always  makes  a  sketch 
for  the  scene-painter  and  a 
ground  plan  for  the  stage- 
carpenter,  and  the  details 
are  rigidly  adhered  to,  even 
as  to  the  position  of  every 
piece  of  furniture. 

As  may  be  supposed  from 
these  particulars,  the  making 
of  a  play  by  Mr.  Pinero  is 
a  question  of  months  rather 
than  of  weeks.  *'The 
Notorious  Mrs.  Ebbsmith  " 
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took  fifteen  months ;  and  "  The  Gay  Lord 
Quex  "  was  exceptional  among  his  most  suc- 
cessful plays  of  recent  years  in  occupying  only 
six  months.  "  The  Second  Mrs.  Tanqueray  '* 
represented  nine  months'  work,  and  a  some 
what  longer  period,  we  believe,  was  devoted 
to  '*  His  House  in  Order.''  And  to  ensure 
working  at  his  best  Mr.  Pinero  has  to  seek 
the  retirement  of  the  coun- 
try, secure  from  the  calls  of 
society.  Scarcely  one  of  his 
recent  plays,  we  believe,  has 
been  written  entirely  in 
London. 

Mr.  VV.  J.  Locke,  whose 
"The  Morals  of  Marcus'' 
was  one  of  the  most  success- 
ful plays  of  1906,  explained 
his  method  in  the  course  of 
an  interview  at  the  offices 
of  an  important  professional 
institution  of  which  he  is  the 
secretary. 

The  play  just  mentioned 
was  an  adaptation,  of  course, 
from  Mr.  Locke's  novel, 
'*The  Morals  of  Marcus 
Ordeyne."  Apropos  of  this 
circumstance,  Mr.  Locke 
contested  the  prevalent  idea 
that  it  was  "easier"  to  adapt 
a  novel  to  the  stage  than 
to  construct  an  entirely 
original  play. 

"  According  to  my  experience,"  said  Mr. 
Locke,  who  produced  his  first  play  eight 
years  ago,  at  the  age  of  thirty-six,  "  it  is  more 
difficult.  To  turn  a  novel  into  a  play  is  like 
taking  the  principal  figure  out  of  a  picture 
and  putting  it  into  sculpture — and  every  artist 
knows  how  essentially  diflferent  is  art  in  the 
flat  and  the  round.  Art  on  the  stage  is 
entirely  objective.  On  the  modern  stage,  at 
least,  a  man's  motives  and  feelings  must  be 
explained  by  his  actions  ;  all  that  he  speaks 
to  the  audience  must  be  for  the  purpose  of 
carrying  the  action  forward. 

"  My  first  step  in  the  making  of  a  play," 
continued  Mr.  Locke,  speaking  generally  of 
his  method  of  work,  "  is  to  find  my  root-idea. 
This  is  usually  concerned  with  a  triangle  of 
persons — it  may  be  two  women  and  one 
man,  or  two  men  and  one  woman.  I  have 
next  to  consider  my  thesis,  the  right  or 
wrong  of  a  certain  course  of  action  to  be 
illustrated  on  the  stage.  Then  I  get  to  the 
subordinate  characters,  whose  actions  are,  of 
course,  dependent  on  those  of  the  triangle. 


MR.    W.    J. 
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They  may  have  little  or  nothing  to  do ;  on 
the  other  hand,  they  may  become  of  great 
miportance  in  the  telling  of  the  story.  One 
can  never  tell  at  the  outset  what  will  become 
of  these  subordinate  characters.  Take  the 
part  of  a  confidential  servant.  He  may 
merely  have  to  announce  that  the  carriage 
waits  or  he  may  become  one  of  the  pivots 
of  the  plot,  as  in  *  The 
Morals  of  Marcus,'  and  then 
a  good  deal  of  attention  has 
to  be  given  to  the  develop- 
ment of  the  characters. 

"  Having  got  together  the 
dramatis  persortce  my  next 
step  is  to  divide  the  story 
into  the  series  of  three  or 
four  water  -  tight  compart- 
ments— in  other  words,  acts 
— demanded  by  the  exigen- 
cies of  the  theatre,  each 
compartment  being  complete 
in  itself,  and  yet  having  its 
proper  relationship  to  the 
other  two  or  three.  At  this 
point  I  may  find  that  my 
root-idea  is  impracticable  for 
the  stage ;  the  story  cannot 
well  be  brought  into  sub- 
mission to  those  severe 
limitations  of  time  and  space 
which  the  stage  imposes. 
In  this  case  all  my  work  has 
been  thrown  away  and  I 
have  to  start  afresh. 
"  In  grappling  with  these  limitations  of 
time  and  space,  I  have  sometimes  wished  I 
could  have  had  the  use  of  a  miniature  stage 
whereon  I  could  have  arranged  exits  and 
entrances,  and  placed  the  furniture.  But,  in 
point  of  fact,  I  have  had  no  assistance 
beyond  pen  and  paper. 

"As  regards  scenery,  I  rely  for  my  local 
colour  upon  recollection.  That  is  much 
better,  I  think,  than  visiting  places  specially 
in  order  to  use  them  in  a  play ;  one's  im- 
pressions are  so  much  more  spontaneous. 
They  will  not  have  photographic  accuracy, 
perhaps,  but  it  is  always  possible  to  verify 
little  matters  of  fact  by  reference  to  guide- 
books. I  have  gone  about  the  world  a  good 
deal,  and  I  am  never  at  a  loss  for  a  scene — 
in  fact,  the  right  spot  always  occurs  to  me  in 
the  most  charming  way  just  at  the  right* 
time." 

Mr.  Sydney  Grundy  has  been  resting  on 
his  laurels  for  some  time  past,  and  was  at 
first   disinclined   to    speak   about   his  work. 
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But  his  interest  in  the  subject  was  soon 
kindled,  and  it  is  evident  that  in  his  heart  he 
has  not  written  "Finis"  to  his  brilHant  career 
of  dramatic  authorship.  At  any  rate,  in  answer 
ing  questions,  the  past  tense  which  he  at  first 
adopted  was  soon  unconsciously  abandoned. 

'*  How  do  I  write  a  play  ?  Well,  1  first 
think  of  the  story,  because  to  me  a  good 
story  has  always  been  of  the  first  import- 
ance. I  don't  undervalue  characterization, 
but,  if  one  has  a  good  story  to  tell,  the 
characters  will  arise  naturally  out  of  it.  In 
a  play,  it  seems  to  me,  the  story  ought  to 
be  one's  main  concern  ,  in  drama  the  chief 
interest  must  necessarily  be  dramatic,  not 
psychological  nor  philosophical,  although  it 
may  contain  both  psychology  and  philosophy. 

**  Having  thought  of  a  story  I  carry  it 
about  with  me  for  some  time,  continually 
turning  it  over  in  my  mind.  If  it  continues 
to  interest  me,  I  set  to  work 
thinking  out  the  characters 
by  which  the  story  can  be 
most  effectively  told,  then  of 
the  scenario,  and  the  division 
into  acts.  I  allow  the  whole 
thing  to  fructify  in  my  mind, 
and  do  not  put  pen  to  paper 
for  the  actual  writing  of  the 
play  until  I  feel  absolutely 
compelled  to.  Sometimes 
I  have  begun  without  having 
settled  some  knotty  point  in 
construction.  Pondering  over 
it  in  an  arm-chair  the  pro- 
blem has  seemed  unsolvable, 
but,  having  got  to  work, 
when  the  time  came  it  has 
solved  itself. 

'*Once  the  writing  is 
started,  however,  I  have  to 
go  on  until  the  play  is 
finished.  I  cannot  under 
stand  how  some  playwrights 
can  write  an  allotted  portion 
every  day,  fulfilling  all  kinds 
of  social  engagements  in  the  mr.  syoney 

meantime.      Once  started  I  FrvmaPhoto.by 

have  to  go  on,  stopping 
only  for  necessary  food  and  sleep,  and 
I  have  sometimes  worked  far  into  the 
night  until  *  fagged  out.'  A  play  has  thus 
.been  finished  in  a  few  days;  upon  none  of 
my  plays,  probably,  have  I  spent  more  than 
a  month,  unless  there  has  occurred  some 
unavoidable  interruption.  Of  course,  I  am 
speaking  of  the  actual  writing ;  the  work  of 
preparation,  as  I  have  indicated,  may  occupy 
months. 


"  At  one  time  I  was  most  conscientious 
over  the  MS  of  a  play.  I  would  show  not 
only  every  exit  and  entrance  and  the  position 
of  the  furniture,  etc ,  but  I  would  describe  in 
detail  every  bit  of  '  business.'  But  after  a 
time  1  found  it  desirable  to  leave  something 
to  the  actor. 

*'  Of  course,  if  one  is  writing  a  play  for  a 
particular  actor  or  actress,  one's  method  would 
be  different,  but  this  is  a  thing  I  have  never 
cared  to  do.     Nor  have  I  liked  writing  a  play 
to  order ;    the  work  then  always  seemed  so 
forced    and    laborious.      I   remember  once 
having   accepted  a   commission — for   a   big 
spectacular  play,   I   think   it  was.     Do  you 
know,  I  could  not  get  to  work  on  the  thing ; 
the  slightest  trifle  would  distract  my  attention, 
and  I  would  watch  a  fly  on  the  window  for  an 
hour  at  a  time.   One  morning  I  was  feeling  per- 
fectly^ wretched  about  my  futile  waste  of  time, 
and  at  last  came  to  the  con- 
clusion  that   work   for   that 
day,  at  least,  was  impossible. 
I  would  read  for  a  time.     I 
took     down    a    volume    of 
Labiche's  plays.     I  thought 
I  had  read  them  all   years 
before,    but    I    found    one 
which,  from  the  uncut  edges, 
I  had  evidently  overlooked. 
Just  as  I  had  finished  read- 
ing it  my  wife  came  into  the 
room,  and    I   exclaimed   to 
her,   *  My  dear,  before  I  do 
anything   else  I  must  make 
an    English  version    of  this 
play.     I  have  a  good  mind 
to  sit   down    and    begin   at 
once.'       *  Well,   why   not  ?  ' 
she   replied.      *  By   Jove,    I 
will.'    I  returned  to  my  desk 
at  once,  thought  no  more  of 
the  spectacular  drama,  and 
in  nine  days  had  *  A  Pair  of 
Spectacles '    ready    for    the 
stage.     And  in  my  opinion 
GRUNDY.  it  was  the  best  thing  I  have 

EiJiou  it  Fry.  evcr  done." 

"  The  ideal  way,"  said  Mr.  Louis  N. 
Parker,  "  no  doubt,  is  to  think  out  a  central 
character  and  then  let  it  develop  as  it  will. 
Plot,  dramatis  personce,  scenery  will  follow 
naturally — the  inevitable  outcome  of  the  one 
great  character.  But  I  do  not  pretend  that 
I  have  always  been  able  to  follow  this  ideal 
method. 

"  The  mechanical  method  to  which  one 
has  been  obliged  sometimes  to  have  recourse 
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is  to  get  hold  of  an  idea  and  base  one's  plot 

upon  it — a  motor-car  accident,  for  example, 

and   the   possibilities  of  its 

sequel.     The  great  objection 

to  this  method  is  that  it  is 

apt  to  cause  one  to  make  the 

characters  fit  the  story. 

"A  third  plan  I  have 
sometimes  adopted  is  to  take 
a  group  of  characters  —  a 
suburban  family,  say — and 
endeavour  to  give  a  picture 
of  their  respective  lives.  But 
this  method  is  likely  to  re- 
sult in  a  play  which  will  not 
attract  the  public,  who  do 
not  care  to  see  on  the  stage 
the  incidents  and  circum- 
stances of  their  own  experi- 
ence. When  they  go  to  the 
theatre,  on  the  contrary,  they 
want  to  be  taken  out  of  their 
own  lives.  In  my  own  work 
I  am  an  optimist,  although 
I  have  great  respect  for  the 
pessimists  and  their  aims. 

"I  don't  think  there  is 
anything  more  to  be  said  that 
would  be  at  all  distinctive 
about  my  own  methods  as  a  playwright.  I 
simply  write  them  just  as  one  might  write 
novels,  making  use  of  no  mechanical  aids.  It 
seems  to  me  that  the  drama- 
tist who  wants  the  assistance 
of  puppets  on  a  model  stage 
must  lack  that  dramatic 
imagination  whi -h  ought  to 
be  the  first  essential  of  his 
art,  and  for  my  own  part,  as 
regards  the  technical  busi- 
ness of  the  stage,  I  think  a 
good  deal  ought  to  be  left 
to  the  skill  of  the  actor." 


Mr.  R.  C.  Carton,  the 
author  of  "Liberty  Hall," 
"Lord  and  I^dy  Algy," 
"Lady  Huntworth's  Experi- 
ment," and,  more  recently, 
of  "  Mr.  Hopkinson,"  thus 
explained  his  methods. 

"  I  should  lay  more  stress 
upon  difference  of  treatment 
than  difference  of  method," 
said  Mr.  Carton,  when  asked 
wherein  his  method  of  writing 
a  play  differed  from  that  of 


given  exactly 
write   a  play 
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the  dramatists  already  interviewed.     "  As   I      months ;    the 
once  said  to  Pinero,  I  believe  we  might  be      than  two. 


the  same  idea  upon  which  to 

and  'yet,  in  the  result,  there 
would  not  be  the  slightest 
resemblance  between  your 
play  and  mine — characters 
and  incidents  would  be  quite 
different.  With  a  play,  as 
with  a  lady's  dress,  so  much 
depends  upon  the  trimming 
and  the  garnishing — the  em- 
broidering would,  perhaps, 
be  the  better  word. 

"  I  embroider  a  play  a 
good  deal  between  the  fime 
when  the  first  idea  occurs 
to  me  and  the  time  when  I 
actually  write  the  dialogue. 
Take  *  Mr.  Hopkinson,' 
for  example.  At  the  outset 
I  had  merely  the  idea  of  a 
suburban  *  bounder  '  coming 
in  for  an  immense  fortune 
and  getting  taken  up  by 
society  people,  among  whom 
all  kinds  of  little  embarrass- 
ments would  beset  him. 
The  idea  seemed  promising, 
and  as  I  thought  it  out  from 
day  to  day  all  kinds  of  by- 

themselves.     Hopkinson's  new 
naturally  want  to  marry  him 

a  society  lady  could  only  be 
willing  to  marry  a  man  like 
Hopkinson  for  the  sake  of 
his  money.  She  would  have 
nn  admirer,  but  he  would 
be  reconciled  to  her  marry- 
ing Hopkinson  in  the  expec- 
tation that  he  would  have 
the  free  run  of  their  house 
after  they  were  married. 
Then  I  thought  of  the  lady's 
father ;  he  would  be  away 
a  great  deal,  travelling,  and 
she  would  be  left  in  charge  of 
two  other  relatives.  It  occur- 
red to  me  that  the  old  man's 
amazement  when  he  came 
home  and  was  introduced 
to  his  future  son-in-law  would 
make  a  good  situation  ;  and, 
as  it  turned  out,  I  believe 
it  did.  In  this  way  the 
play  was  built  up,  bit  by 
bit,  from  one  simple  idea. 
I  was  engaged  on  *  Mr. 
Hopkinson'  for    several 

actual   writing    took    me   less 
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"  In  writing  the  dialogue  I  always  try  to 
remember  that  each  scene  ought  to  carry 
forward  the  story  and  add  something  to  the 
audience's  knowledge  of  the  characters.  And 
at  the  end  of  an  act  I  like  to  leave  the 
audience  something  to  think  over,  something 
which  is  quietly  suggestive  of  future  possi- 
bilities ;  in  contrast  to  the  old-fashioned 
'curtain,'  when  a  dramatic  situation  had  to 
be  worked  up  to,  at  which  the  hero  and 
heroine  struck  attitudes  in  the  midst  of  a 
group  of  the  other  characters.  Perhaps  I 
can  best  illustrate  what  I  mean  by  reference 
to  the  second  act  of  *Lady  Huntworth's 
Experiment.'  As  you  may  remember.  Lady 
Huntworth's  worthless  husband  comes  to 
the  country  rectory  where  she  h^s  taken  a 
situation  as  cook  and  is  discovered  by 
Captain  Dorvaston,  who  has  fallen  in  Ipve 
with  her.  She  asks  him  to  -  take  the 
drunken  fellow  away  and  put  hin^  in  a 
ditch.  As  he  is  about  to  obey,  the  «^n 
makes  an  exclamation  which  leads  the ' 
Captain  to  say,  in  astonishment,  *  So  you 
know  the  fellow,  then  ? '  *  Yes,'  she  <3uietly 
replies ;  *  he  was  my  husband  at  one  lime.' 
That  is  all,  and  the  Captain  proceeds  to 
carry  the  man  away  as  the  curtain  falls. 
The  fall  of  the  curtain  at  this  point  pro- 
vokes thought  as  to  the  development  of 
the  story.  In  the  old  days  Lady  Hunt- 
worth  would  have  given  a  dramatic  recital 
of  her  matrimonial  wrongs ;  she  and  the 
Captain  would  probably  have  been  posed 
in  the  centre  of  a  stage  crowd,  and  then  the 
curtain  would  have  descended,  to  rise  again 
in  response  to  the  applause,  revealing  them 
all  in  exactly  the  same  attitudes.  I  certainly 
think  that  the  dramatists  of  to-day  can  con- 
gratulate themselves  upon  having  simplified 
their  *  curtains.' 

"  I  am  a  great  believer,"  continued  Mr. 
Carton,  "  in  the  commonplace  book.  I  often 
use  ideas  jotted  down  years  before  ;  at  the 


time  they  may  not  have  seemed  to  come  to 
much,  but  they  have  sometimes  blended 
admirably  with  other  ideas  occurring  to  me 
long  afterwards.  Then  I  attach  importance 
to  the  names  of  characters,  and  whenever 
I  come  across  a  name  which  is  in  any  way 
striking  I  make  a  note  of  it  An  appropriate 
name,  I  think,  helps  the  characterization,  and 
as  soon  as  I  have  all  *my  dramatis  persona 
well  fitted  with  names  the  work  goes  much 
easier. 

"  At  one  time  I  was  very  particular  as  to 
my  writing  materials.  Nothing  but  a  good 
pen  with  a  particular  kind  of  paper,  sitting 
at  a  desk,  would  suit  me.  But,  like  the 
seasoned  smoker,  who  is  content  with  any  old 
pipe,  I  got  into  the  habit  of  scribbling  in  my 
easy-chair  on  any  bits  of  paper  that  were 
handy,  having  a  fair  copy  made  on  the  type- 
writer. In  writing  my  new  play  I  was  agree- 
ably surprised  to  find  that  I  was  able  to 
dictate,  my  daughter  acting  as  amanuensis. 
As  the  result  I  did  an  act  in  twenty-four 
hours*  work,  spread  over  a  week." 

"  I  complete  my  story,"  wrote  Captain 
Robert  Marshall,  **  write  out  a  full  scenario, 
embracing  all  subjects  of  dialogue,  incidents, 
entrances,  exits,  etc. ;  and  then  begin  writing 
the  dialogue,  of  which  I  generally  re-write  a 
great  deal  after  the  first  copy  is  typed."  To 
this  succinct  statement  of  his  method  of 
work  I  found  that  the  author  of  "  The 
Second  in  Command  "  and  so  many  other 
successful  plays  had  nothing  to  add  at  a 
personal  interview. 

A  comparison  between  these  confessions  as 
to  the  secrets  of  the  dramatic  workshop  will 
show  some  points  of  considerable  similarity. 
On  the  other  hand,  important  differences 
will  easily  be  noted  which  may  throw  some 
light  on  the  variations  in  the  finished  product 
when  it  is  seen  on  the  stage. 
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By  Mrs.  Philip  Champion  de  Crespigny. 


^EOPLE  say  they  don't  believe 
j  in  love  at  first  sight,  that  it  is  a 
most  improbable  contingency, 
and  can't  be  the  real  thing. 
What  I  say  is — let  them  try  it. 
I  fell  in  l6ve  at  first  sight.  I 
fell  in  love  hopelessly,  idiotically,  on  a  certain 
afternoon  in  August.  It  happened  in  my 
friend  Merriton's  studio,  which  he  rents  by 
the  river  in  the  summer  months.  I  never 
fell  out  again,  and  the  very  smallest  bit  of 
experience  is  more  convincing  than  all  the 
theories  and  philosophers  in  the  world. 

I  arrived  at  the  studio  at  half-past  four,  to 
find  that  Merriton  had  been  ordered  away 
by  the  doctor  at  a  moment's  notice.     He  was 
much  older  than  I,  double  my  age  in  fact,  and, 
while  he  worked  for  his  living,  Fortune  had 
endowed   me  with   an  ample  share  of  this 
world's  goods  through  no  merit  of  my  own. 
But  we  had  always  been  friends,  and  I  had 
the  run  of  his  studio  when- 
ever I  liked.     Why  he  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  me,  whose 
ideas   on  art  were  of  the 
sketchiest,  and  who  didn't 
know    the    difference    be- 
tween  a    paint-brush    and 
a  mahl-stick,  or   whatever 
they  call  it,  I  could  never 
make  out. 

When  I  discovered  that 
Merriton  had  gone  away, 
I  requested  the  deaf  old 
man  who  represented  the 
household  in  the  river- 
side studio  to  give  me 
tea,  and  announced*  that  I 
had  come  to  stay  for  a 
couple  of  days  at  the 
least.  When  it  appeared 
I  seated  myself  sideways 
on  the  table  at  one  end 
of  the  room,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  filling  my  cup 
from  the  teapot  when  the 
sound  of  the  door  opening 
made  me  look  up. 

The  vision  that  greeted 
my  eyes  held  me  spell- 
bound for  the  moment. 
Framed  in  the  doorway  a 
girl   was   standing,   in  evi- 

Vol.  xjcxiv.- 


dent  hesitation  whether  to  come  in  or  beat 
a  retreat.  She  was  dressed  in  pale  blue, 
with  a  big  floppy  kind  of  hat  of  the  same 
colour,  and  the  most  splendid  wavy  chestnut 
hair  imaginable.  Her  eyes  were  grey,  with 
long,  dark  lashes  and  clearly  marked  eye- 
brows, and  a  mischievous  little  dimple 
appeared  in  each  cheek  when  she  smiled  ; 
and  she  smiled  directly  I  looked  up,  probably 
at  the  teapot.  She  was  the  loveliest,  daintiest 
little  person  I  had  ever  seen  in  my  life,  and 
in  spite  of  all  the  arguments  to  the  contrary 
I  fell  head  over  heels  in  love  there  and 
then. 

"  May  I  come  in  ? "  she  asked,  pushing 
the  door  a  little  wider  open.  "  I  couldn't 
make  anyone  hear  the  bell,  so  I  just  walked 
in." 

"The  best  thing  you  could  do,"  I  replied, 
eagerly,  remembering  my  manners  :  "  the 
man  is  stone  deaf  and  never  hears  anyone. 
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Please  come  in  and  let  me  give  you  some 
tea."  I  closed  the  door  behind  her,  and 
drew  a  chair  invitingly  forward. 

"  I  am  late,"  she  remarked,  sitting  down 
and  drawing  off  her  gloves ;  "  but  then  Tm 
always  late  for  everything.  Aunt  Jane  says 
she  would  expect  the  skies  to  fall  if  I  wasn't, 
so  perhaps  my  unpunctuality  is  a  merciful 
dispensation  of  Providence,  though  what 
grounds  she  has  for  anticipating  so  remark- 
able a  phenomenon  I  have  never  inquired." 

She  drew  the  chair  to  the  table  and  laid 
her  gloves  beside  the  tray,  quite  unruffled 
by  anything  apparently  unusual  in  the 
situation,  and  I  suggested  that  she  would 
pour  out  the  tea  much  better  than  I,  a 
mere  man,  could  hope  to.  She  lifted  the 
lid  and  peeped  into  the  pot,  in  the  way 
people  do,  though  what  they  expect  to  find 
there,  except  tea,  I  can't  imagine.  I  pro- 
cured a  second  cup  and  saucer  from  Merri- 
ton's  factotum,  and,  reseating  myself  on  the 
edge  of  the  table,  watched  my  visitor  slowly 
consume  two  bits  of  bread  and  butter  while 
continuing  to  converse  in  a  light-hearted, 
irresponsible  sort  of  fashion. 

"  Tve  had  no  tea,"  she  said,  looking  at  me 
across  the  tray  with  a  pair  of  grey  eyes  that 
I  noticed  were  soft  and  deep.  "  I  didn't 
wait  for  it.  I  ought  to  have  been  here  at 
four  o'clock,  and  Aunt  Jane  would  be  mad 
with  me  if  she  knew  how  I  had  been  wasting 
your  precious  time.  So  I  just  came  straight 
on  from  the  river  without  going  home  at  all." 

I  was  mystified ;  she  seemed  to  take 
things  so  very  much  for  granted,  and  to  con- 
sider no  explanation  necessary.  Of  course, 
I  might  have  guessed  the  reason  of  it  at  once 
had  I  had'  my  wits  about  me,  and  with  her 
next  remark  enlightenment  came. 

"  It  is  really  good  of  you,  Mr.  Merriton, 
to  let  me  come  at  this  hour  at  all,  but  it  was 
so  impossible  to  find  time  before  lunch. 
Aunt  Jane  has  sent  all  sorts  of  injunctions 
about  the  portrait.  She  was  unable  to  come 
herself  owing  to  a  bad  chill." 

I  expressed  a  polite  regret  which  was  far 
from  genuine,  and  was  on  the  point  of  ex- 
plaining that  unfortunately  I  was  not  Merri- 
ton, when  she  continued  : — 

"  I  am  down  here  for  six  weeks,  so  I  can 
give  you  heaps  of  sittings.  Aunt  Jane  says 
the  portrait  is  to  be  full-face  and  standing 
up,  and  I  am  to  be  sure  my  hair  is  tidy — 
though  if  it  is  she  will  expect  the  skies  to  fall 
again.  You  are  to  avoid  the  expression  of 
brazen  assurance  so  sadly  prevalent  in  the 
present  day,  and  at  the  same  time  there  is  to 
be  no  suspicion  of  a  simper.     That  is  what 


Aunt  Jane  says,  and  will  you  please  make  a 
note  of  it  ?  "  she  finished,  her  grey  eyes  brim- 
ming over  with  mischief.  I  smiled  back  at 
her,  wild  rebellion  surging  in  my  heart  that 
Fate  had  not  made  me  an  artist. 

Then  all  in  a  moment  I  made  up  my  mind. 
That  this  vision  of  loveliness  should  have 
come  into  my  life  to  walk  straight  out  again, 
simply  because  I  couldn't  paint,  was  not  to 
be  borne.  There  was  one  way  out  of  it,  and 
I  took  it. 

"  If  you  wish  to  please  Aunt  Jane,"  she 
went  on,  "  you  will  make  it  as  early  Victorian 
as  possible.  But  I  refuse  to  be  early 
Victorian  to  please  anybody,  so  she  consents 
to  leave  it  with  you.  You  will  have  the 
Scylla  of  Brazen-assurance  on  the  one  hand, 
and  the  Charybdis  of  a  Simper  on  the  other, 
and  I  can't  help  thinking  it  is  going  to  give 
you  a  good  deal  of  trouble." 

I  laughed.  "  That  seems  more  than 
probable,"  I  assented,  filling  her  cup  for  the 
second  time,  "and  a  great  many  sittings 
will  be  necessary.  The.  picture  will  require 
a  lot  of  thinking  over,  and  must  not  be 
begun  in  a  hurry." 

"  Aunt  Jane  thinks  you  would  wish  to 
begin  it  at  once." 

I  shook  my  head.  "  That  is  just  where 
people  who  know  nothing  about  it  are  wrong," 
I  answered.  "  The  first  thing  to  be  done  is 
to  study  the  subject,  which  takes  longer  than 
you  might  think.  If  you  won't  mind  coming 
here  every  day " 

"But  Aunt  Jane  thinks  you  are  a  very 
rapid  worker." 

"There  again  she  is  wrong.  It  depends 
entirely  on  the  subject.  You  see,"  I  added 
hastily,  as  she  looked  up  with  inquiry  in  her 
eyes,  "I  shall  have  to  see  you  in  different 
sorts  of  surroundings  before  deciding  how 
you  are  to  be  painted.  Some  might  be 
entirely  unsuitable  and  look — er — out  of 
drawing." 

"  Out  of  drawing  ? "  she  said,  doubtfully. 
"  Do  you  mean  out  of  place  ?  " 

"Same  thing,"  I  replied,  feeling  that  the 
less  I  went  into  details  the  better ;  "  it  may 
be  that  a  river  background  would  be  best, 
drooping  trees  and  swirling  swallows,  and  so 
on." 

"  If  it's  full  of  drooping  trees  and  swirling 
swallows  there  won't  be  room  for  me." 

"I  must  see  before  I  can  judge.  It's 
possible  you  may  look  best  in  the  garden,  or 
perhaps  the  studio,  or  a  motor-car,  or  a 
hundred  other  things." 

"And  how  long  will  it  be  before  you 
decide  ?  "  she  asked,  in  astonishment. 
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"  I  can't  say  ofif-hand.  To-morrow  we  will 
go  out  on  the  river,  and  I  shall  be  able  to 
see  how  you  would  look  with  a  setting  of 
flowing  water  and  trees." 

"  I  don't  think  Aunt  Jane  expects  flowing 
water  and  trees,"  she  said,  doubtfully. 

I  rose  from  the  table  and  sauntered  across 
to  the  empty  fireplace,  where  an  array  of  pipes 
in  varying  stages  of  discoloration  showed  that 
Merriton,  like  most  artists,  was  a  smoker. 

"  If  I  paint  at  all  I  must  paint  in  my  own 
way,"  I  said,  firmly,  quoting  words  which  I 
had  heard  Merriton  use  on  a  former  occasion. 
"It  may  not  turn  out  to  be  exactly  what 
your  Aunt  Jane  expects  ;  it  probably  won't " 
— it  certainly  wouldn't,  there  was  no  doubt 
about  that — "but  she  must  allow  me  to 
exercise  my  own  judgment  in  the  matter." 

"  That  is  only  reasonable,"  was  the  slightly 
hesitating  answer.  "  Perhaps  it  would  be  as 
well  not  to  mention  your  methods  till  you 
have  actually  started  on  the  picture.  Aunt 
Jane  is  rather  old-fashioned,  and  she  mightn't 
understand." 

I  was  on  the  point  of  asking  for  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  redoubtable  Aunt  Jane,  but,  re- 
membering in  time  that,  of  course,  Merriton 
was  acquainted  with  her,  refrained. 

"An  artist's  life  must  be  delightful,"  she 
went  on ;  "  full  of  dreams  and  ideals." 


"Yes,"  I  answered,  vaguely. 

"  To  be  able  to  reproduce  what  you  see,  is 
so  wonderful." 

"  It  is,"  I  said,  sagely. 

"You  haven't  got  the  face  of  an  artist, 
either,"  she  continued,  looking  at  me 
thoughtfully. 

"I  am  full  of  contradictions,"  I  replied. 
"  I  have  been  ever  since  I  was  a  child." 

"  To  be  able  to  paint  pictures  like  these  " 
— she  waved  her  hand  round  the  walls  and 
easels,  against  which  canvases,  more  or  less 
finished,  were  standing — "  must  be  simply 
entrancing.  What  does  it  feel  like  to  have 
the  artistic  temperament,  Mr.  Merriton  ?  " 

"What  does  it  feel  like?"  I  repeated, 
vacantly.  "Oh,  I  don't  know — makes  you 
feel  whizzy — and  sort  of  sea-sick  when  you 
don't  get  what  you  want.  It's  very  over- 
rated." 

"It  must  be,"  she  agreed,  opening  her 
eyes  wide.  "No  wonder  they  paint  such 
funny  pictures  sometimes.  Why  do  they 
always  wear  their  hair  long?" 

"  To  wipe  their  brushes  in,  "  I  answered, 
promptly ;  "  it  saves  time,  and  is  probably  a 
survival  of  the  Middle  Ages."  Then,  as 
she  began  to  laugh,  I  added,  "I  don't 
wear  mine  long;  it's  out  of  fashion.  The 
great  thing  nowadays   is  not   to   look   like 
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what  you  are,  but  like  something  that  you 
aren't." 

"  I  see,"  she  said,  slowly.  I  shrank  a  little 
from  the  scrutiny  of  those  thoughtful  grey 
eyes  and  hastened  to  turn  the  conversation 
into  other  channels. 

"  Come  out  on  the  river  to-morrow  and  I 
will  make  a  start — at  studying  the  subject,"  I 
urged ;  "  it's  too  late  this  evening." 

"  When  will  be  the  best  light  ?  " 

"The  best  light?"  I  repeated,  stupidly. 
"What  for?" 

"For  the  trees  and  swirling  swallows  and 
things,"  she  answered,  with  some  surprise. 
"  Surely  you  painters  are  very  particular  about 
getting  the  best  light  ?  " 

"Of  course,"  I  assented,  hastily;  "swallows 
always  look  best  about  four  o'clock.  So  if 
that  would  suit  you " 

She  rose  from  her  chair  and  drew  on  her 
gloves. 

"  I  will  tell  Aunt  Jane  the  portrait  is  to  be 
begun  at  four  o'clock  to-morrow,"  she  said. 

"The  study  of  the  subject  will  begin,"  I 
corrected,  opening  the  door  for  her.  She 
looked  at  me  still  with  the  puzzled  expression 
in  her  eyes  and  seemed  to  be  on  the  point  o\ 
speaking.  She  thought  better  of  it,  however, 
and,  having  reluctantly  watched  her  depar- 
ture, I  returned  to  the  studio  to  revise  my 
plans  and  to  inform  Merriton's  master-of-the 
ceremonies  that  I  had  come  to  stay. 

Fate  had  evidently  sent  me  the  chance  of 
my  life,  and  I  was  not  going  to  throw  it  away 
through  any  foolish  blunder  at  the  outset. 
The  day  of  reckoning  held  no  terrors  for  me  ; 
I  would  make  my  peace  with  her  somehow 
when  the  time  came,  trusting  to  luck  for  the 
avoidance  of  her  Aunt  Jane. 

Meanwhile  I  counted  the  hours  that  must 
pass  before  I  should  see  her  again,  and  spent 
the  next  morning  in  bailing  out  the  boat  and 
collecting  Merriton's  best  silk  cushions  for 
her  to  sit  upon. 

She  was  punctual  to  the  minute,  and  made 
no  objection  to  the  suggestion  that  we  should 
adjourn  forthwith  to  the  river.  Her  eyes  had 
lost  the  puzzled  expression,  and  twinkled 
mischievously  when  she  told  me  her  aunt's 
cold  was  so  severe  that  she  had  lost  her  voice 
and  been  unable  to  ask  any  questions.  I 
threw  as  much  sympathy  into  my  reply  as 
politeness  seemed  to  require,  but  I  hadn't 
brought  her  down  to  the  river  to  talk  about 
her  Aunt  Jane.  After  settling  her  comfort- 
ably among  the  cushions  and  taking  my 
place  with  the  sculls,  we  shot  out  into  the 
river,  and  were  soon  engaged  on  more 
engrossing  topics. 


She  made  so  pretty  a  picture  lying  back 
among  the  brightly-coloured  cushions,  her 
white  dress  catching  the  sunlight  through  the 
overhanging  trees  and  the  rippling  water 
beyond,  that  I  wished  I  were  an  artist  in  good 
earnest.  No  flight  of  imagination  would  have 
been  required ;  if  I  could  have  just  painted 
what  I  saw  my  fortune  would  have  been 
made.  I  suppose  my  thoughts  strayed  and 
I  stared  at  her  more  earnestly  than  1  was 
aware  of,  for  she  blushed  and  said,  with  a 
laugh ; — 

"  Do  you  always  study  your  subject  so 
conscientiously,  Mr.  Merriton  ?  And  are  you 
coming  to  a  decision  about  the  picture  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head. 

"  It's  not  merely  a  question  of  background. 
I  must  catch  the  right  mood  as  well." 

"  But  my  moods  are  inexhaustible ;  I 
have  a  different  one  for  every  hour  of  the 
day." 

"  It  will  be  my  privilege  to  study  them." 

"  It  may  take  weeks  at  that  rate." 

"  It  probably  will." 

"  Or  even  months." 

I  nodded. 

"  What  will  Aunt  Jane  say  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  going  to  paint  your  Aunt  Jane." 

She  laughed,  and  dipping  one  hand  over 
let  it  trail  idly  in  the  water. 

"  She  would  not  make  a  good  picture 
Early  Victorian  hair  and  spectacles  leave 
something  to  be  desired  from  a  picturesque 
point  of  view,  to  say  nothing  of  elastic-side 
boots  with  no  heels  to  them,  though  I 
suppose  you  needn't  put  them  in  the  picture. 
Do  you  think  she  would  make  a  good  subject, 
Mr.  Merriton?" 

"She  would  not  be  very  inspiring,"  I 
replied,  evasively. 

"  Fortunately  you  will  not  be  called  upon 
to  attempt  it.  She  will  come  to  inspect  the 
picture  when  her  cold  gets  better,  and  what 
will  she  say  if  it  isn't  even  begun  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  going  to  be  hurried  over  it,"  I 
repeated,  praying  in  my  heart  that  the  chill 
might  prove  of  the  obstinate  sort ;  "  and 
summer  colds  are  very  hard  to  get  rid  of." 

She  looked  at  me  demurely. 

"  Aunt  Jane  is  a  homoeopathist,  and  she 
has  taken  eight  different  kinds  of  medicines 
in  the  last  twenty-four  hours,  all  of  which 
she  says  may  do  her  good  and  can't  do 
her  any  harm.  So  convalescence  may  be 
expected  at  any  moment." 

"  Sufficient  for  the  day "  I  began,  but 

stopped  in  time,  and  there  was  an  awkward 
pause. 

"Do  you  find  portraits  or  landscape  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


VIOLA'S   PORTRAIT. 


389 


most  difficult  to 
paint?  "sheasked, 
after  an  interval. 

"They  are  all 
the  same  to  me," 
I  replied,  care- 
lessly. 

"You  paint  one 
as  often  as  the 
other?" 

I  nodded, 

"You  show 
great  versatility," 
she  said,  turning 
her  eyes  away  and 
looking  over  the 
water. 

I  was  not  quite 
sure  what  versa- 
tility was,  so  took 
refuge  in  silence, 
and  the  talk 
drifted  into  safer 
channels ;  before 
I  could  have  be- 
lieved it  possible 
two  whole  hours 
had  sped  away  and 

the  limit   of  time  reached  apportioned  by 
Aunt  Jane  for  the  first  sitting. 

"  What  about  the  river  background  ?  "  my 
guest  asked,  as  we  parted. 

"  I  must  study  it  in  a  different  light,"  I 
answered.  "  It's  not  very  satisfactory  at  this 
hour  of  the  day.  If  you  would  come  earlier 
to-morrow,  say  at  half-past  two,  the  sun  would 
be  higher  up  m  the  sky." 

So  she  came  earlier  and  we  went  on  the 
river,  and  several  times  again  after  that.  I 
appeased  my  conscience  with  the  reflection 
that  I  was  in  deadly  earnest,  and  that  she 
didn't  seem  to  really  object.  No  doubt  Aunt 
Jane  would  have  objected,  but  I  had  nothing 
to  do  with  Aunt  Jane  and  was  quite  determined 
to  win  her  niece  for  my  wife.  It  seemed 
strange,  but  so  far  I  did  not  even  know  her 
name,  for  to  ask  it  would  have  been  to  betray 
a  suspicious  ignorance,  and  hints  or  leading 
questions  had  failed  to  bear  fruit.  I  had 
discovered  that  her  first  name  was  Viola ;  it 
was  worked  across  the  comer  of  a  hand- 
kerchief she  had  dropped  in  the  studio  one 
day,  and  which  had  since  been  hidden  away 
amongst  my  most  treasured  possessions. 

As  time  went  on  we  seemed  to  talk  less 
about  the  portrait  and  more  about  other 
matters.  After  several  excursions  on  the  river 
she  was  inclined  to  demur  a  little  at  the  diffi- 
culty I  showed  in  making  up  my  mind,  so  I 


00  YOU    PIND   t'ORTRAITS  OR   LANDSCAPB  THB  MOST  DIPPICULT  TO   PAINT?'  SHE  ASKED.' 


suggested  that,  although  the  river  effects  were 
by  no  means  exhausted,  we  should  try  what 
a  garden  scene  could  do  in  the  way  of 
inspiration.  I  took  her  to  a  shady  comer 
in  the  pretty,  old-fashioned  garden,  where 
clematis  and  crimson  ramblers  were  allowed 
to  mn  riot  in  charming  disorder  against  an 
old  stone  wall,  and  the  overhanging  branches 
of  an  ash  gave  shelter  from  the  sun  at  all 
hours  of  the  day. 

Gradually  it  came  about  that  we  hardly 
spoke  of  the  picture  at  all.  When  the  subject 
of  my  decision  was  broached  I  invented  fresh 
excuses  for  delay,  invention  coming  easier 
with  practice,  till  my  ready  ingenuity  surprised 
even  myself  at  times,  and  certainly  seemed  to 
allay  any  doubts  in  the  mind  of  my  guest 
Mercifully  Providence  was  on  my  side,  and 
Aunt  Jane's  cold  held  out  nobly,  slight  com- 
plications during  convalescence  keeping  her 
safely  within  doors.  Beyond  a  half-hearted 
and  perfunctory  remonstrance  now  and  then, 
my  fair  visitor  appeared  quite  content  to  idle 
the  hours  away  in  the  sunshine  and  let  dull 
care  look  after  itself. 

But  dull  care  refused  to  be  banished  for 
ever.  As  the  day  of  reckoning  approached, 
steadily  and  inevitably,  the  enormity  of  my 
conduct  loomed  larger  and  more  insistent, 
and  the  probability  of  bringing  matters  to  a^ 
happy  conclusion  seemed  daily  to  dec^ 
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Aunt  Jane,  having  lingered  through  con- 
valescence in  a  way  that  left  nothing  to  be 
desired,  was  becoming  quite  well  with  a  sort 
of  rush  that  might  enable  her  any  day  to  bear 
down  on  the  studio  on  a  visit  of  inspection. 
Instant  flight  or  prompt  confession  would 
then  be  the  only  course  left  open.  In 
sanguine  and  rose-coloured  moments  it  had 
seemed  to  my  anxious  mind  that  Viola  was 
not  averse  to  spending  the  hours  with  me 
in  the  summer  sunshine,  and  looked  forward 
to  the  completion  of  the  portrait  with  no  very 
great  enthusiasm. 

After  the  first  few  days  she  had  appeared 
quite  resigned  that  I  should  study  her  moods 
and  make  unlimited  notes  for  the  best  back- 
ground. In  the  evenings  I  had  fallen  into  a 
habit  of  strolling  back  with  her  through  the 
wood  that  skirted  the  river,  to  part  at  the 
gate  leading  out  into  the  meadows,  and  I 
would  have  walked  the  whole  distance  had 
not  discretion  kept  me  out  of  sight  of  Aunt 
Jane. 

But  there  were  darker  hours  when  I  felt  I 
had  no  real  ground  for  hope  whatever.  She 
just  took  me  for  an  artist — and  artists,  as  all 
the  world  knows,  are  not  as  other  men,  and 
need  never  be  treated  as  reasonable  creatures. 
She  had  been  considerately  careful  not  to 
interfere  with  my  "  methods,"  but  when  she 
found  to  what  end  those  "  methods "  had 
been  directed  she  would  doubtless  never 
speak  to  me  again.  In  one  of  these  moments 
of  silent  despair  Viola  announced  that  her 
aunt  was  downstairs,  and  that  in  three  or  four 
days  at  most  she  would  be  seen  at  the  studio. 

That  evening,  when  Viola  had  gone  and 
I  was  alone,  I  determined  to  write  to  her.  A 
hundred  times  during  the  afternoon,  while  we 
were  sitting  among  the  vegetables  in  Merriton's 
kitchen-garden — all  else  having  failed,  I  had 
suggested  a  background  of  artichokes  and 
rhubarb  plots — confession  had  been  on  my 
lips,  but  I  had  lacked  courage  to  put  it  into 
words.  It  had  seemed  so  little  a  thing  when 
the  impulse  had  first  gripped  me,  just  to  hold 
my  tongue  and  allow  myself  to  be  mistaken 
for  someone  else  ;  now  the  affair  assumed  a 
very  different  aspect.  How  could  I  break  to 
her  that,  so  far  from  painting  a  portrait,  I  did 
not  know  one  paint  from  another  ;  that  I  had 
enticed  her  to  the  studio  in  my  friend's  absence 
entirely  under  false  pretences,  and  merely  for 
the  joy  of  being  in  her  presence?  Would 
she  forgive  me  ?  Or  should  I  see  the  friendli- 
ness in  those  dear  grey  eyes  turn  to  withering 
scorn  ?     I  dared  not  risk  it. 

So  I  decided  to  write,  to  tell  her  first  of 
my  love,  and  make  confession  after  receiving 


the  answer.  I  could  reasonably  hope  to  win 
forgiveness  with  the  bond  of  declared  love 
between  us ;  and  if  she  refused  her  consent, 
then  my  deception  became  a  matter  of  little 
moment  one  way  or  the  other. 

I  did  not  know  her  name,  but  with  a  flash 
of  inspiration  remembered  I  should  probably 
find  it  in  Merriton's  engagement- book,  which 
I  knew  he  kept  on  the  desk  by  the  fireplace. 
Sure  enough,  "  Miss  Delmore,  four  o'clock," 
under  the  date  of  August  1 5th,  the  day  on 
which  she  had  first  appeared  at  the  studio, 
told  me  all  I  wished  to  know ;  and,  taking 
the  discovery  as  an  omen  of  good  luck,  I 
took  up  the  pen  with  renewed  hope.  I  told 
her  simply  of  my  love,  and  asked  her  to  be 
my  wife,  and  was  on  the  point  of  signing  it 
with  my  name  when  I  remembered  it  was 
only  as  Merriton  she  knew  me.  So  I  signed 
it  "J.  Merriton,"  with  inverted  commas  to 
salve  my  conscience,  and  posted  it,  and  then 
lay  awake  all  night  wishing  I  hadn't.     •    >  • 

Next  morning  I  employed  the  time  walking 
restlessly  from  the  studio  to  the  garden  and 
from  the  garden  back  to  the  studio,  cursing 
the  mad  impulse  that  had  made  me  imper- 
sonate another  man ;  cursing  the  fate  that 
had  made  me  anything  but  a  portrait  painter ; 
and,  above  all,  mildly  cursing  Aunt  Jane  for 
having  got  well  so  rapidly.  In  the  afternoon 
I  wandered  disconsolately  through  the  wood 
to  the  gate  at  which  we  had  so  often  parted, 
and  the  first  object  that  greeted  my  eyes  was 
Viola  coming  across  the  meadow  towards 
me,  bathed  in  the  sunlight  of  the  glorious 
summer's  day,  and  turning  my  world  back 
into  Paradise  again. 

I  opened  the  gate  and  went  to  meet  her, 
both  hands  outstretched.  She  looked  rather 
surprised,  but  put  her  own  into  them  with- 
out a  word. 

"  You  received  my  letter  ?  "  I  asked. 

"What  letter?" 

"  The  letter  I  wrote  yesterday  and  posted 
to  you  last  night,"  I  replied,  with  a  sinking 
heart. 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  I  have  had  no  letter." 

"  I  addressed  it  to  *  Miss  Delmore, 
Cheylesmere  Lodge.'" 

"To  Miss  Delmore?  That's  Aunt  Jane," 
she  replied. 

"Oh!"  I  said,  blankly. 

"  My  name  is  St.  Cross.  My  mother  was 
Aunt  Jane's  sister." 

"  Oh  ! "  I  said  again,  thinking  of  the  con- 
tents of  my  letter ;  and  then  Aunt  Jane  and 
the  letter  and  everything  else  went  clean  out 
of  my  head  as  I  realized  that  her  hands  were 


Digitized  by 


Google 


VIOLA'S   PORTRAIT, 


391 


y  n 


"I  WENT  TO  MEET   HEK,    BOTH   HANDS  OUTSTRETCHED. 

Still  in  mine,  and  she  had  made  no  attempt 
to  release  them. 

"  Viola,  I  love  you,"  I  murmured.  "  You 
know  I  love  you.     Will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

She  dropped  her  eyes  and  hesitated. 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  marry  an  artist,"  she 
said,  slowly ;  "  the  artistic  temperament  must 
be  so  tiresome  to  live  with." 

"  But,"  I  stammered,  "  but "  and  there 

I  stuck. 

"  Yes,"  she  repeated,  "  but ?  " 

"  An  artist  needn't  always  have  the  artistic 
temperament,"  I  urged. 

"  Then  he  couldn't  be  a  real  artist ;  and  no 
one  who  sees  your  pictures,  Mr.  Merriton, 
can  doubt  that  for  a  moment." 

"  You  needn't  be  afraid  of  my  tempera- 
ment— you  needn't,  really.  There  is  nothing 
artistic  about  it — rather  the  contrary." 

"  There  must  be  if  you  are  an  artist.  That 
is  why  I  will  never  marry  an  artist,"  she 
replied  with  decision,  withdrawing  her  hands 
from  mine  and  looking  me  straight  in  the  face. 

"  But  I  am  not  an  artist !  "  I  cried,  at  bay, 
"  and  I  haven't  got  the  artistic  temperament ; 
I  never  have  had  it  and  never  will  If  that 
is  your  only  objection,  Viola,  it  doesn't  exist." 


She  raised  her  eyebrows. 
"  But  you  said  it  made  you  feel 
all  whizzy  and  sea -sick  when  you 
didn't  get  what  you  wanted." 

"It  wasn't  true.      I  don't  know 
anything  about  it." 

"Then  how  did  you  propose  to 
f)aint  my  portrait  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  propose  to  ;  it  was  you 
proposed  it.     I  never  meant  to ;  I 
don't  know  how  to  mix  the  paints. 
\        I'm  not  Merriton — I  never  shall  be 
— I  mean  I  never  shall  be  an  artist." 
I  explained,  confusedly.    "  My  only 
excuse  is  that  I  fell  in  love  with  you 
the  first  moment  I  saw  you ;  and  now 
I  suppose  you  will  say  I  have  be- 
haved abominably  and  taken  you  in, 
and  will  never  speak  to  me  again." 
She  dropped  her  eyes  and  hesitated. 
"  Perhaps  I  might  refuse  to  speak 
to  you  again,"  she  replied,  slowly, 

"if " 

"If  what?" 

"If  you  had  taken  me  in." 
What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
In   the   July   number  of  the  Battersea 

^azine "  she  began. 

Yes  ?  "  I  said,  wondering  what  it  had  to 

nth  it. 

"  There   was   a  portrait  of  Mr.   Merriton 

among  *  famous  artists  of  the  day.'      He  is 

nearly  bald,  and  has  a  grey  beard,"  she  added. 

"So   you   knew  from  the  beginning?"   I 

asked,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  thought  you  were  Mr.  Merriton  for 
just  twenty-four  hours,"  she  replied,  demurely. 
If  anybody  ever  felt  a  fool,  it  was  I  at  that 
moment. 

"  And  you  knew  all  along  that  the  portrait- 
painting  was  a  sham  ?  " 

She  didn't  answer,  and  my  courage  returned 
with  a  rush. 

"  In  that  case,"  I  said,  boldly,  taking  her 
in  my  arms,  "  I  have  my  answer.  If  you  do 
not  marry  me  now,  it  is  your  conduct  that 
will  have  been  too  disgraceful  for  words." 

Viola  seemed  to  agree  with  this,  and,  as 
the  rest  of  the  interview  is  nobody's  business 
but  our  own,  it  won't  be  recorded  here. 

I  heard  from  Merriton  later  on.  He  was 
in  a  bit  of  a  stew  about  a  letter  he  had 
received  from  a  lady  in  the  neighbourhood, 
apparently  in  answer  to  one  he  had  no 
recollection  of  having  written.  He  thought 
he  wouldn't  be  coming  back  to  the  studio 
just  at  present.  I  have  advised  him  to  spend 
the  autumn  in  Florence. 
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By  T.   C.   Bridges. 


OST  of  us  have  known  a 
moment  when  Death's  wing 
brushed  in  passing,  a  horrible 
second  or  minute  which  seemed 
as  if  it  must  be  the  last  in 
this  world.  Such  hairbreadth 
escapes  happen  every  day,  and  among  those 
of  recent  date  possibly  none  more  sensational 
has  been  recorded  than  that  of  a  certain 
small  boy  while  travelling  from  London  to 
Buckingham  on  a  day  in  June  last.  The 
child  was  leaning  out  of  the  carriage  window 
when  the  door  burst  open  and  the  horrified 
father  saw  his  son  suddenly  disappear. 
Frantically  jerking  the  communication  cord, 
he  brought  the  train  to  a  standstill  and 
leaped  out.  Imagine  his  amazed  delight  on 
seeing  the  boy  on  his  feet,  running  towards 
him  along  the  up  line  !  At  that  very  moment 
the  up  express  came  roaring  on,  and  before 
anything  could  be  done  to  stop  it  the  engine 
had  knocked  the  boy  down  and  passed  over 
him.  Utterly  overcome  by  the  second  catas- 
trophe the  father  staggered  back.  He  could 
hardly  believe  his  eyes  when,  the  train  having 
passed,  he  saw  the  child  pick  himself  up 
and    again    come    pluckily    toddling    back. 


Except  for  cuts  on  the  head  the  little  chap 
was  practically  uninjured.  Indeed,  the 
father's  mental  sufferings  had  been  far 
worse  than  the  physical  ones  of  his  child. 

There  has  lately  been  a  sort  of  epidemic 
of  accidents  of  this  kind.  A  most  extra- 
ordinary incident  was  witnessed  at  the  Welsh 
station  of  Pontlottyn  one  afternoon  last 
spring.  A  train  was  running  into  the  station 
when  a  boy  of  about  six  began  racing  along 
the  platform  by  the  side  of  the  engine.  A 
man  rushed  forward  to  stop  him,  but  before  he 
could  reach  him  the  youngster  stumbled  and 
pitched  head-foremost  off  the  platform,  under 
the  very  wheels  of  the  engine.  When  the 
horrified  spectators  dared  to  look  again,  they 
saw  the  child  lying  crying  on  the  far  side  of 
the  rails.  By  an  almost  miraculous  chance 
the  driving-rod  of  the  engine  had  caught  him 
as  he  fell  and  flung  him  clear  of  the  wheels. 
Beyond  a  few  bruises  he  was  absolutely 
uninjured. 

There  is  a  Swiss  workman  who  tells  an 
astonishing  story  of  a  close  call,  and  one 
which  has  the  merit  of  being  perfectly  true. 
One  day  in  November,  1901,  he  was  busy 
repairing  the  roof  of  a  small  railway  station 
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near  Interlaken  when  the  cleat  on  which  he 
was  resting  broke  away  and  he  found  himself 
sliding  helplessly  downwards.  Exactly  below 
him  was  an  iron  railing,  and  to  avoid  being 
impaled  upon  the  spikes  which  topped  it  the 
man,  as  he  reached  the  edge,  made  a 
desperate  jump.  At  this  very  moment  an 
express  train  came  rushing  through  the 
station,  and  the  man  landed  square  on  the 
roof  of  a  carriage.  Clinging  like  grim 
death  to  the  ventilator  chimney,  he  was 
carried  on  to  the  next  station,  four  miles 
away,  where  the  train  stopped.  There  he  was 
helped  down,  and  found  to  be  none  the 
worse  except  for  a  shaking. 

All  those  who  work  upon  railways  are 
liable  to  find  themselves  in  tight  places,  but  a 
tighter  can  hardly  be  conceived  than,  when 
speeding  down  a  mountain  railway  on  a  hand- 
car at  thirty  miles  an  hour,  to  suddenly 
become  aware  that  a  special  is  panting 
upwards  around  the  curve  in  front.  This 
was  the  actual  predicament  in  which  a  party 
of  four  platelayers  found  themselves  upon  the 
Marias  Pass,  by  which  the  Great  Northern 
Railway  of  America  climbs  the  Rockies. 
There  was  no  time  to  pull  up,  no  possibility 


of  stopping  the  advancing  train.  The  only 
alternative  was  to  jump.  Two  of  the  men 
did  so.  The  line  here  runs  along  a  mere 
ledge  cut  in  the  mountain-side.  Both  the 
unfortunate  fellows  crashed  to  their  death 
among  the  rocks  below.  Of  the  two  who 
stuck  to  the  car,  one  was  crushed  to  pulp 
under  the  wheels  of  the  oncoming  engine; 
the  other,  in  some  extraordinary  fashion,  was 
flung  quite  ten  feet  into  the  air.  He 
described  a  wide  curve  and  pitched  unhurt 
into  a  clump  of  bushes  which  grew  on  a 
projecting  rock  about  twenty  feet  below  the 
edge  of  the  cliff.  It  was  just  the  one  possible 
place  where  he  could  have  fallen  safely.  A 
yard  either  way,  and  he  would  have  dropped 
into  the  rock-strewn  bed  of  the  river  which 
brawled  nearly  a  hundred  feet  below. 

Level  crossings  are  more  common  in  the 
United  States  than  in  this  country,  and  form 
a  frequent  cause  of  accident.  In  August, 
1906,  a  New  York  lawyer,  Conklin  by  name, 
was  in  the  act  of  driving  his  motor  over  one 
of  these  crossings  near  Orangeburg,  when  an 
express  dashed  up  at  nearly  sixty  miles  an 
hour.  Mr.  Conklin  put  on  speed,  but  it  was 
too    late.     The  locomotive    struck   the    car 
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and  sent  it  whirling  in  a  fountain  of  splinters. 
People  rushed  to  the  rescue  and  began  hunt- 
ing for  the  unfortunate  victim's  body.  They 
could  not  find  it.  The  train  had  been 
brought  to  a  standstill  and  passengers  joined 
in  the  search,  but  not  a  trace  of  the  motor's 
driver  could  be  found.  At  last  it  occurred 
to  the  engine-driver  to  walk  round  his  engine. 
There  was  Mr.  Conklin  stretched  on  the 
little  platform  above  the  cow-catcher.  He 
^as  stunned  and  had  several  ribs  broken, 
but  he  has  since  recovered,  and  is  perhaps 
the  only  man  alive  who  can  boast  of  having 
survived  a  collision  with  an  express  train 
running  at  full  speed. 

While  Mr.  Conklin  lay  in  hospital  recover- 
ing from  his  injuries  another  accident  occurred 
in  the  near  neighbourhood  of  New  York.  A 
small  steam  yacht  with  a  cheery  pleasure 
party  aboard  was  steaming  out  to  sea  when 
she  was  run  down  and  capsized  by  a  string 
of  refuse  scows,  which  were  being  towed  back 
into  the  harbour.  Of  the  eight  aboard  the 
yacht  four  clung  to  the  keel  of  their  vessel 
and  were  picked  up;  the  others  sank  and 
vanished  from  sight.  Among  the  latter  was 
a  Miss  Fanny  Day,  and  it  was  the  sad  duty 
of  the  rescued  to  go  and  inform  her  family  of 
her  death.  Imagine  if  you  can  the  utter 
amazement  of  the  messengers  when  they  were 
received  by  Miss  Day  herself,  alive  and  well ! 
Her  escape  is  one  of  the  most  extraordinary 
upon  record.  When  the  yacht  turned  over 
the  girl  was  drawn  by  suction  right  under- 
neath the  barge  that  had  run  them  down. 
She  did  not  lose  consciousness,  but  rose 
again,  only  to  strike  her  head  against  some- 
thing hard.  * 

Realizing  that  she  was  still  underneath  the 
scow  and  with  breath  fast  failing  she  gave 
herself  up  for  lost.  Suddenly  she  was  shot 
upwards  and  found  herself  out  of  water,  but 
in  pitch  darkness.  Something  touched  her 
face.  She  grasped  it  and  found  it  was  a 
chain,  to  which  she  clung  desperately.  As 
soon  as  she  could  get  breath  she  screamed 
vigorously,  and  suddenly  a  great  lid  above 
her  was  lifted,  and  two  men  pulled  her  up 
into  the  light  of  day. 

What  had  happened  was  this.  A  load  of 
garbage  had  just  been  dumped  through  the 
bottom  of  the  barge  at  the  moment  of  the 
collision,  and  when  Miss  Day  ro.-e  through 
the  water  she  had  providentially  struck  the 
trap,  which  was  still  open.  This  closed 
behind,  leaving  her  in  the  hold  of  the  scow, 
imprisoned  in  inky  darkness  and  indescrib- 
able filth,  but  quite  safe  and  unhurt.  All 
the  other  three  who  sank  with    her  were 


drowned,  and  their  bodies  were  not  recovered 
till  long  afterwards. 

Among  startling  escapes  from  drowning, 
an  accident  which  happened  in  Dublin  in 
1902  deserves  to  be  recorded.  It  was  one 
Saturday  night  in  November  of  that  year,  and 
the  fog  was  thick  as  soup,  when  a  cab  con- 
taining four  persons  missed  its  way  and  was 
driven  straight  into  the  Alexandra  Basin. 
Under  ordinary  circumstances  nothing  could 
have  prevented  every  mother's  son  from 
drowning ;  but,  by  a  chance  which  a  novelist 
might  shy  at,  the  cab  happened  to  fall  exactly 
across  the  mooring-rope  of  a  ship,  the  horse 
on  one  side,  the  cab  on  the  other.  The 
cabman  pluckily  stuck  to  his  box,  and  the 
unhappy  passengers,  up  to  their  waists  in 
icy  water  and  boxed  like  rats  in  a  trap,  yelled 
frantically  for  help.  The  ship's  watchman 
heard  them  and  threw  over  a  rope.  One  by 
one  they  were  all  got  safe  aboard  the  vessel, 
and  in  the  end  the  only  death  that  took  place 
was  that  of  the  unfortunate  horse,  which, 
although  it  succeeded  in  breaking  loose  from 
its  harness,  was  drowned. 

Speaking  of  falls,  Scarborough  visitors  were 
treated  to  a  sensation  one  August  afternoon 
in  1903.  A  gentleman  was  riding  along  the 
esplanade  when  his  horse  bolted  and  galloped 
madly  down  the  steep  asphalted  footpath 
known  as  Birdcage  Walk.  That  the  animal 
kept  its  feet  at  all  was  a  marvel,  yet  not  only 
did  it  do  so,  but  it  jumped  a  seat  and  iron 
railings,  and  ended  by  "leaping  straight  down 
the  cliff,  landing  with  a  fearful  clatter  on  the 
asphalt  below,  near  to  the  Cliff  Bridge 
entrance.  There  was  a  rush  to  the  spot.  Of 
*  course,  everyone  expected  to  find  both  horse 
and  rider  killed.  But  they  were  not.  The 
man,  although  stunned,  soon  recovered 
sufficiently  to  walk,  and  as  for  the  horse,  the 
creature  was  absolutely  none  the  worse. 

A  very  similar  but  even  more  startling 
episode  occurred  at  Angers,  the  capital  of  the 
French  Department  of  Maine  et  Loire.  A 
cavalry  charger  was  being  exercised  by  a 
groom  in  the  Rue  de  Brissac,  when,  as  it  was 
crossing  the  railway  bridge,  it  was  startled  by 
an  approaching  tramcar.  The  animal,  which 
was  a  great,  powerful  bay,  plunged  violently, 
and  then  with  one  tremendous  bound  cleared 
the  four-foot  parapet  of  the  bridge  and 
dropped  to  the  railway  line  full  forty  feet 
below.  The  horse  kept  its  feet  and  the  rider 
his  seat,  and  neither  was  a  penny  the  worse. 

One  never  feels  more  utterly  helpless  than 
when  being  run  away  with  down  a  steep  hill 
on  a  brakeless  bicycle.  Dr.  Bach,  a  German, 
while  touring  in  Switzerland  in  the  summer 
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THE  ANIMAL   PLUNGED  VIOLENTLY,    AND  THEN   WITH   ONE  TREMENDOUS   BOUND  CLBARF.D   THE   FOUR-rOOT 

I'ARAPET  OK  THE   BRIDGE." 


of  1906,  had  a^ost  thrilling  experience  of 
this  kind.  He  was  cycling  down  the  pass 
near  Goschenen  when  his  brake  snapped, 
and  the  machine  darted  forward  at  terrific 
speed  down  the  steep  road.  At  the  bottom 
is  the  bridge  which  spans  the  deep  gorge  of 
the  River  Reuss.  The  doctor  did  his  best 
to  guide  his  flying  machine  on  to  the  bridge, 
but  failed.  The  front  wheel  struck  the  near 
wall,  and  the  rider  was  flung  clean  over  the 
far  parapet.  In  falling  he  caught  a  chain 
hanging  from  one  of  the  girders.  The  shock 
nearly  dragged  his  arms  from  their  sockets, 
but  he  was  a  powerful  man  and  succeeded 
in  keeping  his  hold.  He  found  himself 
swinging  in  mid-air,  suspended  over  the  river 
which  roared  far  below  him.  A  motor-car 
came  booming  down  the  pass.  The  unfor- 
tunate doctor  yelled  for  help,  but  he  could 
not  be  seen  from  the  bridge,  and  the  noise 
of  the  machinery  and  the  sound  of  the  river 
drowned  his  cries.  The  car  passed  on. 
Minutes  went  by,  and  the  rattle  of  horses' 
feet  came  to  his  ears.  A  carriage  and  pair 
trotted  rapidly  across  the  bridge.  Again  he 
shouted   and  again  his  cries  were  unheard, 


although  the  carriage  passed  within  a  few 
feet  of  him.  Minutes  dragged  by  like  hours ; 
the  strain  became  unbearable,  the  fingers 
of  the  unfortunate  man  growing  numb. 
At  last,  just  as  the  doctor  was  on  the  point 
of  giving  up  and  letting  himself  drop  into 
the  raging  torrent  beneath,  two  peasants 
came  by  and  saw  him.  They  got  a  rope, 
made  a  noose,  flung  it  over  him,  and  pulled 
him  up.  He  fainted,  and  had  to  be  carried 
into  Goschenen,  where  he  lay  ill  for  a  long 
time.  His  hands  were  perfectly  raw  and 
his  arms  swollen  in  the  most  extraordinary 
fashion.  Yet  he  has  reason  to  be  grateful 
for  as  narrow  an  escape  from  death  as  ever 
fell  to  any  man's  lot. 

The  gorge  of  the  Avon  has  been  the  scene 
of  several  sensational  escapes  from  imminent 
death.  One  day  in  July,  1903,  a  baker's 
trap,  in  which  was  seated  a  blind  lad  named 
Begbie,  was  left  standing  near  the  gully, 
close  by  the  Clifton  Suspension  Bridge. 
The  horse,  trying  to  graze,  gradually  wan- 
dered too  near  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice, 
and  cart,  horse,  and  boy  tumbled  over 
together.     The   height   of  the   clifl"  at   this 
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"  THB  CAKT  ROLLED  OVER  AND  THE  BOY  WAS  FLUNG  INTO  A  TREE.' 


point  is  two  hundred  feet,  and  the  chances 
are  many  thousands  to  one  against  any 
creature,  even  a  cat,  surviving  such  a  fall. 
But  as  it  fell  the  cart  rolled  over  and  the  boy 
was  flung  into  a  tree,  from  which  he  was  after- 
wards rescued  uninjured.  What  is  almost 
more  amazing,  although  the  cart  was  smashed 
to  pieces,  the  horse,  beyond  a  few  cuts,  was 
little  the  worse. 

Upon  another  occasion  a  Bristol  lady  was 
driving  on  Clifton  Down  when  the  horses 
took  fright  and  galloped  frantically  straight 


for  the  edge  of  the  towering  cliffs  above  the 
river.  I'here  were  many  people  about,  but 
none  near  enough  to  help,  and  the  lady  and 
her  coachman  seemed  doomed  to  a  frightful 
death.  Not  a  do/en  yards  from  the  brink 
the  horses  swerved  slightly,  and  one  wheel  of 
the  carriage  struck  a  tree.  The  coachman 
was  thrown  out  and  fell  on  the  pass,  and  the 
lady  flung  open  the  door  and  sprang  out. 
Next  instant  the  horses  dashed  forward  again, 
and,  hurling  themseves  over  the  rocks,  they 
and  the  carriage  crashed  to  the  bottom. 
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The  freaks  of  explosives  are  proverbial. 
They  were  never  better  illustrated  than  at 
La  Bathie  on  New  Year*s  Eve,  1902.  A 
contractor  named  Zachetti  was,  with  the  aid 
of  another  man,  unpacking  a  case  of  dynamite 
in  a  shed  when,  for  some  unknown  reason, 
the  stuff  exploded.  Zachetti  and  his  assistant 
were  blown  literally  to  atoms  and  the  shed 
was  utterly  wrecked.  A  third  man  was  sitting 
on  a  bench  barely  five  yards  away  from  the 
others.  The  bench  was  shattered,  yet  the 
man  was  only  slightly  stunned.  Otherwise 
he  was  quite  unhurt. 

Another  escape  which  borders  on  the 
miraculous  was  witnessed  at  Perranporth,  in 
Cornwall;  in  the  previous  year.  Some  blast 
jng  gelatine,  which  had  been  accidentally 
spilt  by  the  derailing  of  a  trolley  near  Nobel's 
factory,  exploded  with  terrible  force,  killing 
three  men  outright.  A  fourth,  a  carter 
named  Stevens,  was  lifted  into  the  air  by  the 
force  of  the  explosion,  and  picked  up  forty 
yards  away.  His  hat  was  torn  from  his  head 
and  blown  to  rags,  and  his  horse,  close  to 
which  he  had  been  standing,  was  reduced 
to  mangled  fragments  of  flesh.  Yet,  except 
for  a  wound  on  one  leg,  Stevens  was  not 
injured. 

It  is  one  thing  to  be  hurled  instantaneously 
into  the  presence  of  imminent  i>eril,  another 
and  a  much  more  terrible  one  to  see  danger 
approaching  and  be  utterly  unable  to  avoid 
it.  A  more  terrifying  experience  than  that 
of  William  Lee,  a  well-known  resident  of 
Brookfield,  Connecticut,  is  almost  impossible 
to  conceive.  He  was  busy  cutting  wood 
with  a  motor-saw  worked  by  wind-power, 
when,  in  placing  a  log  in  position,  he  slipped 
and  fell  upon  the  carriage.  Unable  to  get 
free,  he  found  himself  being  borne  relent- 
lessly towards  the  sharp  teeth  of  the  whirling 
saw,  nearer  and  nearer,  until  at  last  the  teeth 
actually  began  to  bite  into  his  flesh.  At  that 
instant  the  motor  suddenly  ceased  working, 
and  with  a  last  desperate  effort  Lee  flung 
himself   from    the  carriage.     His  body  had 


hardly  reached  the  ground  before  the  motor 
started  again.  He  had  been  saved  by  a 
momentary  drop  in  the  wind. 

An  equally  horrible  ordeal  was  the  lot  of  a 
Parisian  lady  doctor,  Mme.  Azema.  One 
night  in  March,  1903,  she  was  called  to  see 
a  patient  at  a  private  hotel  in  tKe  Rue  Greuze. 
In  the  semi-darkness  of  the  hall  Mme.  Azema 
stepped  into  the  well  of  the  lift,  under  the 
impression  that  it  was  the  staircase,  and  closed 
the  door  behind  her.  The  door  was  self- 
locking  and  the  lady  found  herself  a  prisoner, 
with  the  lift  slowly  descending  upon  her.  She 
screamed,  but  no  help  came,  and,  frightened 
almost  out  of  her  wits,  she  sank  on  her  knees 
awaiting  death.  Down  came  the  lift.  It  was 
within  a  foot  of  the  prisoner's  head  when  the 
concierge,  hearing  her  screams,  rushed  out, 
stopped  the  lift,  and  rescued  the  poor  woman, 
who  was  fainting  with  fright.  Madame  after- 
wards recovered  damages  for  "  shock  to  her 
emotions." 

One  speaks  of  being  within  an  inch  of 
death.  There  is  a  clerk  in  the  employ  of  the 
Great  Western  Railway  Company  who  can 
truly  aver  that  he  has  been  within  half  that 
distance  of  a  sudden  end.  Many  will 
remember  the  dreadful  accident  at  Slough 
Station  on  June  i6th,  1900,  when  the 
Plymouth  Express  ran  into  a  stationary 
passenger  train,  causing  the  death  of  five 
people  and  injury  to  more  than  thirty  others. 
The  station  also  was  partially  wrecked  by  the 
terrific  impact.  At  the  moment  of  the 
accident  the  clerk  in  question  was  busy  in 
the  booking-office.  The  crash  startled  him 
and  he  looked  up.  At  that  instant  a  great 
mass  of  roofing  glass  came  down  and  in  its 
fall  broke  into  several  pieces.  One  piece 
which  weighed  several  pounds  almost  grazed 
his  nose,  and,  falling  sideways  on  the  book 
in  which  he  had  been  writing,  cut  clean 
through  twenty  pages.  Another  fragment 
almost  as  heavy  and  spear-shaped  fell  on  the 
desk  and  penetrated  the  wood  to  a  deprti  of 
over  nn  inch. 
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HE  wagon,  with  its  gaily-striped 
awning,  its  varnished  green-and- 
white  body,  and  wheels  picked 
out  with  vivid  flecks  of  scarlet 
paint,  moved  through  the 
brilliant  sunshine  of  the  hot 
afternoon,  not  unlike  some  huge,  ponderous, 
blundering  butterfly,  swaying  and  dipping  as 
it  jogged  along ;  the  road,  winding  round  the 
edge  of  the  forest,  was  not  too  level.  The 
warm,  yellow  dust  lay  so  thickly  upon  it  that 
the  roll  of  the  wheels  was  all  muffled ;  the 
two  fine  horses — everybody  in.  that  section  of 
the  State  knew  George  Thurston's  pair  of 
English-bred  roans — trotted  on  soberly,  the 
reins  slack  upon  their  shining  backs,  a 
glisten  of  pers[)iration  showing  upon  their 
sleek  sides.  So  hot  was  it  beneath  the 
gay  *  wagon  cover  that  the  bride  presently 
gave  an  involuntary  gasp,  and  softly  dabbed 
her  crimson  cheeks  with  the  little  lace-edged 
handkerchief  from  her  waistbelt.  Her 
husband,  glancing  down  at  her,  smiled,  and 
pushed  his  hat  back  from  his  sunburnt  fore- 
head and  thick,  curling  fair  hair.  George 
Thurston  was  a  handsome  fellow,  big  and 
blond  and  slow. 

"  Guess  you  find  it  pretty  middling  hot, 
don't  ye,  Lily,  dear  ?  " 

"  Middling  ?  "  echoed  the  bride.  "  If  this 
is  only  middling,  what  would  you  call  quite, 
I  wonder?"  Her  little  laugh  was  musical 
from  pure  happiness ;  she  pressed  her  slight,* 


muslin  -  clad  shoulder  against  his  sleeva 
"Are  we  nearly  there,  George?" 

"  Pretty  nigh — we'll  see  the  chimneys  in  a 
little.  Say,  l,ily,  I  hope  you'll  like  it,  darling." 

"  Like  it  ?  Your  home  and  mine — the 
home  you're  giving  me  ?  "  Her  pretty,  clear 
English  voice  thrilled.  **I  love  it  already," 
she  said,  softly. 

She  was  four-and-twenty,  and  in  her  lace- 
decked  flowered  muslin  and  big  rose-wreathed 
hat  —  both,  like  the  elaborate  puffs  and 
waves  of  her  brown  hair,  having  a  touch  of 
exaggeration  in  their  style  that  was  slightly 
theatrical — looked,  with  her  soft  round  curves 
and  girlish  colouring,  not  more  than  nineteen. 
Half-a-dozen  years  of  grease-paint,  footlight 
glare,  and  late  hours  had  failed  to  rob  her  of 
her  rosy  English  bloom.  It  was  on  the  stage 
of  the  gaudy,  comfortless  theatre  of  the  neigh- 
bouring township,  in  the  chorus  of  a  London 
"musical  comedy,"  that  George  Thurston, 
some  three  months  before,  had  first  seen  her. 
In  her  short  skirts  and  high-heeled  shoes, 
with  slender  bare  arms  and  hair  hanging  to 
her  waist  in  a  great  braid,  she  had  looked  a 
mere  pretty  child,  and  had  sung  her  lines  and 
gone  through  her  "  business "  with  a  dainty 
grace  and  archness  which  had  almost  robbed 
both  of  their  banality.  Thurston,  watching, 
had  seen  nothing  of  all  the  glittering  show  but 
that  one  small  figure;  the  man  was  bewitched, 
and  knew  it ;  he  left  the  theatre  saying  to 
himself,  quite  finally,  that  this  was  the  woman 
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he  would  marry.  But  he  had  watched  her 
performance  some  three  or  four  times  before 
he  contrived  to  obtain  an  introduction  to  her 
through  a  source  that  satisfied  him  —  he 
shrank  sensitively  from  taking  an  advantage 
which  the  fact  of  her  profession  might  have 
given.  It  was  perhaps  something  of  a  shock 
to  discover  that  the  Miss  Lilian  Merivale  of 
the  programmes  was,  in  private  life,  Mrs. 
Morrison  and  a  widow  ;  and  a  greater  shock 
still  to  find  her  the  mother  of  a  little  girl  of 
three.  But  this  surprise,  quickly  over,  had 
made  no  difference  in  either  his  resolution 
or  infatuation. 

His  brief  and  eager  courtship — he  had  not 
been  slow  in  that — had  passed  without  a 
check  or  cloud ;  even  his  widowed  sister, 
middle-aged  and  gaunt,  stiff  with  the  inborn 
severity  and  rigour  of  the  typical  New 
England  village  woman,  had  succumbed  to 
the  girl's  charm,  and  welcomed  her.  Now 
she  had  been  his  wife  for  seven  halcyon  days, 
and  his  happiness  was  still  a  thing  of 
bewildering  bedazzlement,  even  more  marvel- 
lous in  the  reality  than  it  had  been  in 
anticipation.  That  this  dainty,  sparkling 
creature,  this  miracle  of  sweetness  and  beauty, 
should  be  his  own,  should  love  him,  moved 
his  very  soul  with  a  wonder  and  half- 
incredulous  gratitude  which  were  almost 
pathetic.  Something  of  them  was  in  his 
eyes  now  as  he  looked  at  her. 

"Love  it?  Well,  I  hope  you  will,  dear. 
I  guess  it  will  be  a  good  deal  of  a  change, 
though ;  that's  what  I  was  thinking."  Then 
he  laughed,  understanding,  it  seemed,  her 
little  glance  and  gesture.  "  No,  I  won't  say 
again  that  it's  queer  you  married  me.  I 
know  you'd  had  a  real  rough  time — rougher, 
I  reckon,  than  you've  told  me.  But  it's  most 
almighty  queer  that  you  wanted  to,  darling  ! " 

"We  both  wanted  to,"  declared  Lily, 
promptly.  "We  made  up  our  minds  quite 
as  soon  as  you  made  up  yourl  In  fact,  if 
you  hadn't  proposed  to  us  we  would  have 
proposed  to  you.     Wouldn't  we.  Rosy  ?  " 

Her  child  was  nestled  so  closely  against 
her  on  the  wagon-seat  that  she  seemed  part 
of  herself.  Her  sunbonnet  had  fallen  back 
from  her  golden  head  ;  her  little  face,  lovely 
as  a  cherub's,  was  all  moist  and  pink  with  the 
heat.  Roused  by  her  mother's  question — she 
had  been  half  asleep — she  surveyed  her  step- 
father with  a  solemn  attention,  and  nodded. 
Then  she  squirmed  herself  between  the  two, 
wriggled  a  hand  into  Thurston's  pocket,  and 
extracted,  after  some  struggling,  a  partially 
eaten  cake  which  she  had  deposited  there 
half  an  hour  before. 


Thurston  laughed  and  lifted  her  on  to  his 
knee.  The  involuntary  jealousy  which  he  had 
felt  of  the  dead  had  never  been  extended  to  the 
child ;  he  had,  on  the  contrary,  been  honestly 
triumphant  in  the  fact  that  she  "took  to 
him."  It  was  good  that  she  was  so  young, 
he  had  once  said  to  Lily,  simply ;  she  would 
scarcely  know  that  he  was  not  in  reality  her 
father — he  loved  children.  In  a  moment  he 
pointed  ahead  with  a  nod — the  chimneys 
were  in  sight. 

"  There  you  are,  Lily ;  you'll  see  all  the 
house  in  a  minute,  and  Luella  waiting  on  the 
porch,  most  likely.  And  if  you  see  lavender 
it's  her  ribbons — never  knew  Luella  dressed 
for  company  when  she  didn't  have  lavender 
ribbons  somewhere." 

But  there  was  no  Luella  visible  when 
presently  the  wagon  drove  into  the  great 
square  enclosure  surrounding  the  picturesque, 
roomy,  substantial  Thurston  house,  and  he 
lifted  his  wife  down.  Instead  there  stood 
before  the  door  a  little  low  carry-all,  with  a 
plump  brown  horse  half  asleep  jn  the  shafts, 
while  seated  upon  the  veranda  steps  was  a 
stout  brown  man  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets.  Thurston  exclaimed  in  surprise 
that  that  "  was  never  Mr.  Rogers,"  and  he 
got  upon  his  feet,  lifting  his  hat  to  the  bride. 

"  Sort  of  had  a  kind  of  a  notion  it  was," 
he  drawled,  smiling.  "  How's  yourself,  Mr. 
Thurston  ?  And  this  is  Mrs.  Thurston  ? " 
His  eyes,  sleepily  keen,  surveyed  the  girlish 
figure  in  the  pretty  frock  and  the  rosy 
face  under  the  flower  wreathed  hat  with  a 
twinkle  of  approval.  "  Proud  to  make  your 
acquaintance,  ma'am,  and  so  will  Mrs.  Rogers 
be  first  chance  she  can  catch.  She'd  have 
been  around  with  me  now  but  that  she's  got 
her  quilting-bee  on,  and  you  can't  budge 
Miranda  from  a  quilting  with  hitching-ropes. 
And  this  is  Sissy,  eh  ?  Say,  some  folks  are 
real  pretty,  seems  to  me."  He  swung  the 
child  up  to  his  shoulder,  smacked  a  hearty 
kiss  on  each  round  cheek,  and  set  her  down 
again.  "Guess  you're  looking  around  .or 
Mrs.  Hayter,  Mr.  Thurston.  Sorry  to  tell  ye 
she's  home.     She's  sick." 

"Is  that  so?  What,  her  heart  attacks 
again  ?  "  Thurston  questioned,  quickly. 

Mr.  Rogers  "  reckoned  it  might  be."  Any- 
how, she  had  looked  "  powerful  sick "  when 
she  drove  by  in  the  buggy,  and  Hannah 
Grane,  who  was  with  her,  had  seemed  "  sort 
of  scared."  Mrs.  Hayter,  it  appeared,  had 
stopped  at  his  gate,  had  said  that  she  was 
ill,  and  had  begged  him  to  watch  for  her 
brother's  return  ;  she  was  so  sure  of  "  a  bad 
spell"  that   she    preferred   to   be  at   home. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


400 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


Hannah  Crane  should,  unless  she  were 
worse,  return  in  the  morning;  she  hoped 
Mrs.  Thurston  would  "  make  out  to  get 
along"  until  then.  As  for  Sampson  Whit- 
taker,  he  was  "  over  to  Leadville,"  it  being 
market-day,  and  the  house  was  consequently 
left  empty.  Mrs.  Rogers  would  have  "  come 
along"  but  for  the  quilting,  but  she  would 
send  Samantha  Stone  around  in  time  to 
cook  breakfast,  if  Mrs.  Thurston  pleased. 
Having  delivered  himself  to  this  effect,  Mr. 
Rogers  prepared  to  mount  into  the  carry-all. 
Lily  turned  to  her  husband,  flushed  with  a 
sudden  thought. 

"  Your  sister  has  been  so  sweet  to  me," 
she  said,  hurriedly.  "  You  know,  she  would 
have  had  Rosy  with  her  this  last  week  only 
I  thought  she  might  be  happier  if  she  stayed 
with  people  she  knew.  Don't  you  think  she 
would  like  it  if  I  went  to  see  her?" 

"  What,  now  ?  "  Thurston  ejaculated. 

"Of  course.  It  only  seems  kind,  par- 
ticularly when  she  has  been  working  so  hard 
to  get  things  ready  for  me  ;  perhaps  it  is  that 
which  has  made  her  ill.  As  Mr.  Rogers  lives 
so  near  to  Basset,  don't  you  suppose  he 
would  drive  me  in  and  bring  roe  back  if  I 
ask  him  ?  " 

"Of  course  he  would.  But  I'll  drive  you, 
dear,  if  you  really  feel  like  going." 

But  Lily  remonstrated.  That  would  not 
be  at  all  the  same  thing,  she  declared. 
Luella  would  take  her  going  alone  as  a  proof 
that  she  was  as  concerned  as  she  ought  to  be 
and  as  grateful  as  she  felt.  Moreover,  the 
horses  were  tired,  and  Rosy  was  dreadfully 
sleepy.  Do  let  her  have  her  own  way  and 
go  with  Mr.  Rogers — she  would  not  be  a 
moment  longer  than  she  could  help.  He 
could  show  what  a  clever  housekeeper  he  was 
by  putting  Rosy  to  bed  for  a  nap  and  getting 
supper  ready  against  she  came  back.  Of 
course  the  bridegroom  yielded ;  of  course 
the  bride  had  her  way^  and  equally  of  course 
Mr.  Rogers  was  amiably  rer.dy  to  do  anything 
that  was  asked  so  prettily.  In  a  minute  or 
two  Lily  had  driven  off  in  the  carry-all,  and 
Thurston,  lifting  his  step-daughter  in  his 
arms,  entered  the  house. 

The  little,  sleepy,  golden  head  was  droop- 
ing on  his  shoulder,  the  blue  eyes  closing ; 
he  carried  her  straight  through  the  great 
kitchen  into  the  cool  north  parlour  that 
opened  from  it,  and  laid  her  carefully  down 
upon  the  lounge.  Then  he  returned  to  the 
kitchen,  looking  round  it.  The  tire  still 
smouldered  in  the  stove ;  upon  the  large 
white-scrubbed  table  were  the  pastry-board 
and  fiour-barrel  and  a  dish  of  apples  peeled 


and  sliced;  Luella,  he  reflected,  had  evidently 
been  busy  cooking  at  the  time  of  her  attack  ; 
something  pink  lay  on  the  floor ;  he  picked 
it  up.  It  was  a  gingham  apron,  and 
had  been  dragged  off  with  such  violence 
and  haste  that  one  string  was  broken.  The 
frown  that  clouded  his  face  as  he  put  it  down 
was  not  caused  by  anxiety,  although  he  was 
an  affectionate  brother ;  he  was  invaded 
by  a  curious  sense  of  disappointment  and 
depression. 

He  put  some  firing  into  the  stove  and  set 
on  the  kettle — he  must  not  forget  Lily's 
command  to  get  supper,  he  thought — and 
went  out.  The  two  fine  roans  were  his 
pride;  by  the  time  the  beautiful  creatures 
were  fed  and  watered  his  depression  was 
forgotten.  He  was  whistling  as  he  crossed 
towards  the  big  barn  which  stood  rather  away 
from  the  other  outbuildings — ^had  Sampson 
Whittaker  recollected  to  take  the  old  wagon- 
harness  to  Leadville  for  repair?  Pushing 
the  door  wide  and  sauntering  in,  his  involun- 
tary ejaculation  of  surprise  changed  to  a  shout 
of  astonishment  and  warning.  For  in  the  dim 
light  he  had  scarcely  seen  the  man  who  lay 
upon  a  great  heap  of  straw,  when  with  an  oath 
he  sprang  stumbling  to  his  feet,  aiming  a  wild 
blow  at  him,  and  a  revolver  was  shining  in  his 
hand.  With  his  shout  Thurston  caught  the 
arm  as  it  was  raised,  striking  the  weapon 
upward,  and  it  fell  to  the  floor  between  them. 

"  Guess  you're  a  trifle  too  handy  with  that, 
my  friend,"  he  said,  quietly. 

"  I — I — was  asleep,"  the  other  stammered, 
hoarsely. 

"  Ah  !  Do  you  generally  wake  so  almighty 
sudden  ?  Guess  you'd  best  break  yourself 
of  the  habit.  The  next  fellow  may  chance 
to  be  a  bit  quicker  with  his  gun  than  you  are, 
and  if  that's  so  there  will  be  a  funeral  right 
smart,"  said  Thurston,  dryly.  He  stooped 
and  picked  up  the  revolver.  "  You  walk  out 
ahead  of  me  and  keep  your  hands  clear  of 
your  pockets,  or  you'll  find  I  can  be  kind 
of  sudden  myself." 

The  man  shrugged  and  obeyed.  He 
walked  with  a  jaunty  swing  and  carriage  of 
the  shoulders,  and  yet  swayed  as  if  he  were 
weak  or  deadly  tired.  Thurston,  following, 
saw  as  he  passed  out  into  the  sunlight  that 
his  clothing  was  all  crushed  and  disordered, 
and  wondered  how  long  he  might  have  been 
lying  in  the  barn.  The  other  suddenly  broke 
into  a  laugh,  swung  about,  and  faced  him. 

"  You  may  as  well  give  that  back  to  me, 
Thurston.  1  sha'n't  put  a  bullet  through 
you,  old  man  !  " 

"  Maynard  ! "  cried  Thurston, 
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His  amazement  was  so  great  that  he  had 
surrendered  the  revolver  before  he  knew  it 
The  other  pocketed  it  and  nodded,  putting 
out  his  hand. 

"As   you    Yankees    say — that's    so,"    he 
answered,    and 
laughed.     "You 
didn't    know    ne, 
though?" 

"Not  for  a 
minute  —  guess  I 
do  now,"  said 
Thurston,  heartily. 
His  sunburnt  face 
had  flushed ;  he 
wrung  the  other's 
soft,  slim  fingers. 
"A  fellow  don't  for- 
get in  a  hurry  the 
man  that  saved  his 
life,  Maynard ;  or 
I  don't,  anyway. 
You  been  in  that 
barn  long?  Went 
in  because  you 
found  the  house 
empty,  I  suppose  ?" 

"That's  it,"  May. 
nard  nodded.  "I've 
always  recollected 
your  invitation  to 
look  you  up,  old 
fellow,  and  being  in 
this  part  of  the 
world  for  a  few 
days  I  thought  I'd 
do  it.  But  I'd 
had  a  beastly  long 
tramp — missed  the 
road,  I  fancy,  and 
was  so  done  when 
I  got  here  that  I 
could  hardly  stand. 
By  Jove,  I  must 
have  been  pretty 
sound  asleep  in 
there,  and  dream- 
ing, too !  ' 

"Missed  the 
road  ?     Where  is  it 

you've  come  from,  then  ? "  asked  Thurston, 
quickly. 

"Where?  Oh,  that  way."  He  made  a 
vague  gesture  towards  the  forest.  "I  say, 
you're  looking  uncommonly  fit." 

"  Yes ;  guess  I  don't  need  to  have  the 
world  use  me  any  better,"  Thurston  answered, 
contentedly.  "How  has  it  been  treating 
you  ?  " 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 51. 


"THURSTON  CAUGHT  THE  ARM   AS  IT  WAS    RAISED,   STRIKING    THE 
WEAPON   UPWARD."    *      - 


"Me  ?  Deaicedly  ill !"  said  Maynard,  curtly. 
He  met  the  other's  look  of  concern  and 
laughed  again.  "  Oh,  that's  all  right ;  I  shall 
pull  through,"  he  said,  airily. 

They  were  moving  across  the  grass  towards 
the  porch  leading 
to  the  kitchen,  and 
doing  so  presented 
a  curious  contrast 
enough.  Beside 
Thurston's  broad, 
deep  -  chested 
height,  Maynard, 
dark,  slight,  and 
quick-  moving, 
looked  almost  boy- 
like, though  iN  face, 
as  probably  in 
years,  he  seemed 
considerably  the 
elder  of  the  two.  It 
was  this  inferiority 
of  inches  and  com- 
parative delicacy  of 
physique  which  had 
enhanced  Thurs- 
ton's appreciation 
of  the  fact  that  the 
other,  as  he  had 
said,  had  saved  his 
life.  The  affair  had 
been  simply  the 
incident  of  an  ill- 
aimed  bullet  while 
on  a  solitary  shoot- 
ing  expedition 
among  the  moun- 
tains, the  infuriated 
she -bear  which  it 
had  missed,  a  fall 
and  a  twisted  ankle 
in  turning  to  run, 
and  a  lucky  shot 
just  in  time  fi-om 
a  source  unseen. 
It  was  so  narrow 
an  escape  that 
Thurston  must 
needs  have  been 
fervently  grateful 
to  his  rescuer,  but  the  superficial  polish 
and  ease  of  the  Englishman,  his  clever- 
ness and  ready  tongue,  the  grace  with 
which  he  made  light  of  the  whole  thing 
had  fascinated  the  slower,  simpler  man ; 
something  of  the  impulsiveness  which  later 
marked  his  eager  courtship  had  been  in  feris 
admiration  of  the  other.  When,  at  the  end 
of  a  couple  of  weeks'  companionship,  they 
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parted,  he  had  warmly  pressed  Maynard  to 
visit  him  whenever  his  business  should  render 
it  possible.  What  that  business  was  he  had 
not  asked  and  hardly  wondered.  Maynard's 
facile  tongue  had  said  but  little  of  himself. 

They  went  into  the  kitchen,  and  Maynard 
stumbled  into,  rather  than  sat  down  in,  a 
great  cushioned 
chair  by  the 
hearth.  The  fire 
was  blazing,  and 
the  place  hot  with 
sunshine,  but  he 
shivered  as  though 
he  were  cold. 
Once  more  his  dis- 
hevelled look  and 
haggard,  exhausted 
aspect  struck 
Thurston  and  set 
him  wondering. 
Maynard  looked 
apprehensively 
round  the  room. 

"  Did  you  say 
there  was  anybody 
in  the  house  ? 
Nobody  seemed  to 
hear  when — when 
1  knocked." 

"  Just  now  there 
isn*t  anybody. 
They'll  be  along 
directly,"  Thurs- 
ton answered ;  the 
odd  furtiveness  of 
manner  and  tone 
escaped  him. 
"  See  here,  May- 
nard, you  look  mighty  queer.  I  miss  my 
guess  if  you  haven't  got  a  chill." 

Maynard  gave  no  answer.  Thurston 
turned  into  the  sitting-room.  For  the 
moment  he  had  practically  forgotten  his 
wife ;  the  sight  of  the  sleeping  child  upon 
the  lounge  gave  him  an  instant's  sense  of 
shock  which  nearly  brought  a  laugh  to  follow 
it.  But  his  face  was  grave  as  he  took  a  bottle 
of  brandy  and  a  glass  from  a  cupboard  and 
returned  to  the  kitchen,  graver  still  as  he 
poured  out  a  great  dram  of  the  spirit  and 
watched  the  other  gulp  it  greedily  down.  He 
was  not  observant,  but  the  ugly  thought  had 
somehow  forced  itself  upon  him  that  the 
man's  exhaustion  was  that  of  sheer  hunger 
as  much  as  fatigue.  It  was  almost  in  silence 
that  he  brought  food  from  the  adjacent 
pantry  and  set  it  on  the  table.  Maynard 
ate  eagerly,  almost  voraciously,  and  more  than 


once  turned  to  the  brandy  again.  On  a 
sudden  the  glass  fell  to  the  floor  and  smashed 
there  as  he  sprang  up,  gripping  the  other's  arm. 

"There's  someone  coming.  Listen  — 
wheels  and  horses  !     Who  is  it  ? " 

"Eh?"  cried  Thurston.  He  stared,  be- 
wildered;   face  and  clutch   astonished    him 


there's  someone  coming,    listen  I  " 


equally.  "  Man  alive,  you're  jumpier  than  a 
cat !  Someone  coming  along  from  Green 
Springs,  I  reckon — sounds  like  it.  Who 
should  it  be?" 

"  Look  out !     See,  see  !  "  cried  Maynard. 

Thurston  stared  again  and  went  out  upon 
the  porch.  Muffled  in  the  thick  dust  of  the 
road,  the  wheels  and  hoofs  had  been  close 
before  they  were  audible — a  carriage  was 
turning  in  at  the  gates.  Everyone  in  the 
vicinity  knew  the  superb  team  of  prize-bred 
English  chestnuts,  and  knew  and  liked  their 
owner,  Hamilton  Trowbridge,  the  rich 
Englishman  whose  huge,  smoking  factories 
had  made  flourishing  Green  Springs  out  of 
nothing  in  particular  but  a  river  and  a  water- 
mill,  and  turned  himself  into  a  millionaire. 
He  sprang  down  and  advanced — a  big, 
portly,  handsome  figure — it  was  his  whim 
always  to  drive  these  special  horses  himself. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A    WAY   OUT, 


403 


"  So  you  are  back,  Mr.  Thurston  ;  I  heard 
that  you  would  be.  Best  congratulations," 
he  said,  cordially.  "  I  have  only  a  moment 
in  |)assing,  but  I  hope  I  may  have  the  pleasure 
of  paying  my  respects  to  your  wife." 

Thurston  thanked  him,  explaining  that  his 
wife  was  away,  and  why.  Mr.  Trowbridge, 
listening  in  the  pleasant  fashion  which  had 
won  him  his  popularity,  mounted  to  his  seat 
again. 

"  I  shall  hope  to  be  more  fortunate  another 
time,"  he  said.  "  Pray  tell  Mrs.  Thurston  so 
with  my  best  congratulations  and  compli- 
ments. I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Hayter's 
illness,  and  that  it  should  have  occurred  at  so 
inopportune  a  time."  He  paused  in  gathering 
up  the  reins.  "  Oh,  by  the  way,  you  haven't 
seen  any  doubtful  characters  knocking  about, 
I  suppose,  eh  ?  " 

"  Doubtful  characters  ?  "  Thurston  echoed. 
Mr.  Trowbridge  laughed. 
.  "  They're  rather  anxious  to  find  one,  down 
at  the  Bend,"  he  said.  "  There  was  some 
sort  of  fuss  last  night  in  Bascombe's  saloon, 
I  understand — some  fellow  cheating  at  cards. 
He  has  been  there  for  the  last  week,  it  seems, 
and  cleared  out  pretty  nearly  everybody  who 
was  fool  enough  to  sit  down  with  him.  But 
he  wasn't  dropped  upon  until  yesterday,  when 
some  man,  who  had  seen  him  at  the  same 
game  in  New  York,  recognised  him.  The 
tale  is  that  he's  a  professional  sharper,  and 
has  barely  escaped  lynching  more  than  once, 
already ;  anyhow,  he  had  to  run  for  it.  I 
wouldn't  answer  for  the  consequences  if  some 
of  those  fellows  of  the  Bend  could  get  hold 
of  him — I  doubt  if  they  would  leave  a  sound 
limb  on  his  body,  if  they  did  no  worse. 
Someone  told  me  that  young  Albert  Crane, 
your  housekeeper's  son,  had  played  with  him. 
I  hope  that's  not  true — he's  a  nice  lad,  and 
has  done  well  since  he  has  been  on  the 
works.     A  relative  of  yours,  I  think  ?  " 

"  No  relation,  Mr.  Trowbridge.  My  father 
and  his  were  a  sort  of  partners  one  time." 

"  Ah,  I  knew  there  was  some  connection. 
Well,  they  haven't  caught  this  fellow,  so 
I  suppose  he  has  got  clear  off.  Lucky  for 
him  !     You've  seen  nobody  ?  " 

"No,  sir." 

"  They  say  he's  English,"  said  Mr.  Trow- 
bridge. He  nodded,  turning  the  chestnuts' 
heads.  As  Thurston  re-entered  Maynard 
swung  round  from  the  fire. 

"  Who  was  it  ?     Has  he  gone  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he's  gone — it  was  Mr.  Trowbridge^ 
Did  ye  hear  what  he  was  telling  me  ?  "  He 
laughed.  "Say,  old  man,  you  don't  look 
over  and  above  spry  yourself  after  the  barn. 


Guess  if  he'd  seen  you  he  might  have  .  .  . 
Maynard  !     Man  !     My  God  !  " 

He  fell  back  with  the  cry,  white  as  a 
woman,  meeting  the  other's  wild  eyes  and 
face  of  shivering  fear.  The  silence  that 
followed  might  have  been  loud  with  question 
and  answer,  as  each,  motionless,  looked  at 
the  other.  Then  Maynard,  with  a  half-laugh, 
shrugged.  Thurston  moved  at  the  sound ; 
he  flushed  blood-red  under  his  tan. 

"  Did  ye  cheat  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Some  men  play  better  than  others,"  said 
Maynard,  coolly. 

"  Did  ye  cheat  ?  "  Thurston  repeated. 

"  I  won."     Maynard  laughed. 

"  Did  ye  cheat  ? "  asked  Thurston,  as 
before. 

"A  man  must  live,"  said  Maynard. 
Thurston  moved  a  pace  forward. 

"You  saved  my  life,"  he  said,  slowly. 
"  And  I  reckon  there  isn't  a  man  alive  that's 
got  more  reason  to  be  glad  he  is  alive  than 
I  have.  Five  minutes  ago  you  might  have 
asked  for  'most  anything  I've  got  and  had  it. 
Now,  seems  to  me,  there's  only  one  thing  I 
can  do." 

"  You'll  help  me  away  out  of  this  ?  "  cried 
Maynard.  "  I  knew  you  would  when  I  recog- 
nised you  out  there.  You're  a  brick,  old 
fellow — by  Jove,  you  are  1  It  was  the  best  of 
lucky  chances  that  I  came  here  ! " 

He  held  his  hand  out  eagerly.  Thurston 
fell  back  from  it. 

"  No,"  he  said,  quietly.  "  You  may  be  the 
sort  of  skunk  you  are,  but  I  reckon  I'm  not 
that  kind.  I  calculate  that  if  I  put  you  on 
board  the  cars  at  Cransett  you'll  be  tolerable 
safe.  I'll  drive  ye  there  after  it's  dark — there's 
a  train  to  New  York  goes  through  pretty  late. 
Have  you  got  money  ?  " 

"  Precious  little  !  I  had  to  leave  it  when  I 
rdn,"  said  Maynard,  half  sullenly.  "  The  fools 
would  have  torn  me  to  pieces  if  they  had  got 
me,  hang  them  ! " 

"  Reckon  they  would,"  said  Thurston,  as 
before.  "  Well,  when  you're  in  New  York  I 
suppose  you  know  pretty  well  where  you  can 
get  more.     That's  not  my  business,  anyway." 

"  Or  your  concern  either,  it  seems  ! "  said 
Maynard.  He  laughed,  but  there  was  a  note 
of  shame  in  the  reckless  bravado  of  it.  "  All 
right,  old  man ;  you're  a  good  fellow,  and  I 
suppose  I  ought  to  thank  you  for  not  kicking 
me  out  straightway.  I'm  a  bad  lot — that's 
the  truth — always  was — there  are  some  born 
so,  I  tell  you.  Such  is  life — don't  be  too 
conceited  because  it's  your  lucky  fate  to 
belong  to  the  opposite  faction.  I'll  smoke, 
by  your  leave."      He    had  regained  all  his 
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jaunty  nonchalance  of  manner  as  he  threw 
himself  into  a  chair.  "  By  the  way,  I  didn't 
know  you  were  married." 

"  How  did  you  know  ?  "  asked  Thurston, 
bluntly. 

"I  heard  your  friend — confound  him  for 
the  turn  he  gave  me ! — inquire  after  your 
wife.     Never  told  you  that  I  was,  did  I  ?  " 

"Married?  No.  Tm  sorry  to  hear  it," 
said  Thurston,  not  less  brusquely. 

"  Why,  so  am  I.  Or  so  was  I,  to  be  strictly 
correct.  It  doesn't  make  much  difference 
now,  that  I  know  of,"  said  Maynard,  coolly. 
He  sat  up,  feeling  in  an  inner  pocket.  "  Tve 
got  a  portrait  of  her  here,  I  think — don't 
know  why  I  haven't  pitched  it  away  long  ago. 
Here  it  is — have  a  look  at  it." 

Thurston  took  the  extended  photograph, 
turned  towards  the  door,  and  looked  at  it. 
Afterwards  he  always  felt  a  dull  wonder  in 
remembering  that  he  had  not  cried  out. 
For  in  his  own  breast-pocket  there  lay  the 
exact  facsimile  of  this  picture  of  Lily — Lily 
"in  character,"  robed  in  white  ungirdled 
artistic  draperies,  her  pretty  hair  waving  down 
about  her  shoulders,  and  clasping  a  great 
sheaf  of  lilies  in  her  slender  arms.  Lily's 
portrait — Lil/s  self !  He  stood  rigid,  stone 
still,  staring  at  it.  From  a  distance  immeasur- 
able, through  the  crash  of  his  rocking  world, 
Maynard's  voice  penetrated. 

"  You  weren't  married  a  year  ago,  eh  ?  " 

"  No." 

"How  long  is  it?" 

"  A  week." 

"  No  more  ?     Where  is  your  wife,  then  ?  " 

"She's  away." 

"  Ah,  yes — I  heard  that !  Sorry ;  I  should 
have  liked  to  see  her." 

"  Ye  won't  see  her  ! "  The  shaken  earth 
was  solid  beneath  his  feet  again — he  turned. 
"Where's— yours?" 

"  The  deuce  knows,"  said   Maynard,  airily. 

"Ye  don't  know?" 

"No  more  than  you  do.  Or  than  she 
knows  where  I  am.  She  may  be  as  dead  as 
she  fancies  me,  for  all  I  can  tell." 

"  You've  let  her  think  ye  dead  ?  " 

"  I've  taken  care  that  she  should  think  it. 
We  didn't  hit  it  off  over  well,  don't  you  see  ; 
when  you've  been  married  a  year  instead 
of  a  week  you'll  know  that  that's  not 
phenomenal.  My  fault,  I  dare  say.  Anyhow, 
when  I  saw  a  chance  of  cutting  the  knot  we 
were  both  about  mutually  tired  of,  I  was 
precious  glad  to  take  it." 

"  You  might — come  across  her,"  Thurston 
said,  slowly. 

"  Eh  ?     Not  much  fear  of  that — it's  getting 


on  for  four  years  ago.  And  if  she  heard  of 
me  she'd  k)e  none  the  wiser.  Maynard 
doesn't  happen  to  be  the  name  she  knew 
me  under." 

"  Which  is  your  own  ?  " 

"  Oh,  the  other,  of  course." 

There  was  silence.  Maynard  smoked,  not 
without  swift  furtive  turns  of  head  and  eyes 
towards  the  open  door,  as  some  sound  from 
without,  real  or  fancied,  struck  upon  his  ear. 
Then  Thurston  moved.  He  made  a  stride 
to  the  hearth  and  flung  the  portrait  into  the 
heart  of  the  fire;  it  blazed  as  he  swung 
round  upon  the  other.  Maynard  stared. 
"What's  that  for?" 

"  I  guess  it's  the  best  place  for  it.  You've 
no  right  to  the  woman  you've  deserted  and 
lied  to,  and  wouldn't  have  if  you  weren't  the 
cheating  skunk  you  are.  Theft's  gone.  Look 
here — listen  to  me  !  You  saved  my  life ; 
I  don't  want  to  get  away  from  it,  because  I 
reckon  there's  some  it's  of  good  to.  If  I  put 
you  aboard  the  cars  and  you  get  to  New 
York  you'll  start  the  same  game,  and  maybe 
end  as  you  would  have  ended  if  the  boys 
from  the  Bend  had  caught  ye  last  night. 
1  don't  say  I  believe  it,  but  I  suppose  there's 
a  chance  that,  if  you  get  back  to  England 
and  your  folks  there,  you  might  run  less 
crooked,  particularly  if  ye  found  some  cash 
waiting  when  you  got  there.  Anyhow,  I'll 
give  you  the  chance." 

"  You  will ! "     Maynard  sprang  up. 

"  Yes ;  you  shall  have  your  passage,  and 
five  hundred  dollars  when  you  land.  But 
you'll  stop  there,  understand.  Set  your  foot 
in  this  State  again,  and,  by  the  Lord,  I  swear 
that  some  of  those  you've  cheated  shall  catch 
ye.     Is  it  a  go  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it's  a  go.  And  as  for  coming 
back  again,  you  needn't  be  afraid  of  that, 
once  I  get  clear  off.  There — there's  too 
much  risk." 

"That's  so,"  agreed  Thurston,  quietly. 
He  relaxed  his  tense  attitude  with  a  deep 
breath.  "  We'd  best  not  go  before  it's  dark. 
I'll  harness  up  the  buggy  then  and  drive  to 
Cransett  the  way  I  said.  I  reckon  I've  money 
enough  in  the  house  for  your  passage ;  I'll 
see.  You'd  k)est  go  into  that  room  there. 
Some  of  my  folks  may  be  back  in  a  little  ; 
you  can  turn  the  key." 

Maynard  made  a  gesture  of  acquiescence 
and  slipped  through  the  indicated  door ; 
Thurston  hurried  out  and  up  the  stairs  to  the 
upper  floor.  He  had  barely  disappeared 
when  there  was  a  sound  of  wheels  outside,  a 
pause  followed  by  a  rustle  and  rush  in  the 
porch,  and  Lily  ran  in.     Her  pretty  hat  was 
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all  awry,  her  face  pale,  her  whole  aspect 
frightened  and  excited.  For  a  moment  she 
stood  looking  eagerly  round  the  unfamiliar 
room,  then  called  loudly. 

"  George  !  "  she  cried.  "  George !  Where 
are  you  ?  " 

There  was  no  reply.  For  a  moment  she 
waited,  listening,  then  ran  towards  the  door 
leading  to  the  entry. 

"  George  !  "  she  cried  again.  "  Are  you 
there,  dear?  Oh,  come  down — quickly — 
quickly ! " 

Thurston's  voice  had  answered  from  above  ; 
she  turned  back,  holding  to  the  table  edge  ; 
she  was  shaking 
from  head  to  foot. 
As  he  hurried  in 
she  sprang  to  and 
clutched  him*; 
she  had  no  eyes 
for  his  strained, 
haggard  face  or 
for  the  look  he 
flung  at  the  door 
behind  her. 

"Oh,  George," 
she  gasped, 
"such  an  awful 
thing !  Luella 
didn't  go  away 
because  she  was 
ill  —  she  isn't, 
although  she's 
dreadfully  upset. 
She  went  because 
she  didn't  want 
us  to  know  and 
spoil  our  home- 
coming, she  said. 
She  wouldn't 
even  tell  Mr. 
Rogers  what  was 
really  the  matter. 
It's  your  house- 
keeper, poor  Mrs. 
Crane  —  she's 
almost  crazy. 
Her  son  has  k)een 
murdered ! " 

"What?"  cried 
Thurston. 


His  arm    had 


*  OH,  GEOKGB,     SHK  GASPED,       SUCH    AN   AWPUL  THING 


been  round  her 
— fiercely  round  her — as  he  glared  at  that 
shut  door  :  it  dropped  as  he  fell  back.  Lily 
saw  nothing  but  natural  horror  in  his  face 
and  his  hoarse  cry. 

"  He   was    shot   in    the    forest    by   some 
horrible  man  who  has  been  cheating  at  cards 


at  a  place  they  call  the  Bend.  Somebody 
accused  him  of  it  last  night,  and  he  had  to 
run  or  they  would  have  lynched  him,  Luella 
said.  No  one  else  caught  him,  but  young 
Crane  must  have  done — he'd  lost  a  lot  of 
money.  He  was  found  shot  through  the 
heart.  The  sheriff  and  his  officers  are  search- 
ing the  forest,  somebody  told  Mr.  Rogers, 
but  they  are  afraid  the  man  will  have  got 
away.     Oh,  I  can't  tell  you  ! " 

She  burst  into  hysterical  sobbing.  Thurston 
opened  a  door  and  drew  her  through.  A 
passage  led  into  the  large,  airy  chamber,  all 
pink  and  white  and  dainty,  which  had  been 

specially  fur- 
nished for  her. 
He  did  not  look 
round  it  or  look 
at  her  as  he 
placed  her  in  the 
big  cushioned 
rocking-chair. 

"You  don't 
need  to  say  any 
more,  dear.  I 
reckon  I  under- 
stand pretty  well 
— I ' V  e  heard 
something  of  this 
while  you've  been 
gone — about  the 
cheating  upat  the 
Bend,  I  mean. 
Did  Luella  make 
you  eat  any  thing? 
Yes?  Then 
you'd  best  lie 
down  and  try  to 
rest  a  little." 

"  I_I_don't 
believe  I  can," 
Lily  half  sobbed. 
"Where'sRosy?" 
"She's  asleep," 
said  Thurston. 

He  went  back 
to    the    kitchen, 
throwing   open 
the    shut    door. 
Maynard,  emerg- 
ing    quickly, 
started  back  as  he 
saw  his  face — his 
own  turned  sickly  white.     For  a  moment  the 
two  stood  and  looked  at  each  other. 
"  You  murderer  !  "  said  Thurston. 
Maynard  gave  a  gasp ;  otherwise  he  was 
mute.     Thurston  moved  a  step. 

"  You    murderer  ! "    he    repeated.   .    "  It 
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wasn't  enough  to  rob  and  fleece  the  boy ; 
you  must  shoot  him  down  in  cold  blood  to 
finish.  Fve  heard — I  know  ye  did  it  You 
villain ! " 

"  No,  no ! "  Maynard  cried,  hoarsely. 
"  Thurston,  I  didn't  mean  killing— I  swear  I 
didn't !  But  the  boy  tracked  and  overtook 
me — it  was  shoot  or  be  taken."  His  shaking 
hand  gripped  the  other's  sleeve.  "  Old  man, 
I  saved  your  life— give  me  a  chance  of  mine ! 
Get  me  away  1 " 

"  You  villain  !  "  Thurston  repeated.  "  Let 
them  catch  and  hang  ye,  as  you  deserve. 
There's  your  way  I " 

He  pointed  to  the  door.  Almost  reeling 
from  the  force  with  which  he  had  been 
thrown  off,  Maynard  caught  at  a  chair, 
steadying  himself.  For  a  moment  he  stood 
so,  breathing  quickly.     'Then  he  laughed. 

"  You'll  give  me  up,  will  you  ? "  he  said, 
deliberately.  "There  are  those  who  might 
consider  that  rather  ungrateful,  my  friend. 
Suppose  we  ask  one  of  them  for  her  opinion. 
Suppose  we  ask — my  wife  ?  " 

Thurston,  staggered  back  as  though  the 
words  had  been  a  blow ;  he  had  a  ghastly  face. 

"  I  saw  her  when  she  came  in  and  recog- 
nised her  as  quickly  as  you  did  her  portrait," 
said  Maynard. 

"  She's  mine  ! "  said  Thurston,  fiercely.  He 
made  a  stride  before  the  door  leading  to  Lily's 
room.  "  Stand  off,  or  I  shall  do  ye  a  mis- 
chief !     I  say  she's  mine  ! " 

"Yours  and  welcome  as  far  as  I'm  con- 
cerned,   but    the    law   would    not  say   so," 

Maynard  retorted.     "  Do  I  call  her,  or 

Ah  !  Listen  !  Heavens  ! — they're  coming  ! 
They're  after  me  !  " 

He  sprang  to  the  door.  Deadened  though 
they  were  by  the  muffling  dust,  the  sounds 
of  approaching  hoofs  were  plainly  audible. 
Livid,  he  turned  back  again. 

"  They're  coming  !     They've  tracked  me  ! 

If   you    give    me    up "      He    stamped 

fiercely.  "  By  Heaven,  if  I'm  taken  it  shall 
be  before  her  eyes !  Get  me  away  to  Cransett 
and  out  of  this  cursed  country — swear  you'll 
do  it,  or  I  call  to  her  !  She'll  know  my  voice. 
Let  her  hear  it,  and  you'll  murder  her  as  well 
as  me ! " 

He  was  at  the  door.  Thurston  swung 
him  away,  pointed  to  the  second  door,  and 
hurried  out  upon  the  porch  just  in  time — a 
couple  of  mounted  men,  constables  from 
Basset,  were  riding  into  the  yard.  The  one 
in  advance  called  to  him. 

"S'pose  you  guess  what  w6're  after,  Mr. 
Thurston — the  man  that  shot  young  Albert 
Crane  ?     You  haven't  seen  him,  I  reckon  ?  " 


"No,"  said  Thurston. 

"  Don't  happen  to  have  noticed  anyone 
sort  of  skulking  around  anywhere?" 

"  No,"  said  Thurston. 

"  Didn't  much  calculate  you  would,  or  any- 
one else,  for  that  matter,"  interposed  the 
other.  "  He's  hid  up  in  the  forest,  or  I  miss 
my  guess,  and  won't  be  got  out  till  he's 
starved  out.  That  won't  be  long,  though, 
for  the  sheriff's  put  a  guard  on  all  the  ways 
that  lead  anywhere,  and  on  the  roads  to 
Leadville  and  Green  Springs.  He  won't  be 
likely  to  make  for  Basset,  it's  too  near  the 
Bend,  and  we've  wired  on  from  Cross  Comers 
to  watch  the  cars  at  Cransett.  If  he  didn't 
make  tracks  right  away  we  shall  have  him, 
sure." 

The  two  rode  on.  As  Thurston  turned 
back  into  the  room  Maynard  caught  his  arm. 

"  Cransett ! "  he  gasped.  "  They  are  watch- 
ing the  station  there?  I  shall  be  trapped, 
then." 

"  If  I  drive  you  there — yes  ;  but  I  won't," 
said  Thurston,  rapidly.  "There's  a  train 
goes  through  Palmersville,  three  miles  below 
Basset,  at  ten  o'clock;  they  won't  be  on 
guard  there.  It  stops  at  Neston,  and  you 
can  take  another  on  to  New  York  that  don't 
touch  Cransett.  It's  touch  and  go,  but  ye 
may  get  through.  Give  me  your'  shooter. 
Quick ! " 

"  The  —  my  revolver  — why  ?  "  Majmard 
stammered,  drawing  back. 

"  Give  it  me  !  "  Thurston  repeated.  He 
made  a  gesture  of  impatience.  "  You  fool !  " 
he  said,  roughly.  "  Don't  you  see  that  if 
there's  a  hitch,  if  you  don't  get  clear  off,  it 
will  damn  you  as  nothing  else  would  ?  Give 
it  me  ! " 

Maynard  drew  out  the  revolver.  Thurston 
took  it,  pulled  open  the  door  of  a  bureau,  and 
threw  it  in. 

"We'd  best  not  wait  for  dark.  It's  two 
hours,  good,  to  Palmersville,  the  way  I  shall 
go — the  main  road's  too  risky.  I'll  hitch 
up  the  buggy  now,  and " 

He  stopped ;  Maynard  had  given  a  cry. 
Without  a  sound  the  door  into  the  sitting- 
room  had  been  pushed  open,  and  Rosy  stood 
there.  The  golden  head  was  all  rumpled 
from  the  pillow ;  the  chubby  fist  was  rubbing 
the  drowsy  blue  eyes ;  the  little  cherub  face 
was  pink  with  the  flush  of  sleep.  For  a 
moment  she  stood  so,  staring  at  the  two, 
then  ran  across  and  clung  to  Thurston's 
hand. 

"  Dadda ! "  she  cried,  joyfully. 

Thurston  stood  still.  Maynard's  eyes  went 
bewilderedly  from  the  child  to  the  door  lead- 
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ing  to  Lily's  room  and  back  again.  He 
moved  a  pace  waveringly,  as  though  he  were 
uncertain  of  his  feet. 

"You  told  me  you  had  been  married  a 
week,"  he  said,  hoarsely.  "  Only  a  week  1 
Then^why — how " 

The  formless  question  trailed  into  nothing. 
Thurston  was  silent.  With  his  wordless 
gasp  of  comprehension  Maynard  drew  back. 
His  manner  and  his  voice  were  on  a  sudden 
singularly  quiet. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  you  meant 
her  to  think  that  you  were  really  her  father  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  Thurston  answered,  bluntly.  "  Yes 
— I  did  mean  her  to  think  it.  She  should 
never  have  known  any  different." 

"She  should  never  have  knc 
different,"  Maynard  repeated,  slowly 
1  suppose  you  wouldn't  exactly  hav 
objected  if,  in  course  of  time,  sh( 
had  been  called  by  your  name,  eh  ? 

"  I  hoped  she  would  be." 

"  You  hoped  she  would  be,"  May 
nard  repeated,  as  before.  "  Yes.  An< 
Thurston  has  been  a  name  withou 
a  word  against  it  for  a  generation  o 
two,  I  suppose  ?  It's  a  good  record  ! 
He  looked  at  the  child  as  she  stoo< 
rubbing  her  cheek  against  the  hani 
her  chubby  fingers  clasped.  "  You'r 
rather  fond  of  dadda,  aren't  you,  littl 
one  ?  " 

"Ess,"  declared  Rosy,  with  a  nod 
"Loves  him  'cause  mummie  does, 
she  asseverated,  glancing  up  a 
Thurston  wistfully. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Maynard. 

He  beckoned  to  her.  Re- 
garding him  half  askance  over 
a  shrugged,  defensive  shoul- 
der, she  sidled  across.  He 
lifted  her  in  his  arms,  held 
her  for  a  moment,  kissed  her, 
and  set  her  down  again. 

"  You  had  best  take  her  to 
her  mother,  Thurston.  And 
don't  trouble  about  harnessing 
the  buggy.  I  think  I  can 
find  a  way  out." 

He  spoke  with  a  curious 
Thurston  paused  in  stooping 
child. 

"  Out  of  the  forest  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Yes,  out  of  the  forest,"  said  Maynard,  as 
before.  "  It  is  strange  how  one  may  some- 
times overlook  the  obvious  ;  I  shall  find  it 
quite  easily." 

"  Guess  you'll  be  more  likely  to  run  clean 
into    the     sheriff's    arms,"    said    Thurston, 


bluntly.  "  You  heard  what  they  said  ;  they^re 
guarding  all  the  ways  out." 

"  Not  the  one  I'm  thinking  of,"  said 
Maynard,  smiling. 

Thurston  took  up  the  child  and  carried 
her  into  the  inner  room.  Lily  stood  by  the 
white-frilled,  lace-decked  dressing-table ;  she 
had  slipped  off  her  muslin  and  pulled  down 
her  hair;  the  thick  waves  fell  brown  and 
shining  over  her  face  and  her  round,  bare 
arms.  She  spoke  as  she  brushed,  not  look- 
ing at  him. 

"  I  couldn't  lie  down — I  keep  thinking  of 
that  poor  woman — and  I  was  so  untidy,"  she 


HE   LIKTBO   HER   IN    HIS  ARMS,    KISSED   HER,    AND  SET    HER   DOWN  AGAIN. 


gentleness, 
to   lift    the 


said,  apologetically.  "  I  couldn't  come  and 
have  my  first  home  supper  with  you,  looking 
such  a  dusty  wreck,  dear.  You  would  think 
you  had  a  shocking  slattern  of  a  wife.  Oh, 
that  little  puss  is  awake.  Gome  here  to 
mummie,  Rosy  darling,  and  be  made  respect- 
able too.  I  won't  be  many  minutes,  George." 
Thurston  muttered  something — he  could 
not  look  at  her.  He  put  the  child  down  and 
went  out.    In  the  passage-way  a  sudden  fit  o*" 
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'UNDER  A  GREAT  TREE  HE  FOUNU  IT. 


nausea  and  giddiness  seized  him  ;  the  big 
fellow  reeled  like  a  sick  woman  against  the 
wall ;  he  felt  choking  and  weak.  It  was  a 
minute  before  the  paroxysm  passed  and  he 
went  on  to  the  kitchen.  Entering,  he  stared 
round  an  empty  room — Maynard  was  gone. 
He  hurried  out  upon  the  porch  and  stood 
listening,  peering  across  the  road  into  the 
heavy  shadows  of  the  forest.  The  soft,  warm 
hush  of  the  coming  night  was  absolutely  still. 
But  in  a  moment  the  silence  was  broken  by 
a  sound  like  the  sharp  tap  of  a  hammer. 

Thurston  sprang  back  into  the  room  with 
a  cry.  He  rushed  to  the  bureau  and  tore  it 
open — the  revolver  was  gone  !  As,  with  a 
second  cry,  he  turned  again  to  the  door, 
Lily  ran  in. 


"  What  is  it,  George  ?  Did  you  call  out  ? 
What's  the  matter  ?  " 

He  put  her  aside  and  rushed  out. 

Motionless  in  bewilderment  for  a  mo- 
ment, the  next  she  ran  after  him  to  the 
door. 

"  George,  what  is  it  ?  What's  the  matter  ?  " 
she  cried  again. 

But  Thurston  did  not  hear  or  answer.  He 
was  searching  for  the  reason  why  the  hammer 
had  tapped.  Presently,  some  fifty  paces 
from  the  forest's  edge,  and  under  a  great  tree, 
he  found  it.  Maynard  lay  with  his  face 
upturned ;  the  revolver  had  fallen  from  his 
lax  hand  ;  upon  his  forehead  the  way  he  had 
found  showed  round  and  blackened,  and 
very  small. 
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By  Austin  Philips. 


VERY  phase  of  social  evolu- 
tion has  brought  with  it  a 
parasite.  Before  the  introduc- 
tion of  coins  there  were  no 
makers  of  base  money  ;  k)efore 
tlie  time  of  bank-notes  forgers 
were  not.  Even  the  submarine  cable  gave 
the  ocean  a  new  inhabitant  of  predatory 
instincts  which  fed  upon  its  parent.  So  with 
each  successive  postal  development  has  come, 
from  within  the  Post  Office  itself,  a  fresh 
criminal  to  prey  upon  the  extension  which 
gives  him  his  means  of  existence.  The  sort- 
ing office,  the  savings  bank,  the  postal  order, 
and  the  registered  letter,  all  have  been 
attacked ;  assuredly  the  telephone  will  carry 
its  own  peculiar  crime. 

But  since  the  Post   Office  is  a  live  and 
healthy  institution,  full  of  resisting  power,  it 
has  been  capable  of  producing  a  stronger 
thing  than  the  parasites  which  it  could  not 
wholly  check.     With  the  in- 
troduction of  the  penny  letter 
and  the  advent  of  the  inside 
criminal  with  limitless  oppor- 
tunities, the  almost  unknown, 
but  terribly  efficient,  depart- 
ment called  the  Confidential 
Inquiry    Branch    came    into 
being. 

And  the  eldest  child  of 
the  Confidential  Inquiry 
Branch  is  the  test  letter. 

There  is  a  prevalent  belief, 
common  even  in  the  service 
itself,  especially  in  provincial 
offices,  that  strange,  hawk  - 
eyed  men  from  head-quarters 
periodically  sow  tempting- 
looking  packets  broadcast 
among  the  staff,  and  that,  by 
this  means,  honest  men  are 
made  into  criminals  and 
punished  to  encourage  the 
others  to  remain  virtuous. 
Not  at  all.  No  test  letter  is 
ever  sent  at  haphazard. 

So  perfect  is  the  machinery 
at  head  -  quarters  that  if,  at 
any  office  in  the  United 
Kingdom,   letters  are   going 
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astray,  it  is  possible,  by  means  of  system, 
built  up  and  perfected  through  years  of  practi- 
cal experience,  for  an  investigating  officer  to 
put  his  finger  on  the  pulse  of  the  mischief  and, 
sooner  or  later,  to  bring  the  offender  to  book. 
And  this  is  the  more  wonderful  when  it  is 
remembered  that  at  some  offices  the  staff  is 
numbered  in  hundreds  and  that  millions  of 
letters  are  dealt  with  in  the  year.  A  thief, 
however  raw  and  inexperienced,  seldom  steals 
letters  which  he  himself  should  deliver  or 
sort.  He  takes,  rather,  such  as  come  to 
him  missorted  or  out  of  course,  in  such  a  way 
as  to  leave  him,  as  he  believes,  utterly  uniden- 
tified with  the  theft.  But  some  day  or  other 
a  missorted  letter  comes  into  his  hands,  just 
as  dozens  of  other  missorted  letters  have  come, 
and  presently,  when  he  has  opened  it  and  has 
put  the  contents  in  his  pocket,  he  is  stopped 
in  the  street  or  in  the  office  by  a  plain-clothes 
detective.     Then  he  is  taken  to  the  post- 


*'  HE  IS  STOPPED   IN  THB  STREET   BY  A   PLAIN-CLOTHES   DETECTIVE. 
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master's  room,  where  he  is  asked  incon- 
venient questions  by  a  strange  gentleman,  to 
whom,  in  the  majority  of  cases,  he  is  only 
too  glad  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  the 
matter  from  beginning  to  end. 

And  out  of  his  pockets — for  he  seldom 
puts  all  the  spoil  into  one  pocket — come  the 
marked  coins  or  postal  orders  that  the  inno- 
cent-looking test  letter  held. 

On  one  occasion  a  postman,  whose  honesty 
was  tested  in  this  way,  stoutly  denied  his 
guilt  and  protested  that  he  had  never  even 
seen  the  letter  about  which  he  was  being 
questioned.  Indeed,  he  even  went  so  far  as 
to  insist  upon  being  searched  for  the  coins 
which  the  test  letter  had  contained.  And, 
up  to  a  point,  his  protestations  of  innocence 
seemed  justified.  But,  unfortunately  for  him, 
he  had  a  pocket-book  in  his  tunic,  and  in 
the  pocket-book  was  a  penny  stamp  which 
still  adhered  to  a  piece  of  brown  paper.  The 
mvestigating  officer  said  nothing,  but  just 
took  a  little  bottle  of  fluid  and  dabbed  the 
damp  top  of  the  glass  stopper  on  the  stamp. 
And  then  the  postman  lost  some  of  his 
confidence. 

For  on  the  stamp  were  certain  green 
letters,  growing  more  and  more  plain  as  the 
chemical  ate  into  the  paper.  They  were  the 
investigating  oflScer's  own  initials,  which  he 
•had  put  on  the  postage-stamp  that  morning 
before  he  put  it  on  the  test  letter. 

At  the  trial  the  postman  pleaded  "  Not 
guilty,"  but  was  convicted  on  the  evidence  of 
the  postage-stamp  alone.  And  before  sen- 
tence was  passed  he  admitted  that  he  had 
stolen  the  test  letter,  and  that  he  had  parted 
with  the  coins  to  a  tobacconist  at  whose  shop 
he  delivered. 

A  good  many  years  ago  letters  were  going 
astray  at  a  litde  town  in  Essex.  The  local 
postmaster  was .  a  pompous  person,  with  an 
abnormal  belief  in  his  own  detective  abilities. 
He  was  positive,  he  said,  that  a  certain  young 
sorter,  who  had  given  him  trouble  in  other 
ways,  was  the  thief.  The  investigating  officer 
had  his  doubts,  but  he  was  obliged  to  give 
some  weight  to  the  views  of  the  man  on  the 
spot.  So  test  letter  after  test  letter  was  put 
into  the  lad's  way  till  the  investigating  officer 
was  certain  of  his  honesty.  Yet  the  losses 
went  on  ! 

Then  something  came  to  light  which 
changed  the  whole  current  of  the  case.  The 
postmaster  had  a  son  who  was  living  extrava- 
gantly and  was  drinking  more  than  he  ought. 
He,  too,  was  a  sorter.  What  was  the  investi- 
gating officer  to  do?  Could  he  trust  the 
postmaster  ?    No  1    Yet  he  could  not  test 


the  son's  honesty  without  the  father's  help 
while  the  father  was  there. 

The  investigating  officer  sat  down  and 
wrote  a  letter.  In  it  he  hinted  that  he  wanted 
to  make  a  very  confidential  communication, 
and  asked  the  postmaster  to  meet  him  at  ten 
o'clock  next  day  on  Clacton  Sands,  some  ten 
miles  away.  But  when  the  next  day  came 
he  did  not  go  to  Clacton  Sands  to  keep  the 
appointment,  but  went  to  the  town  where 
the  losses  were  taking  place.  There,  in 
the  absence  of  the  [X)st master,  he  saw  the 
second-in-command  and  took  him  into  con- 
fidence and  tested  the  postmaster's  son.  As 
he  had  expected,  he  caught  him. 

When  the  unfortunate  postmaster  came 
back  from  his  outing,  hot  and  cross  and 
disappointed,  his  son  was  in  prison  and 
the  investigating  officer  had  gone  back  to 
London. 

The  most  extensive  Post  Office  frauds — 
extensive,  that  is,  from  a  financial  standpoint 
— have  been  those  directed  against  the 
savings  bank. 

In  one  instance  the  country  suffered  to  the 
extent  of  some  fifteen  hundred  pounds  by 
the  defalcations  of  a  sub-postmaster  in  an 
insignificant  and  remote  village.  Owing  to 
the  misplaced  confidence  which  he  enjoyed, 
his  fellow-villagers  played  into  his  hands. 
Many  of  them  had  the  fear,  common  to 
country-folk,  that  their  savings-bank  books 
were  unsafe  in  their  own  possession,  and  he 
encouraged  them  to  leave  such  books  with 
him  for,  he  pretended,  their  better  safe- 
guarding. He  was  careful  to  select  very 
aged,  illiterate,  or  notably  thrifty  depositors 
for  this  purpose,  and  he  was  thus  enabled  prac- 
tically to  control  the  sums  which  stood  to  their 
credit.  If  persons  of  advanced  years,  already 
the  possessors  of  substantial  balances,  brought 
him  sums  to  be  deposited,  he  would  assure 
them  that  no  receipt  was  necessary,  since  he 
had  their  books  in  safe  keeping.  He  would 
then  omit  to  credit  them  with  the  amount 
of  the  deposit,  and,  failing  to  bring  it  to 
account  at  all,  would  quite  comfortably  con- 
vert it  to  his  own  use. 

Another  of  his  methods  was  to  forge 
notices  of  withdrawal  from  the  accounts  of 
his  trusting  friends,  and  in  this  way  to  with- 
draw large  sums  for  himself.  As  he  only 
manipulated  carefully-selected  accounts  and 
was  held  in  high  esteem  on  all  hands,  it  was 
some  time  before  his  depredations  were  dis- 
covered. Even  when  exhaustive  investigation 
had  been  made  it  was  difficult  to  find  any  of 
the  defrauded  persons  who  were  willing  to 
give  evidence  against  him*    But  this  difficulty 
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was     successfully    overcome,    and    he    was      withdrawal  had  recently  been  made  by  some 
sentenced  to  a  heavy  term  of  imprisonment.        person  other  than  himself.     That  it  had  been 

The  introduction  of  the  system  of  "  with-     the  man  he  had  helped  never  occurred  to 
drawal  on  demand "  was  responsible  for  an      him  ;  but  when  inquiry  was  set  on  foot  it 
avalanche     of    frauds,    though     they    were      became  clear  that  the   discharged    brother- 
necessarily   limited   in   result,  since,  by  the      assistant  was  the  culprit.     He  was  arrested 
regulations,  not  more  than  a  pound  can  be     and  brought  to  London,  where  he  made  a 
withdrawn  at  any  one  time.     One  ingenious      full  confession  of  his  guilt.     The  case  was 
gentlenian  opened  a  number  of  accounts  by      not  pressed  against  him— the  Post  Office  is 
depositing  a  shilling  at  various   offices    in      never  vindictive  in  its  prosecutions— and  he 
different       names. 
Having     thus 
obtained  a  number 
of  deposit   books, 
he  set  about  alter- 
ing  the  entries  to 
larger  amounts, 
and     then    pro- 
ceeded to  withdraw 
a  pound  where  he 
had     deposited    a 
shilling.  His  career 
was  not,  however, 
a  lengthy  one. 

The  telegram 
has  played  a  con- 
siderable part  in 
frauds  upon  the 
savings  bank,  and 
the  following  is  an 
illustration  of  the 
method  commonly 
pursued.  Two  old 
peasants  in  the 
West  of  England 
had  scraped  to- 
gether  enough 
money  to  put  their 
son  into  a  black  coj 
they  thought,  a  genl 
and  to  get  him  a  sii 
Ivondon  drapery 
where  he  "lived  in."     Presently  he  -^ 

failed      to     give     satisfaction     to    his        "stealing  his  friends  bank-book  from  a  tin  box  in  thbgubiclf. 

employers    and     was     discharged. 

He  was  without  a  character  and  penniless.  was  merely  bound  over  to  come  up  for  judg- 

One  of  his  fellow-assistants,  who  also  "  lived  ment  when  called  upon  to  do  so. 

in,"  took  compassion  upon  him,  and  let  him  The  introduction  of  the  postal  order  was 

share  his  bed  until  he  could  get  a  job.     But  responsible    for    an    enormous    increase  as 

the  other  repaid  the  kindness  by  stealing  his  regards  thefts  by  persons  employed   in  the 

friend's   bank-book  from   a  tin   box   in  the  department  itself.     A  very  common  form  of 

cubicle,  and  withdrew  by  telegram  a  sum  of  Post  Office  crime  is  the  stealing  of  letters 

money   sufficient  to  take  him  back  to  the  containing  postal  orders,  and  the  subsequent 

West.     But  before  he  went  he  replaced  the  negotiation  of  the  latter  in  fictitious  names, 

book  and  said  good-bye,  and  asserted  that  he  But  some  criminals,  being  too  wary  to  put 

had  received  a  remittance  from  home.  their  own  handwriting,  although   disguised, 

A  month  later  the  good  Samaritan  wanted  on  the  orders,  employ  women  to  do  it  for 

to  take  out  some  of  his  savings.     When  he  them,  though  it  is  very  rare  indeed  for  them 

came  to  look  at  his  book  he  found  that  a  to  get  persons  in  their  own  family  to  do  this. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


412 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


But  in  one  instance  a  postman  actually  made 
a  practice  of  handing  the  stolen  orders  to  his 
mother  to  negotiate. 

As  always  happens,  the  Confidential  Inquiry 
Branch  got  wind  of  the  facts.     The  mother 
was  watched.     One  evening  she  was  seen  to 
go   into  a  post- office   in   the   East-end   and 
to  tender  a  postal  order  for  payment  in  an 
assumed  name.     She  was  considerably  taken 
aback  when  a  polite  person  of  many  inches 
introduced  himself  as   a   detective   and  re- 
quested the  pleasure  of  her  company  as  far 
as   St.  Martin*s-le-Grand.      There,  later  on, " 
her  son  unwillingly  joined   her.     By  way  of 
defence  he  made  the  astounding  statement 
that    his   mother  must  have  got  the  postal 
orders  from   letters   which  he   had    left    in 
his  tunic  pocket,  having  forgotten  to  deliver 
them.     But,  ultimately,  he  admitted  his  guilt. 
AVith    its    usual 
magnanimity    the 
department   de- 
clined to  prosecute 
the  woman. 

Again  the  postal 
order  was  at- 
tacked; this  time 
so  effectively  as  to 
bring  about  a  radi- 
cal change  in  its 
formation,  as  the 
only  safeguard 
against  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  crime. 

An   inventive 
genius  discovered 
that  a  postal  order 
for  a  shilling  could 
quite     easily     be 
converted    into 
one   for    eleven 
shillings     by    the 
addition  of  a  sten- 
cilled numeral   in 
the  right-hand  top 
corner     and     the 
complete  covering 
of  the  words  "  one 
shilling"  by  a  row 
of    postage  -  stamps 
gentleman  earned  a 
if  brief,  livelihood  h 
ling  about  the  provi 
posing  of  new  orders 
But  he  was  caught  ii 
or    two's    time,   and 
orders  up  to  ten  shil 

in  blue  ink,  and  all  above  that  denomination 
in  red.     Proper  spaces  for  stamps  have  also 


been  ordained  at  the  foot  of  the  orders,  so 
that  the  crime  is  no  longer  possible.  But 
while  it  lasted  the  inventor  made  a  very 
decent  thing  of  his  scheme. 

A  daring  robbery,  upon  a  very  extensive 
scale,  was  carried  out  some  years  ago  by  two 
officers  of  a  Transatlantic  liner,  who  plundered 
the  mail-bags  while  in  the  ship's  hold.  The 
ringleader  was  the  first  officer,  who  had 
charge  of  the  mails,  and  the  accomplice  held 
the  rank  of  fourth  officer.  They  secured  a 
great  quantity  of  spoil  in  diamonds  and  bank- 
notes. The  accomplice,  a  mere  cat's-paw, 
was  arrested  while  tendering  one  of  the  notes 
at  a  bank  in  New  Jersey,  and  there  made  a 
statement  which  incriminated  the  first  officer. 
They  were  both  extradited.  The  cat's-paw 
pleaded  "  Guilty  "  ;  the  instigator  denied  his 
guilt  throughout  the  police-court  proceedings 


"THKY  bKCURBU  A  GREAT  QUANTITY  OF  STOIL   IN    DIAMONDS 
AND  BANK'NOTKS." 
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and  up  to  the  day  of  his  trial,  when  he  with- 
drew the  plea  for  one  of  "  Guilty." 

This  was  probably  the  most  expensive 
Post  Office  case  on  record.  The  witnesses 
numbered  quite  seventy,  and  included  several 
from  America  and  Belgium.  A  few  months 
after  the  release  of  the  principal  criminal  he 
was  sent  to  prison  again  for  the  attempted 
scuttling  of  a  ship  on  the  high  seas. 

Expert  Continental  thieves  have  not  greatly 
troubled  *the  Post  Office,  but  in  the  eighties  a 
registered  letter-bag  was  extracted  from  its 
covering  sack  at  some  point  between  London 
and  Berlin.  There  was  every  indicatioaUhat 
a  well-known  gang  had  been  responsible  for 
the  theft,  but  there  was  no  actual  evidence 
against  them. 

A  day  or  so  after  the  robbery  a  min  pre- 
sented some  bank-notes  at  a  money-changer's 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Strand.  The 
proprietor  made  some  excuse  for  detaining 
his  client,  slipped  out  at  the  back  entrance, 
and  returned  with  a  policeman.  The  notes 
presented  for  payment  were  some  which  the 
money-changer  himself  had  enclosed  in  a 
registered  letter,  and  this  had  formed  part  of 
the  contents  of  the  stolen  bag !  The  pre- 
senter of  the  notes  was  tried  and  convicted. 

But  the  gravest  of  all  crimes  committed 
against  the  Post  Office  was  the  murder  of 
the  caretaker  at  Birkenhead  on  Sunday,  the 
9th  September,  1900. 

The  post  office  at  Birkenhead  stood  in  a 
somewhat  isolated  position  in  the  centre  of 
a  large  square.  One  side  of  it  adjoined 
another  building ;  the  other  side  looked  on 
to  waste  ground,  and  was  at  some  distance 
from  any  other  house.  On  Sundays  work 
ceased  from  about  ten  in  the  morning  until 
five  in  the  afternoon,  and  the  office  was 
left  in  charge  of  a  caretaker,  who  had  no 
particular  duty  to  perform  beyond  that  of 
remaining  in  the  building  and  keeping  the 
doors  locked  against  the  outside  world. 

When,  towards  fiv^  o'clock,  the  sorters 
came  on  duty  they  found  the  swing  doors  of 
the  sorting-office  slightly  open  and  pools  of 
blood  on  the  floor.  Going  up  the  office  they 
saw  blood  on  the  sorting-boards,  and  in  front 
of  them  more  blood.  The  half-wood,  half- 
wire  front  of  the  registered  letter  enclosure 
was  twisted  and  bent.  There  were  signs  of 
a  struggle  before  its  door  and  the  marks  of 
feet  which  had  clambered  up  to  and  over  its 
top,  which  was  only  some  six  feet  high  and 
did  not  go  up  to  the  ceiling.  Looking 
through  the  wire  netting  they  saw  the  safe 
door  open  and  the  floor  of  the  enclosure 
littered    with    torn    papers    and   envelopes. 


And,  certain  of  the  worst,  they  began  to  look 
for  the  caretaker,  hoping  against  fear. 

A  door  led  from  the  sorting-office  into  the 
back  of  the  counter ;  the  handle  was  wet  as 
they  turned  it  and  went  in.  The  counter-flap, 
which  gave  passage  from  the  official  side  to 
the  public  side  of  the  counter,  was  thrown 
back  and  splintered.  Signs  of  a  struggle  were 
most  apparent  here.  On  the  great  yellow 
blind  of  one  of  the  windows  which  gave  on 
to  the  main  street  were  finger-marks,  red  and 
plain.  But  there  was  no  sign  of  the  care- 
taker. 

The  seekers  went  back  into  the  sorting- 
office.  Another  room  opened  out  of  it — the 
postmaster's  room.  And,  going  in,  they 
found  the  missing  man.  He  was  lying  on 
the  hearthrug  with  a  green  registered  letter- 
bag  over  his  face,  which  was  hammered  into 
an  unrecognisable  mass.  Beside  him  lay  an 
iron  rod,  used  for  opening  parcel  baskets. 
The  presses  and  papers  in  the  pigeon-holes 
on  the  walls  were  covered  with  splashed 
blood. 

The  crime  was  simple  to  reconstruct. 

The  caretaker's  tea  lay  brewed,  and  his 
food  untasted,  on  a  sorting-board ;  clearly 
he  had  been  disturbed  just  before  his  mid- 
day meal,  which  be  was  'known  to  take  at 
noon.  Someone  had  clamoured  at  the 
swing  doors.  He  had  opened  them, 
ever  so  little,  and  had  been  felled  with 
a  knuckle-duster  worn  on  a  powerful  hand. 
It  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  lain  uncon- 
scious for  awhile.  Then,  as  he  came  to,  the 
insistent  grating  sound  of  the  drill  eating  its 
way  into  the  safe  made  itself  understood. 
He  got  up  from  the  saturated  sack  on  which 
he  had  been  lying  and  groped  his  difficult 
way  towards  the  registered  letter  enclosure. 
His  fingers  gripped  the  sorting-tables  for  aid 
as  he  went.  Outside  the  enclosure  he  stopped 
and  calculated  the  chances.  The  thief,  hard 
at  work,  had  not  heard  him.  So  he  made 
a  rush  through  the  door  which  led  into  the 
counter,  that  he  might  beat  upon  the  windows 
and  call  for  help.  Then  the  creak  and  crack 
of  the  woodwork  as  the  murderer  climbed 
out  of  the  enclosure  and  came  at  him  ;  the 
struggle  to  the  window,  where  the  poor  hands 
touched  the  blind  and  no  more  ;  the  weaken- 
ing victim  dragged  back  to  the  sorting-office 
and  finished  in  the  postmaster's  room,  where 
he  struggled  still. 

And  then — for  who  knows  what  sense  of 
decency  came  to  him  in  that  hour? — the 
coarse  green  baig  laid  over  the  murdered 
man's  face  by  his  slayer. 

The  murderer  went  to  a  little  lavatory 
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upstairs  and  washed  his  hands,  and  passed 
boldly  out  through  the  swing  doors  into  the 
sunshine.  He  took  with  him  a  hundred  and 
twenty  pounds — mostly  in  bank-notes.  And 
he  was  never  caught.  There  are  many 
theories  as  to  his  identity,  but,  since  he  may 
yet  be  apprehended,  it  is  well  to  leave  them 
unaired.  One  thing  at  least  may  be  said. 
It  was  no  Post  Office  servant  who  did  this 
thing,  but  an  expert  and  hardened  criminal. 

The  Birkenhead  case  is,  perhaps,  the  only 
great  unsolved  Post  Office  crime;  and  it  does 
not  in  any  way  reflect  upon  the  efficiency  of 
the  department's  expert  branch.  The  local 
police  took  over  the  case  from  its  inception, 
and  the  whole  conduct  of  it  lay  with  them. 
The  Post  Office  gave  only  such  help  as  it 
could.    This  was  a  case  apart  from  all  others. 


Because  the  Post  Office  has  its  parasites,  it 
must  not  be  thought  that  the  bulk  of  its 
servants  are  dishonest.  On  the  contrary, 
having  regard  to  their  opportunities  and 
temptations,  the  standard  of  honesty  is 
exceptionally  high,  the  percentage  of  crime 
incredibly  low.  This  is  mainly  due  to  the 
traditions  of  the  service,  and  to  the  care 
which  is  exercised  in  the  selection  of  persons 
employed.  But,  too,  the  much  -  maligned 
Confidential  Inquiry  Branch  is  splendidly 
efficient — and  efficiency  tells. 

The  whole  history  of  "  inside  "  Post  Office 
crime  is  a  triumph  for  departmental  methods. 
It  may  be  said  with  absolute  certainty  that 
no  one  can  carry  on  a  camp>aign  against  them 
without  defeat— that  no  criminal,  however 
astute,  can  in  the  long  run  go  undetected. 
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all    the    composers    whose 
irorks  are  familiar  to  lovers  of 
nusic  not  one  is  so  generally 
)opular  or  so   widely   appre- 
;iated  as  Chopin.     Yet  it   is 
_afe  to  say  that  the  works  of 
no  other  composer  are,  year  in  year  out,  so 
religiously — or,   I   should   rather   say,    sacri- 
legiously —  and   horribly   murdered   by   the 
amateur  and  the  mediocre  pianist.     This  is 
primarily    because   Chopin    is   played    more 
than  any  other  composer  by  the  amateur  and 
the   mediocre   pianist.      The  works   of  any 
other  composer  suffer  just  the  same  propor- 
tionately    at     the 
same  hands  1 

But  yet,  what 
would  you  have  ? 
Musical  insight, 
with  the  true  appre- 
ciation of  all  the 
beautiful  feelings 
and  emotions  ex- 
pressed upon  the 
piano,  is  a  posses- 
sion of  which  few 
can  boast  in  an 
active  sense, 
although  many 
possess  it  passively. 
With  proper 
musical  training  it 
can  be  acquired 
to  some  extent,  it 
is   true,    but    real 


PRSDERICK  CHOPIN. 


genius  in  this  respect  is  God-given  at  birth  ; 
it  is  as  a  tiny  speck  of  yeast,  which  grows 
and    expands    with     the     mind    until    the 
whole  soul  of  the  artiste  is  leavened.     The 
passive  appreciation,  as  I  have  already  said, 
is  a  different  matter.     If  one  walks  through 
an  exquisite  garden,  full  of  rare  and  beautiful 
flowers,  one  cannot  but  admire  and  appre- 
ciate the  work  of  the  gardener.     The  arrange- 
ment   of    the    beds,   the    size    and   perfect 
symmetry  of  the  various  blossoms,  the  strange 
and   beautiful   colours   which  surround  one 
would  be  attractive  to  anyone,  even  though 
they  had   never   been  in   a  garden   before. 
But    what   propor- 
tion of  those  walk- 
ing through  such  a 
garden    could     as 
successfully  per- 
form the  gardener's 
task? 

Thousands  of 
people  visit  the 
Royal  Academy 
each  year.  All  can 
admire  the  paint- 
ings exhibited 
there.  To  some 
there  are  certain 
pictures  more  pleas- 
ing than  others,  but 
all  will  find  beauties 
to  appreciate,  how- 
ever individual 
his    or    her    taste 
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may  be.  Yet  how  many  of  those  who  see 
and  admire  them  could  paint  any  picture  or 
depict  upon  canvas  any  one  of  the  particular 
effects  that  appeal  to  their  sense  of  the 
beautiful  ? 

Music   is   both   a  garden  and   a    picture 
gallery,  and  great  artistes  are  the  gardeners 
and  the  painters.     The  beauties  of  a  garden 
appeal  spontaneously  to  everyone  alike.    The 
sweet  simplicity  of  the  daisy,  the  brilliance 
of  the  sunflower,  the  elegance  of  the  lily,  and 
the  fragrance  of  the  rose  are  appreciated  at 
sight  by  both  the  uncultured  and  the  cultured 
mind.     The  very  savage  knows  how  beautiful 
is  Nature's  work,  although  he  cannot  imitate 
it,  however  hard  he  may  try.     It  is  to  the 
cultured  mind,  therefore,  that  my  simile  of 
the  picture    gallery   is   directed.      For   dis- 
crimination as  to  the  comparative  beauty  of 
pictures,  special  education  is  essential.     Yet 
even    where    this 
special    education 
exists,    it    does   not 
say  that  those  who 
possess  it  would  be 
able    to    paint    the 
pictures  they  admire 
and  criticise. 

The  beauties  of 
music,  when  pro- 
perly brought  out, 
appeal  just  as  spon- 
taneously as  the 
beauties  of  a  garden. 
The  uncultured  mind 
appreciates  them 
immediately  and  in- 
discriminately, the 
cultured  mind  appre- 
ciates them  sponta- 
neously and  discri- 
minately,  yet  the 
productive  ability  in  ''^wn  a  Photn.  tn, 

both  cases   may  be 

equally  lacking.  Thus  it  is  that  Chopin 
suffers  at  the  hands  of  the  thousands  of 
pianists  who  attempt  to  play  him,  for,  while 
they  can  appreciate  his  beauties  when  they 
are  shown  to  them  by  others,  they  do  not 
possess  the  ability  to  bring  them  out 
themselves.  Indeed,  Chopin  is  one  of 
the  most  difficult  composers   to    play  well, 
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and  the  artiste  who  attempts  him  must  have 
a  heart   by  nature,  a  brain   by  study,  and 
technique  by  constant  practice.     His  works 
contain  countless  beauties,  but   these  must 
be  read  not  only  upon  the  music  but  between 
the  lines,  for  to  properly  interpret  the  poetry 
and   emotionalism   of    the    composer    it    is 
necessary  to  mentally  create  the  same  atmo- 
sphere as  that  in  which  he  lived  and  moved 
and  had  his  being.     For  Chopin  came  into 
existence  at  a  time  of  great  political  restless- 
ness among  his  countrymen  the  Poles,  and 
the  surrounding  influences  of  his  time  were 
reflected  to  an  extraordinary  extent  in  all  his 
works.     The  very  variety  of  his  compositions 
speaks  of  his  birth,  for  the  characteristics  of 
the  Pole  are  a  strange  intermingling  of  gaiety 
and    sadness,    and    sudden    changes    from 
triumph   to   dejection,  caused   by  his   utter 
inability  to   hold  up   his   head    in   face  of 
opposing     circum- 
stance.     Thus 
Chopin's  music  was 
impregnated  with 
subtle     romance, 
exuberant  fancy,  in- 
consequent    gaiety, 
triumphant    gran- 
deur, and  utter  dis- 
consolatencss.        In 
more  than  one  of  his 
compositions    these 
various   moods  suc- 
ceed one  another  in 
quick   succession, 
until   the  music  re- 
flects, like  a  mirror, 
the    emotions    that 
stirred      the      com- 
poser's soul.  Review, 
for  a   moment,   the 
B    Flat     Minor 
Kiiiott  it  fvir.  Sonata    with   the 

Funeral  March.  As 
the  piece  progresses  mood  succeeds  mood 
in  the  composer's  mind.  The  light-hearted- 
ness  of  youth,  the  romance  of  love,  the 
triumph  of  manhood,  the  lust  of  battle,  the 
intoxication  of  success,  the  anguish  of  defeat, 
the  bitterness  of  death,  and  the  mournful 
passing  of  the  spirit  follow  one  another  with 
dramatic  swiftness.     Each  successive  mood 
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of  the  composer  must  receive  its  awn  special 
interpretation  at  the  hands  of  the  pianist,  yet 
the  whole  piece  must  present  the  ensemble 
of  a  finished  picture. 

To  make  a  beautiful  thing  ugly  is  a  very 
easy  matter  indeed,  and  in  this  respect  most 
pianists  who  attempt  Chopin  are  eminently 
successful.  But  to  make  an  ugly  thing 
beautiful  is  the  most  difficult  of  tasks.  Yet 
it  is  a  task  that  even  Chopin  occasionally 
demands.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  all 
the  work  of  any  great  man  could  possibly  be 
of  the  same  high  standard,  and  Chopin  is  no 
exception  to  the  rule.  About  one-third  of 
his  compositions  are  comparatively  poor,  and 
are,  in  consequence,  not  played  at  concerts. 
Personally,  for  public  performance  I  pick  out 
from  his  works  only  the  gems,  for  the  public 
will  and  must  have  the  best  of  music  as  of 
everything  else.  For  amateurs,  however, 
there  is  no  need  to  pick  out  and  study 
special  pieces  in  the  same  way.  They  have 
no  large  public  to  please,  and  their  task  is 
therefore^ an  easier  one,  since,  instead  of 
being  obliged  to  play  what  other  people 
want,  they  need  only  interpret  those  pieces 
specially  fitted  to  their  own  temperament. 

This  leads  me  to  a  point  which  I  would 
specially  urge  upon  all  who  play  the  piano, 
independently  of  whether  they  play  Chopin 
or  any  other  composer.  Each  should  early 
discover  which  particular  works  appeal  most 
readily  to  his  or  her  temperament.  These 
should  then  be  carefully  studied  and  mastered 
one  by  one.  Each  piece  that  is  thoroughly 
understood  will  open  up  some  new  avenue*  of 
thought  which  will  in  turn  make  possible  the 
interpretation  of  some  fresh  and  more  com- 
plicated work. 

No  piece  can  be  mastered  very  quickly. 
Often  it  is  a  matter  of  years  before  one 
fully  appreciates  all  the  meaning  and 
beauty  of  a  passage.  For  my  part,  con- 
stant playing  of  Chopin's  works  has  made 
them  so  much  part  of  myself  that  I  see  and 
appreciate  many  different  aspects  of  beauty 
in  them.  Yet  even  now  I  am  constantly 
finding  fresh  points  of  view  with  different 
meanings  and  new  beauties. 

Chopin-playing  requires,  above  all  else, 
an  education  amongst  the  works  of  other 
composers,    not     only    because    familiarity 
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with  other  composers  educates  the  musical 
understanding  and  cultivates  a  variety  of 
temperament,  but  for  technical  reasons.  The 
compositions  of  other  composers  may  in 
some  cases  be  more  uniformly  difficult  than 
Chopin  technically,  but  the  works  of  no  other 
composer  combine  such  a  variety  of  technical 
difficulties  in  individual  pieces.  To  play 
Chopin,  therefore,  one  must  have  thoroughly 
mastered  all  the  means  that  every  composer 
makes  use  of  to  obtain  effect.  And  on  top  of 
the  variety  of  technique  required  comes  the 
special  study  of  the  true  Chopin  pianissimo. 
Of  so  delicate  a  nature  are  some  of  Chopin's 
passages  that  to  do  them  full  justice,  and  to 
bring  out  all  their  beauties,  careful  and 
special  study  must  be  made  of  pianissimo 
effects.  This  is  no  easy  matter,  and  can 
only  be  acquired  by  constant  eflfort  and 
practice,  but  it  is  absolutely  indispensable 
for  the  renderings  of  the  works  of  this 
master. 

Another  small  technical  point  which  the 
amateur  must  master  is  the  ability  to  accen- 
tuate some  particular  note  in  a  chord.  It 
often  happens  that  Chopin's  melody  —  the 
melody  that  lends  meaning  to  the  whole 
piece — lies  in  the  top  notes  in  a  series  of 
chords.  If  all  the  notes  of  those  chords  are 
played  with  an  equal  accent  the  melody  is 
lost  and  the  whole  meaning  of  the  passage 
destroyed.  The  melody,  therefore,  must  be 
accentuated  and  brought  out,  while  the  other 
notes  of  the  chord  must  be  heard  like  an 
accompaniment.  This  is  particularly  beautiful 
in  soft  passages  where  the  melody  notes  are 
themselves  played  pianissimo.  The  rest  of 
the  chord  is  so  lightly  struck  as  to  resemble, 
more  than  anything  else,  the  sighing  of  a 
breeze  over  the  strings,  so  that  they  are  only 
just  stirred  into  sound.  Often  the  same 
passage  of  chords  is  repeated  several  times  in 
a  given  piece.  Such  passages  should  never 
be  rendered  in  exactly  the  same  way  each 
time.  The  diflference  may  be  simply  a  matter 
of  tone,  but  an  even  more  striking  eflfect  may 
be  sometimes  obtained  by  neglecting  the 
original  melody  and  accentuating  the  second 
note  of  the  chords,  which  will  thus  sound  like 
an  alto  echo  to  a  treble  voice.  Such  effects 
as  these  are  arrived  at  by  careful  thought  and 
study,  but  they  often  transform  passages  that 


Digitized  by 


Google       


4i8 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE. 


would  otherwise  be  comparatively  uninterest- 
ing into  bars  of  great  beauty  and  attractive- 
ness. Chopin's  2oth  Prelude  is  one  in  which 
these  effects  can  be  produced  in  many 
different  ways. 

The  whole  question  of  melody  is  of  the 
utmost  importance  where  Chopin  is  con- 
cerned, for  many  of  his  most  beautiful  pieces 
resemble  songs  which,  alas !  too  often  lose 
their  beauty  at  the  hands  of  second-rate 
pianists,  through  the  voice  being  drowned 
by  the  accompaniment.  Infinite  delicacy  and 
elegance  are  required  for  the  playing  of  these 
songs  on  the  piano,  and  much  may  be  done 
to  ensure  perfection  by  listening  to  great 
singers,  observing  how  they  obtain  their 
effects,  and  adapting  their  methods  to  the 
piano. 

For  me,  Chopin's  great  attractiveness  lies 
in  the  fact  that  practically  every  piece  he 
ever  wrote  tells  a  complete  story  in  itself,  or 
paints  some  picture  easily  comprehensible  to 
the  mind  educated  in  music,  and  often 
quite  intelligible,  when  interpreted  by  a  great 
artiste,  even  to  a  mind  uneducated  in  music, 
or  comparatively  so.  The  great  Chopin- 
player  is  the  man  who  not  only  sees  the 
pictures  that  Chopin  conjures  up,  but  can 
show  them  to  his  audiences  in  such  a  way 
that  they  can  see  them  too. 

The  necessary  technique  for  playing 
Chopin  could  never  be  acquired  by  reading 
anything  that  I  or  another  might  write  on 
the  subject,  but  it  is  possible  in  an  article 
like  this  to  draw  attention  to  noteworthy 
points  in  connection  with  specific  pieces,  and 
with  this  end  in  view  I  will  run  through  a 
few  of  Chopin's  works  that  are  most  familiar 
to  amateurs. 

The  mazurkas  I  will  dismiss  in  a  few 
words.  In  them  Chopin  displays  some  of 
his  most  changeable  moods.  When  playing 
them  one  seems  to  be  dancing  with,  so  to 
speak,  the  tears  in  one's  eyes  all  the  time,  for 
there  is  often  an  underlying  note  of  sadness 
throughout  the  theme.  Occasionally  they 
break  off  into  utter  gaiety  and  wild,  in- 
consequent joy.  Sadness  and  joy  are, 
indeed,  strangely  mixed  up  in  them. 

The  preludes  are  always  popular  both 
with  players  and  with  audiences,  and  this  is 
not  surprising,   for,   with   the  exception   of 


one  or  two  weak  ones,  they  are  all  of 
them  exceptionally  beautiful,  interesting,  and 
characteristic.  The  first  of  them  is  in  a 
style  that  reminds  one  very  forcibly  of  Schu- 
mann. To  play  it  is  very  refreshing,  like  a 
draught  of  cool  spring  water  on  a  hot  day, 
but  the  second  is,  I  think,  somewhat  poor, 
and  I  remember  that  Liszt  himself  once  told 
me  he  thought  it  a  little  weak.  The  third, 
though  it  has  not  a  very  high  meaning,  is  a 
delightful  little  prelude.  The  melody  is  so 
smooth  that  it  reminds  me  of  oil  floating 
upon  water,  while  a  sort  of  zither  accom- 
paniment is  running.  The  fourth,  though 
more  poetical  than  the  second,  would  have 
been  more  attractive  if  written  in  the  shape 
of  a  song  for  a  lady's  voice  accompanied  by 
a  little  harmonium.  The  fifth  is  one  that  is 
so  difficult  to  properly  interpret  that  one  of 
the  great  pianists  of  the  day  once  stated  that 
he  studied  it  for  years  before  he  ventured 
to  play  it  in  public.  No.  6  could  very 
well  be  played  by  a  'cello  and  violin,  but  it  is 
possible  on  the  piano  to  get  more  effect  than 
could  be  got  with  the  'cello  itself.  A  little 
curiosity  is  to  be  found  in  this  prelude  at  the 
end  of  the  fifth  bar  from  the  finish,  when 
there  comes  a  sort  of  trumpet  call  announ- 
cing the  conclusion.  The  seventh  is  gay,  the 
eighth  an  exercise,  the  ninth  makes  me  think 
of  returning  after  a  funeral,  and  in  the  tenth 
Chopin  seems  to  me  to  point  at  and  imitate 
his  master.  Hummel. 

No.  1 1  is  a  fine  prelude.  There  is  melody 
all  the  time,  and  at  this  point  in  the  preludes 
we  begin  to  get  genuine  Chopinism.  But  it 
should  not  b^  played  vivace  I  It  should  be 
allegro  moderato.  Liszt  thought  this  prelude 
was  nonsense  if  played  vivace.  In  the  1 2th 
Prelude,  again,  there  is  a  mistake  very  com- 
monly made  as  to  the  manner  of  its  playing. 
Besides  being  a  great  tour  de  force,  this  pre- 
lude is  also  exceedingly  poetical.  Now,  if  it 
is  played  presto,  all  the  beautiful  poetical 
meaning  is  lost,  and  it  becomes  a  tour  deforce 
only.  If  it  is  played  poco  presto,  however, 
not  only  does  it  remain  a  tour  de  force,  but 
all  the  poetry  in  it  can  be  brought  out. 

I  do  not  like  the  13th  Prelude.  The  14th 
is  all  fun  from  beginning  to  end — a  regular 
volcano  of  gaiety  !  The  15th  is  my  favourite. 
It  is  the  longest  of  the  preludes,  and  reminds 
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one  of  an  impromptu.  The  i6th  is  my  great 
favourite  !  It  is  ia  plus  grande  tour  de  force 
in  Chopin.  It  is  the  most  difficult  of  all  the 
preludes  technically,  possibly  excepting  the 
19th.  In  this  case  presto  is  not  enough.  It 
should  be  played  prestissimo^  or,  better  still, 
vivacissimo.  No.  17  was  the  favourite  of 
Mme.  Schumann  and  Rubinstein.  It  is  very 
majestic,  and  in  it  Chopin  introduces  har- 
monies not  previously  found  in  other  com- 
posers. The  1 8th  is  really  a  cadenza.  In 
it  Chopin  never  repeats  himself.  From 
beginning  to  end  it  is  brilliant  and  interesting. 
No.  19  is  another  one  I  am  very  fond  of, 
but  I  think  it  the  most  difficult  thing  in  the 
world  to  play. 

The  20th  Prelude  is  a  very  beautiful  one, 
but  with  the  21st  I  find  fault — musical  fault. 
I  am  quite  sure  that  when  he  started  to  write 
this  he  meant  to^  make  it  a  ballade  for  the 
orchestra.  Apparently  he  failed  to  hit  upon 
any  second  or  third  motive  for  succeeding 
movements,  so  he  included  it  in  the  preludes. 
It  is  obviously  written  for  first  violin  and 
two  'cellos,  and  it  is  not  piano  music  at  all 
It  is  most  poetical,  I  grant,  but,  emphatically, 
it  was  not  meant  for  the  piano.  This  is  no 
decision  arrived  at  in  a  hurry,  I  assure  you. 
I  thought  over  this  matter  for  thirty  years 
before  I  dared  to  express  this  opinion  ! 

In  the  22nd  Prelude  Chopin  created 
energetic  modem  octave  play.  It  was  the 
first  prelude  of  its  kind  in  the  world.  In 
the  23rd  Prelude  pretty  well  all  editions 
indicate  short  legato  passages.  Chopin  never 
played  such  passages.  He  sometimes  intro- 
duced a  long  legato  passage,  but  never  short 
ones  of  a  few  notes  only.  In  the  24th  the 
amateur  would  do  well  to  remember  that  the 
whole  beauty  of  this  prelude  is  generally 
spoilt  by  the  left-hand  notes  being  banged. 
They  should  be  masquk  the  whole  time  and 
should  never  be  allowed  to  drown  the  right 
hand. 

So  much  for  the  preludes.  They  are  very 
beautiful  and  are  worthy  of  the  closest  study 
and  pains,  not  with  a  view  of  perfecting  any 
stereotyped  manner  of  playing  each  one,  but 
of  discovering  the  various  methods  which 
may  be  employed  to  bring  out  their  beauty. 
Half  the  attraction  of  a  beautiful  woman  lies 
in  the  various  dresses  she  wears.     She  may 


be  in  blue  to-day,  in  grey  to-morrow,  and  in 
pink  the  day  after,  and  with  every  change 
she  appears  more  beautiful.  So  it  is  with 
the  preludes.  Each  has  a  large  wardrobe  of 
different  dresses.  Do  not,  then,  always  dress 
them  in  the  same  colours. 

I  have  dealt  at  some  length  with  the 
preludes  because,  while  they  are  always 
popular  with  pianists,  most  players  play  them 
in  an  absolutely  stereotyped  and  uninterest- 
ing manner  which  utterly  hides  all  their 
beauties.  The  amateur,  almost  without  ex- 
ception, practises  them  through  and  through 
in  order  to  become  technically  perfect  as 
regards  the  actual  playing  of  the  written 
notes.  He  or  she,  as  the  case  may  be, 
thus  produces  an  absolutely  colourless  study 
almost  entirely  without  interest  and  quite 
devoid  of  meaning.  We  have  all  seen  the 
outlined  painting-books  of  which  children 
are  so  fond.  A  drawing  of  some  simple 
subject  is  given  in  outline,  and  the  child, 
with  its  box  of  paints,  sets  to  work  to  paint 
it.  Chopin,  and,  indeed,  all  music,  is  one 
great  painting-book  full  of  outline  drawings, 
and  those  who  play  the  piano  are  the  children 
who  attempt  to  colour  them.  As  with 
children,  so  with  musicians,  artistic  instincts 
are  lacking  through  want  of  training,  or 
because  the  soul  is  entirely  without  the 
necessary  germ  of  art.  The  result  is  that 
the  pictures  are  seldom  more  than  uninterest- 
ing daubs.  The  result  may  be  symmetrical 
enough,  but  the  colours  do  not  blend,  and 
offend  instead  of  please.  Some  are  merely 
sketches  in  sepia  lacking  all  brightness  and 
beauty,  others  are  in  the  hard  black  and 
white  of  crude  contrast.  But  the  real  artist 
can  make  a  beautiful  picture  out  of  quite  an 
uninteresting  subject  by  the  careful  choice 
and  blending  of  his  colours;  he  can  even 
surround  his  subject  with  some  subtle 
atmosphere  all  its  own,  until  his  work  stands 
out  by  itself  in  comparison  with  the  crude 
paintings  of  his  fellows. 

Perhaps  more  than  any  other  composer 
Chopin  requires  deep  thought  and  study 
before  any  one  of  his  outline  drawings  is 
attempted,  for  his  nature  was  such  that  he 
created,  quite  naturally,  particular  effects  of 
tone  and  colour  arrived  at  by  none  of  his 
predecessors.  These  effects  cannot  be  merely 
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copied  from  the  works  of  anyone  else,  so  that 
Chopin-playing  becomes  a  special  study  in 
itself,  requiring  special  training  and  special 
methods  of  interpretation.  Of  course,  I  do 
not  mean  to  say  that  familiarity  with  the 
methods  of  other  men  is  not  of  assistance. 
Indeed,  it  is  of  the  most  valuable  assistance, 
and  the  finest  Chopin-players  are  those  who 
have  mastered  all  the  beauties  of  other 
composers,  since  only  by  having  so  done  will 
they  be  able  to  fully  see  and  understand  all 
the  new  and  unusual  beauties  that  exist  in 
Chopin,  and  the  immense  gulf  which  divides 
him  from  the  rest. 

Personally,  although  the  public  for  some 
reason  regard  me  purely  as  a  Chopin-player, 
owing  to  the  fact  thdt  bis  works  figure  so 
prominently  on  my  programme  through  their 
being  so  popular  with  the  public,  I  can  play 
all  composers  equally  well ;  and  it  is  this  very 
reason  that  makes  Chopin's  works  so  dear  to 
me,  for,  knowing  full  well  all  the  beautiful 
thoughts  expressed  by  the  rest,  I  can  appre- 
ciate how  much,  as  a  whole,  Chopin's  works  are 
more  beautiful  than  those  of  other  composers. 

Practically  every  line  he  wrote  is  a  line  of 
perfect  poetry.  Even  his  most  simple  pieces 
are  among  the  finest  gems  of  our  musical 
literature.  Look  at  the  dtudes !  Their 
worth  does  not  lie  in  their  merits  from  the 
point  of  view  of  musical  construction,  but  in 
their  immense  poetical  beauty.  The  very 
first  one  is  among  the  harmonical  wonders  of 
the  world.  Yet  this  was  written  when  he  was 
but  a  youth  of  twenty  !  Whenever  I  play  it, 
it  always  conjures  up  before  my  mind  the 
picture  of  some  exquisitely  beautiful  little 
child  being  bathed  in  a  silver  bath  filled  with 
milk  and  wine  amid  brightly-coloured,  richly- 
scented  flowers  !  And  almost  every  one  of 
them  brings  some  similar  picture  before  me. 

Yet,  with  the  Etudes  as  with  the  preludes, 
each  will  be  meaningless  if  improperly  in- 
terpreted. Many  of  the  most  beautiful 
pieces  of  poetry   in   literature  would   seem 


uninteresting  and  flat  if  read  by  a  bad 
reciter.  In  the  same  way,  a  good  reciter 
will  make  attractive  a  poem  whose  beauties 
are  not  so  apparent.  A  fine  painter  will  light 
up  each  little  beauty  in  his  pictures  until  the 
smallest  detail  is  attractive  and  strikes  the 
eye.  It  is  only  the  mediocrity  whose  work 
is  characterized  by  sameness  and  lack  of 
interest.  There  must  be  no  mediocrity  in 
the  playing  of  Chopin. 

Chopin  was  the  father  of  modem  piano 
technique.  He  called  upon  all  the  resources 
of  his  instrument,  and,  seeing  that  the  piano 
of  to-day  is  so  immeasurably  improved  from 
what  it  was  in  his  time,  there  is  every  reason 
why  the  player  of  to-day  should  be  able  to 
obtain  the  same  effects,  or  even  better  ones 
than  Chopin  did,  with  much  less  diflliculty. 
For  instance,  I  referred  just  now  to  the 
accentuation  of  one  note  in  a  chord,  the  rest 
of  the  notes  being  played  so  lightly  as  to 
resemble  the  sighing  of  the  breeze  through 
the  strings.  This  effect  must  have  been  very 
difficult  on  the  old  pianos,  but  it  can  be 
easily  accomplished  on,  for  instance,  the 
Bechstein  of  to-day,  which  is  the  piano  upon 
which  I  always  play.  Go  to  one  of  Godowsky's 
recitals  and  you  will  see  to  what  height  modem 
technique  has  come,  for  Godowsky  is  the  king 
of  the  piano  in  this  respect,  and  is  unquestion- 
ably the  finest  exponent  of  technique  in  the 
world  to-day.  He  owes  his  extraordinary 
powers  partly  to  Chopin,  who  first  showed 
what  could  be  done  m  this  direction,  and 
partly  to  the  modem  piano,  which  makes 
possible  so  much  more  than  Chopin  could 
accomplish. 

Present-day  pianists,  therefore,  have  every- 
thing in  their  favour.  They  have  the  finest 
brushes  and  the  most  beautiful  outline 
drawings ;  all  that  they  need  acquire,  then, 
is  the  musical  insight  which  shall  show  them 
how  to  mix  the  pigments  upon  their  palette 
and  apply  them  most  attractively  upon  the 
canvas. 
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R.  FRED  CARTER  stood  on 
the  spacious  common,  inhaling 
with  all  the  joy  of  the  holiday- 
making  Londoner  the  salt 
smell  of  the  sea  below,  and 
regarding  with  some  interest 
the  movements  of  a  couple  of  men  who  had 
come  to  a  stop  a  short  distance  away.  As 
he  looked  they  came  on  again,  eyeing  him 
closely  as  they  approached — a  strongly-built, 
shambling  man  of  fifty,  and  a  younger  man, 
evidently  his  son. 

"  Good  evening,"  said  the  former,  as  they 
came  abreast  of  Mr.  Carter. 
"  Good  evening,"  he  replied. 
"That's  him,"  said  both  together. 
They  stood  regarding  him   in   a   fashion 
unmistakably   hostile.     Mr.  Carter,  with  an 
uneasy  smile,  awaited  developments. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  say  for  yourself?  " 
demanded  the  elder  man,  at  last.  "  Do  you 
call  yourself  a  man  ?  " 

"  I  don't  call  myself  anything,"  said  the 
puzzled  Mr.  Carter.  "  Perhaps  you're  mis- 
taking me  for  somebody  else." 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you,"  said  the  younger  man, 
turning  to  the  other—"  didn't  I  tell  you  he'd 
say  that?" 
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"  He  can  say  what  he  likes,"  said  the  other,  ' 
"  but  we've  got  him  now.     If  he  gets  away 
from  me  he'll  be  cleverer  than  what  he  thinks 
he  is." 

"  What  are  we  to  do  with  him  now  weVe 
got  him  ?  "  inquired  his  son. 

The  elder  man  clenched  a  huge  fist  and 
eyed  Mr.  Carter  savagely.  "  If  I  was  just 
considering  myself,"  he  said,  "  I  should  ham- 
mer him  till  I  was  tired  and  then  chuck  him 
into  the  sea." 

His  son  nodded.  "That  wouldn't  do  Nancy 
much  good,  though,"  he  remarked. 

"  I  want  to  do  everything  for  the  best," 
said  the  other,  "  and  I  s'pose  the  right  and 
proper  thing  to  do  is  to  take  him  by  the 
scruff  of  his  neck  and  run  him  along  to 
Nancy." 

"You  try  it,"  said  Mr.  Carter,  hotly. 
"  Who  is  Nancy  ?  " 

The  other  growled,  and  was  about  to  aim 
a  blow  at  him  when  his  son  threw  himself 
upon  him  and  besought  him  to  be  calm. 

"Just  one,"  said  his  father,  struggling, 
"  only  one.  It  would  do  me  good ;  and 
perhaps  he'd  come  along  the  quieter  for 
it." 

"  Look  here  !  "  said  Mr.  Carter.     "  You're 
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mistaking  me  for  somebody  else,  that's  what 
you  are  doing.  What  am  I  supposed  to  have 
done?" 

"  You're  supposed  to  have  come  courting 
my  daughter,  Mr.  Somebody  Else,"  said  the 
other,  releasing  himself  and  thrusting  his  face 
into  Mr.  Carter's,  "and,  after  getting  her 
promise  to  marry  you,  nipping  off  to  London 
to  arrange  for  The  wedding.  She's  been 
mourriing  over  you  for  four  years  now,  having 
an  idea  that  you  had 
been  made  away  with." 

"  Being  true  to  your 
memory,  you  skunk," 
said  the  son. 

"And  won't  look  at 
decent  chaps  that  want 
to  marry  her,"  added 
the  other. 

"  It's  all  a  mistake," 
said  Mr.  Carter.  "  I 
came  down  here  this 
morning  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life." 

"  Bring  him  along," 
said  the  son,  impa- 
tiently. "  It's  a  waste 
of  time  talking  to  him." 

Mr.  Carter  took  a 
step  back  and  parleyed. 
"  I'll  come  along  with 
you  of  my  own  free 
will,"  he  said,  hastily, 
"just  to  show  you  that 
you  are  wrong ;  but  I 
won't  be  forced." 

He  turned  and 
walked  back  with  them 
towards  the  town, 
pausing  occasionally 
to  admire  the  view. 
Once  he  paused  so 
long  that  an  ominous 
growl  arose  from 
captors. 

"  I  was  just  thinking,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
eyeing  him  in  consternation ;  "  suppose  that 
she  makes  the  same  mistake  that  you  have 
made  ?     Oh,  Lord  !  " 

"  Keeps  it  up  pretty  well,  don't  he,  Jim  ?  " 
said  the  father. 

The  other  grunted  and,  drawing  nearer  to 
Mr.  Carter  as  they  entered  the  town,  stepped 
along  in  silence.  Questions  which  Mr. 
Carter  asked  with  the  laudable  desire  of 
showing  his  ignorance  concerning  the  neigh- 
bourhood elicited  no  reply.  His  discomfiture 
was  increased  by  the  behaviour  of  an  elderly 
boatman,  who,  after  looking  at  him  hard,  took 


his  pipe  from  his  mouth  and  bade  him 
"  Good  evening."  Father  and  son  exchanged 
significant  glances. 

They  turned  at  last  into  a  small  street,  and 
the  elder  man,  opening  the  door  of  a  neat 
cottage,  laid  his  hand  on  the  prisoner's 
shoulder  and  motioned  him  in.  Mr.  Carter 
obeyed,  and,  entering  a  spotless  living-room, 
removed  his  hat  and  with  affected  composure 
seated  himself  in  an  easy-chair. 


C 


AN   BLDBRLY  BOATMAN,  AFTRR    LOOKING  AT   HIM   HARD,   TOOK   HIS  PIPE   FROM    HIS   MOUTH 
AND   BADE   HIM   '  GOOD   EVENING."* 


the     elder     of      his 


"I'll    go  up  and    tell    Nan,"  said   Jim 
"  Don't  let  him  run  away." 

He  sprang  up  the  stairs,  which  led  from  a 
corner  of  the  room,  and  the  next  moment  the 
voice  of  a  young  lady,  labouring  under  intense 
excitement,  fell  on  the  ears  of  Mr.  Carter. 
With  a  fine  attempt  at  unconcern  he  rose  and 
inspected  an  aged  engraving  of  "  The  Sailor's 
Return." 

"  She'll  be  down  in  a  minute,"  said  Jim, 
returning. 

"  P'r'aps  it's  as  well  that  I  didn't  set  about 
him,  after  all,"  said  his  father.  "If  I  had 
done  what  I  should  like  to  do,  his  own 
mother  wouldn't  have  known  him." 

Mr.  Carter  sniffed   defiantly  and,  with  a 
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bored  air,  resumed  his  seat.  Ten  minutes 
passed — fifteen ;  at  the  end  of  half  an  hour 
the  elder  man's  impatience  found  vent  in  a 
tirade  against  the  entire  sex. 

"She's  dressing  up;  that's  what  it  is," 
explained  Jim.     "  For  him  ! " 

A  door  opened  above  and  a  step  sounded 
on  the  stairs.  Mr.  Carter  looked  up  uneasily, 
and,  after  the  first  sensation  of  astonishment 
had  passed,  wondered  vaguely  what  his 
double  had  run  away  for.  The  girl,  her  lips 
parted  and  her  eyes  bright,  came  swiftly  down 
into  the  room. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  '*  she  said,  quickly. 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  her  father,  in  surprise.  "Why, 
there  !     Can't  you  see  ?  " 

The  light  died  out  of  the  girl's  face  and 
she  looked  round  in  dismay.  The  watchful 
Mr.  Carter  thought  that  he  also  detected  in 
her  glance  a  spice  of  that  temper  which  had 
made  her  relatives  so  objectionable. 

"  That  I "  she  said,  loudly.  "  That !  That's 
not  my  Bert ! " 

"That's  what  I  told  'em,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
deferentially,  "over  and  over  again." 

"  What  I  "  said  her  father,  loudly.  "  Look 
again." 

"If  I  looked  all  night  it  wouldn't  make 
any  difference,"  said  the  disappointed  Miss 
Evans.  "  The  idea  of  making  such  a 
mistake  ! " 

"We're  all  liable  to  mistakes,"  said  Mr. 
Carter,  magnanimously,  "even  the  best  of  us." 

"You  take  a  good  look  at  him,"  urged 
her  brother,  "  and  don't  forget  that  it's  four 
years  since  you  saw  him.  Isn't  that  Bert's 
nose  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  girl,  glancing  at  the  feature 
in  question,  "  not  a  bit  like  it.  Bert  had  a 
beautiful  nose." 

"  Look  at  his  eyes,"  said  Jim. 

Miss  Evans  looked,  and  meeting  Mr. 
Carter's  steady  gaze  tossed  her  head  scorn- 
fully and  endeavoured  to  stare  him  down. 
Realizing  too  late  the  magnitude  of  the  task, 
but  unwilling  to  accept  defeat,  she  stood 
confronting  him  with  indignant  eyes. 

"  Well  ?"  said  Mr.  Evans,  misunderstanding. 

"  Not  a  bit  like,"  said  his  daughter,  turning 
thankfully.  "  And  if  you  don't  like  Bert,  you 
needn't  insult  him." 

She  sat  down  with  her  back  towards  Mr. 
Carter  and  looked  out  at  the  window. 

"Well,  I  could  ha*  sworn  it  was  Bert 
Simmons,"  said  the  discomfited  Mr.  Evans. 

"  Me,  too,"  said  his  son.  "  I'd  ha'  sworn 
to  him  anywhere.  It's  the  most  extraordinary 
likeness  Fve  ever  seen." 

He  caught  his  father's  eye,  and  with  a  jerk 


of  his  thumb  telegraphed  for  instructions  as 
to  the  disposal  of  Mr.  Carter. 

"He  can  go,"  said  Mr.  Evans,  with  an 
attempt  at  dignity;  "he  can  go  this  time, 
and  I  hope  that  this'll  be  a  lesson  to  him 
not  to  go  about  looking  like  other  people. 
If  he  does,  next  time,  p'r'aps,  he  won't- 
escape  so  easy." 

"You're  quite  right,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
blandly.  "I'll  get  a  new  face  first  thing 
to-morrow  morning.  I  ought  to  have  done 
it  before." 

He  crossed  to  the  door  and,  nodding  to 
the  fermenting  Mr.  Evans,  bowed  to  the 
profile  of  Miss  Evans  and  walked  slowly  out. 
Envy  of  Mr.  Simmons  was  mingled  with 
amazement  at  his  deplorable  lack  of  taste 
and  common  sense.  He  would  willingly 
have  changed  places  with  him.  There  was 
evidently  a  strong  likeness,  and 

Busy  with  his  thoughts  he  came  to  a 
standstill  in  the  centre  of  the  footpath,  and 
then,  with  a  sudden  air  of  determination, 
walked  slowly  back  to  the  house. 

"Yes?"  said  Mr.  Evans,  as  the  door 
opened  and  the  face  of  Mr.  Carter  was  thrust 
in.     "  What  have  you  come  back  for  ?  " 

The  other  stepped  into  the  room  and 
closed  the  door  softly  behind  him.  "I  have 
come  back,"  he  said,  slowly — "  I  have  come 
back  because  I  feel  ashamed  of  myself." 

"Ashamed  of  yourself?"  repeated  Mr. 
Evans,  rising  and  confronting  him. 

Mr.  Carter  hung  his  head  and  gazed  ner- 
vously in  the  direction  of  the  girl.  "  I  can't 
keep  up  this  deception,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
but  distinct  voice.  "I  am  Bert  Simmons. 
At  least,  that  is  the  name  I  told  you  four 
years  ago." 

"  I  knew  I  hadn't  made  a  mistake,"  roared 
Mr.  Evans  to  his  son.  "  I  knew  him  well 
enough.  Shut  the  door,  Jim.  Don't  let 
him  go." 

"  I  don't  want  to  go,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
with  a  glance  in  the  direction  of  Nancy.  '  "  I 
have  come  back  to  make  amends." 

"  Fancy  Nancy  not  knowing  him  ! "  said 
Jim,  gazing  at  the  astonished  Miss  Evans. 

"She  was  afraid  of  getting  me  into 
trouble,"  said  Mr.  Carter,  "and  1  just  gave 
her  a  wink  not  to  recognise  me ;  but  she 
knew  me  well  enough,  bless  her." 

"  How  dare  you  ! "  said  the  girl,  starting 
up.  "  Why,  I've  never  seen  you  before  in 
my  life." 

"All  right.  Nan,"  said  the  brazen  Mr. 
Carter ;  "  but  it's  no  good  keeping  it  up 
now.    I've  come  back  to  act  fair  and  square." 

Miss  Evans  struggled  for  breath. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


424 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


"There  he  is,  my  girl,"  said  her  father, 
patting  her  on  the  back.  "  He's  not  much  to 
look  at,  and  he  treated  you  very  shabby,  but 
if  you  want  him  I  suppose  you  must  have 
him." 

"  Want  him  ?  "  repeated  the  incensed  Miss 
Evans.  "  Want  him  ?  I  tell  you  it's  not  Bert. 
How  dare  he  come  here  and  call  me  Nan  ?  " 

"You  used  not  to  mind  it,"  said  Mr. 
Carter,  plaintively. 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  Miss  Evans,  turning  to 
her  father  and  brother,  "  it's  not  Bert.  Do 
you  think  I  don't  know  ? '' 

"  Well,  he  ought  to  know  who  he  is,"  said 
her  father,  reasonably. 

"Of  course  I  ought,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
smiling  at  her.  "  Besides,  what  reason  should 
I  have  for  saying  I  am  Bert  if  I  am  not  ?  " 

"  That's  a  fair  question,"  said  Jim,  as  the 
girl  bit  her  lip.     "  Why  should  he  ?  " 

"  Ask  him,"  said  the  girl,  tartly. 

"  Look  here,  my  girl,"  said  Mr.  Evans,  in 
ominous  accents.  "  For  four  years  you've 
been  grieving  over  Bert,  and  me  and  Jim 
have  been  hunting  high  and  low  for  him. 
We've  got  him  at  last,  and  now  you've  got  to 
have  him." 

"  If  he  don't  run  away  again,"  said  Jim. 
"  I  wouldn't  trust 
him  farther  than 
I  could  see  him." 

Mr.  Evans  sat 
and  glowered  at 
his  prospective 
son-in-law  as  the 
difficulties  of  the 
situation  deve- 
loped themselves. 
Even  Mr.  Carter's 
reminders  that  he 
had  come  back 
and  surrendered 
of  his  own  free 
will  failed  to  move 
him,  and  he  was 
hesitating  be- 
tween tying  him 
up  and  locking 
him  in  the  attic 
and  hiring  a  man 
to  watch  him, 
when  Mr.  Carter 
himself  suggested 
a  way  out  of  the 
difficulty. 

"I'll  lodge 
with  you,"  he 
said,  "and  I'll 
give  you   all   my 


money  and  things  to  take  care  of.     I  can't 
run  away  without  money." 

He  turned  out  his  pockets  on  the  table. 
Seven  pounds  eighteen  shillings  and  four- 
pence  with  his  return  ticket  made  one  heap  ; 
his  watch  and  chain,  penknife,  and  a  few 
other  accessories  another.  A  suggestion  of 
Jim's  that  he  should  add  his  boots  was 
vetoed  by  the  elder  man  as  unnecessary. 

"  There  you  are,"  said  Mr.  Evans,  sweep)- 
ing  the  things  into  his  own  pockets ;  "  and 
the  day  you  are  married  I  hand  them  back 
to  you." 

His  temper  improved  as  the  evening  wore 
on.  By  the  time  supper  was  finished  and 
his  pipe  alight  he  became  almost  jocular, 
and  the  coldness  of  Miss  Evans  was  the  only 
drawback  to  an  otherwise  enjoyable  evening. 

"Just  showing  off  a  little  temper,"  said 
her  father,  after  she  had  withdrawn  ;  "and 
wants  to  show  she  ain't  going  to  forgive  you 
too  easy.  Not  but  what  you  behaved  badly ; 
however,  let  bygones  be  bygones,  that's  my 
idea." 

The  behaviour  of  Miss  Evans  was  so 
much  better  next  day  that  it  really  seemed 
as  though  her  father's  diagnosis  was  correct. 
At  dinner,  when  the  men  came  home  from 


SHE  PILED  MR.    CARTER  S   PLATE 
AMPLE   TIME  AT 


UP  SO  GENEROUSLY  THAT  HER   FATHER   AND  BROTHER  HAD 
THEIR   DISPOSAL  TO   WATCH    HIM   EAT." 
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work,  she  piled  Mr.  Carter's  plate  up  so 
generously  that  her  father  and  brother  had 
ample  time  at  their  disposal  to  watch  him 
eat.  And  when  he  put  his  hand  over  his 
glass  she  poured  half  a  pint  of  good  beer, 
that  other  men  would  have  been  thankful 
for,  up  his  sleeve. 

She  was  out  all  the  afternoon,  but  at  tea- 
time  she  sat  next  to  Mr.  Carter,  and  joined 
brightly  in  the  con- 
versation concerning 
her  marriage.  She 
addressed  him  as 
Bert,  and  when  he 
furtively  pressed  her 
hand  beneath  the 
table-cloth  she  made 
no  attempt  to  with- 
draw it. 

"  I  can't  think  how 
it  was  you  didn't 
know  him  at  first," 
said  her  father. 
**  You're  usually  wide- 
awake enough." 

"Silly of  me,"  said 
Nancy ;  "  but  I  am 
silly  sometimes." 

Mr.  Carter  pressed 
her  hand  again,  and 
gazing   tenderly  into 
her   eyes  received  a 
glance    in    return 
which  set  him  think- 
ing.      It   was    too 
cold  and  calculat- 
ing for  real  affec- 
tion ;  in  fact,  after 
another  glance,  he 
began     to    doubt 

if    it    indicated       '^  gentleman  of  midoleage 
affection  at  all. 

*'  It's  like  old  times,  Bert,"  said  Miss  Evans, 
with  an  odd  smile.  "  Do  you  remember 
what  you  said  that  afternoon  when  I  put  the 
hot  spoon  on  your  neck  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply. 

"  What  was  it  ?  "  inquired  the  girl. 

"  I  won't  repeat  it,"  said  Mr.  Carter,  firmly. 

He  was  reminded  of  other  episodes  during 
the  meal,  but,  by  the  exercise  of  tact  and  the 
plea  of  a  bad  memory,  did  fairly  well.  He 
felt  that  he  had  done  very  well  indeed  when, 
having  cleared  the  tea-things  away,  Nancy 
came  and  sat  beside  him  with  her  hand  in 
his.  Her  brother  grunted,  but  Mr.  Evans,  in 
whom  a  *  vein  of  sentiment  still  lingered, 
watched  them  with  much  satisfaction. 

Mr.    Carter   had  got  possession    of  both 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 64. 


hands  and  was  murmuring  fulsome  flatteries 
when  the  sound  of  somebody  pausing  at  the 
open  door  caused  them  to  be  hastily  with- 
drawn. 

"  Evening,  Mr.  Evans,"  said  a  young  man, 
putting  his  head  in.     "  Why,  halloa  !     Bert ! 

Well,  of  all  the " 

"  Halloa  ! "  said  Mr.  Carter,  with  attempted 
enthusiasm,  as  he  rose  from  his  chair. 

"  I  thought  you 
was  lost,"  said  the 
other,  stepping  in 
and  gripping  his 
hand.  "I  never 
thought  I  was  going 
to  set  eyes  on  you 
again.  Well,  this  is 
a  surprise.  You  ain't 
forgot  Joe  Wilson, 
have  you  ?  " 

"  'Course  I  haven't, 
Joe,"  said  Mr.  Carter. 
"  I'd  have  known 
you  anywhere." 

He  shook  hands 
effusively,  and  Mr. 
Wilson,  after  a  little 
pretended  hesita- 
tion, accepted  a 
chair  and  began  to 
talk  about  old 
times. 

"  I  lay  you  ain't 
forgot  one  thing, 
Bert,"  he  said  at 
last. 

"What's  that?" 
inquired  the 
other. 

"That  arf-quid 

VAS    PEEPING  ROUND  THE   DQOR."  \      lent       yOU,"     Said 

Mr.  Wilson. 

Mr.  Carter,  after  the  first  shock  of  surprise, 
pretended  to  think,  Mr.  Wilson  supplying 
him  with  details  as  to  time  and  place,  Avhich 
he  was  in  no  position  to  dispute.  He  turned 
to  Mr.  Evans,  who  was  still  acting  as  his  • 
banker,  and,  after  a  little  hesitation,  requested 
him  to  pay  the  money.  Conversation  seemed 
to  fail  somewhat  after  that,  and  Mr.  Wilson, 
during  an  awkward  pause,  went  off  whistling. 

"  Same  old  Joe,"  said  Mr.  Carter,  lightly, 
after  he  had  gone.  "  He  hasn't  altered  a 
bit." 

Miss  Evans  glanced  at  him,  but  said 
nothing.  She  was  looking  instead  towards  a 
gentleman  .of  middle  age  who  was  peeping 
round  the  door  indulging  in  a  waggish  game 
of  peep-bo  with  the  unconscious  Mr.  Carter. 
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Finding  that  he  had  at  last  attracted  his 
attention,  the  gentleman  came  inside  and, 
breathing  somewhat  heavily  after  his  exer- 
tions, stood  before  him  with  outstretched 
hand. 

"  How  goes  it  ?  "  said  Mr.  Carter,  forcing  a 
smile  and  shaking  hands. 

"He's  grown  better-looking  than  ever," 
said  the  gentleman,  subsiding  into  a  chair. 

"  So  have  you,"  said  Mr.  Carter.  "  I 
should  hardly  have  known  you." 

"  Well,  I'm  glad  to  see  you  again,*' said  the 
other,  in  a  more  subdued  fashion.  "  We're 
all  glad  to  see  you  back,  and  I  'ope  that  when 
the  wedding-cake  is  sent  out  there'll  be  a  bit 
for  old  Ben  Prout." 

"  You'll  be  the  first,  Ben,"  said  Mr.  Carter, 
quickly. 

Mr.  Prout  got  up  and  shook  hands  with 
him  again.  "  It  only  shows  what  mistakes  a 
man  can  make,"  he  said,  resuming  his  seat. 
"It  only  shows  how  easy  it  is  to  misjudge 
one's  fellow-creeturs.  When  you  went  away 
sudden  four  years  ago,  I  says  to  myself, 
*  Ben  Prout,'  I  says,  *  make  up  your  mind  to 
it,  that  two  quid  has  gom.'  " 

The  smile  vanished  from  Mr.  Carter's  face, 
and  a  sudden  chill  descended  upon  the 
company. 

"Two  quid?"  he  said,  stiffly.  "What 
two  quid  ?  " 

"The  two  quid  I  lent  you,"  said  Mr. 
Prout,  in  a  pained  voice. 

"When?"  said  Mr.  Carter,  struggling. 

"  When  you  and  I  met  him  that  evening 
on  the  pier,"  said  Miss  Evans,  in  a  matter-of- 
fact  voice. 

Mr.  Carter  started,  and  gazed  at  her  un- 
easily. The  smile  on  her  lip  and  the 
triumphant  gleam  in  her  eye  were  a  revela- 
tion to  him.  He  turned  to  Mr.  Evans  and, 
in  as  calm  a  voice  as  he  could  assume, 
requested  him  to  discharge  the  debt.  Mr 
Prout,  his  fingers  twitching,  stood  waiting. 

"  Well,  it's  your  money,"  said  Mr.  Evans, 
grudgingly  extracting  a  purse  from  his 
trouser-i)ocket ;  "  and  I  suppose  you  ought 
to  pay  your  debts  ;  still " 

He  put  down  two  pounds  on  the  table, 
and  broke  off  in  sudden  amazement  as  Mr. 
Prottt,  snatching  up  the  money,  bolted  head- 
long from  the  room.  His  surprise  was 
shared  by  his  son,  but  the  other  two  made 


no  sign.  Mr.  Carter  was  now  prepared  for 
the  worst,  and  his  voice  was  quite  calm  as 
he  gave  instructions  for  the  payment  of  the 
other  three  gentlemen  who  presented  claims 
during  the  evening  endorsed  by  Miss  Evans. 
As  the  last  departed  Mr.  Evans,  whose 
temper  had  been  gradually  getting  beyond 
his  control,  crossed  over  and  handed  him 
his  watch  and  chain,  a  few  coppers,  and  the 
return  half  of  his  railway  ticket. 

"  I  think  we  can  do  without  you,  after  all," 
he  said,  breathing  thickly.  "  I've  no  doubt 
you  owe  money  all  over  England.  You're  a 
cadger,  that's  what  you  are." 

He  pointed  to  the  door,  and  Mr.  Carter, 
after  twice  opening  his  lips  to  speak  and  fail- 
ing, blundered  towards  it.  Miss  Evans  watched 
him  curiously. 

"  Cheats  never  prosper,"  she  said,  with 
gentle  severity. 

"Good-bye,"  said  Mr.  Carter,  pausing  at 
the  door. 

"  It's  your  own  fault,"  continued  Miss 
Evans,  who  was  suffering  from  a  slight  touch 
of  conscience.  "  If  you  hadn't  come  here 
pretending  to  be  Bert  Simmons  and  calling 
me  *  Nan '  as  if  you  had  known  me  all  my 
life,  I  wouldn't  have  done  it." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  said  Mr.  Carter.  "  I 
wish  I  was  Bert  Simmons,  that's  all. 
Good-bye." 

"  Wish  you  was,"  said  Mr.  Evans,  who  had 
been  listening  in  open-mouthed  astonish- 
ment. "Look  here  !  Man  to  man — Are  you 
Bert  Simmons  or  are  you  not  ?  " 

'*  No,"  said  Mr.  Carter. 

"  Of  course  not,"  said  Nancy. 

"  And  you  didn't  owe  that  money  ?  " 

" Nobody  owed  it,"  said  Nancy.  "It  was 
done  just  to  punish  him." 

Mr.  Evans,  with  a  strange  cry,  blundered 
towards  the  door.  "I'll  have  that  money 
out  of  'em,"  he  roared,  "  if  I  have  to  hold 
em  up  and  shake  it  out  of  their  trouser- 
pockets.     You  stay  here." 

He  hurried  up  the  road,  and  Jim,  with  the 
set  face  of  a  man  going  into  action  against 
heavy  odds,  followed  him. 

"  Your  father  told  me  to  stay,"  said  Mr. 
Carter,  coming  farther  into  the  room. 

Nancy  looked  up  at  him  through  her  eye- 
lashes. "  You  need  not  unless  you  want  to," 
she  said,  very  softly. 
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By  Captain  Owen  Wheeler. 


I  HAT  is  a  telephoto  lens,  and 
how  does  it  do  its  work  ? " 
Well,  perhaps  the  simplest 
answer  to  both  these  ques- 
tions is  the  explanation  that 
in  most  cases  a  telephoto 
lens  is  simply  an  ordinary  photographic  lens 
of  comparatively  short  focus  converted  into  a 
photographic  telescope  by  means  of  what  is 
known  as  a  negative  attachment.  You  take 
the  everyday  photographic  lens,  and  behind 
this,  at  a  certain  separation,  you  mount  a 
diminishing  lens,  and  there  you  have  your 
telephoto  lens,  which  gives  different  magnifi- 
cations of  the  image  produced  by  the  first 
lens  only,  according  to  the  separation  of  the 
lenses  and  the  dis- 
tance of  the  lens 
from  the  plate. 
This  may  sound 
rather  technical, 
but  there  is  not 
essentially  much 
more  in  it  than 
there  is  in  the 
proper  adjustment 
of  a  telescope  or  a 
microscope.  And 
it  is  really  very 
interesting  to  be  able,  with 
the  help  of  a  little  glass, 
measuring  sometimes  only 
half  an  inch  in  diameter 
and  a  small  portion  of  an 
inch  in  thickness,  to  render 
an  ordinary  photographic 
lens  capable  of  annihilating 
distance,  and  of  bringing 
out  into  appreciable  size 
and  clearness  objects  which, 
in  an  ordinary  photograph, 
would  be  the  merest 
specks. 

Telephoto  lenses  were 
first  discussed  almost  simul- 
taneously by  an  English 
man,  the  late  Mr.  Thomas 
Dallmeyer,  and  a  German, 
Dr.  Miethe,  and  naturally 
they  created  a  great  deal 
of  interest  among  scientists 
and     photographers,     and 


also  among  engineers,  sailors,  and  soldiers, 
who  saw  in  telephotography  much  that  might 
prove  extraordinarily  useful  to  them  in  their 
respective  professions.  But  telephoto  lenses 
proved  in  practice  rather  complicated  and 
troublesome  instruments,  and,  although 
numbers  of  them  were  manufactured  and 
sold,  and  here  and  there  some  wonderful 
results,  especially  in  the  clear  air  of  Switzer- 
land, were  obtained,  the  large  percentage  of 
failures  was  very  discouraging,  and  many 
even  skilful  and  experienced  photographers 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  new 
departure.  Latterly  Mr.  Dallmeyer  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining  considerable  popularity 
for  a  beautiful  and  complete  little  telephoto 
lens  called  the  "  Adon,"  but,  gene- 

I  rally  speaking,  telephotography  until 
lately   has    remained   rather    at    a 

,    standstill,  and  those  who  practised 


Oatlands  Church,  Surrey,  taken  with  an  ordinary  lens,  as  shown  in  the  small 
picture,  and  below  with  a  telephotographic  lens  from  the  same  standpoint. 
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it  were  fain  to  admit  that,  except  in  favour 
able  circumstances,  it  was  apt  to  prove  a 
disappointing  process. 

Quite  recently  some  of  the     ~, 
main  drawbacks  to  telephoto- 
graphy have  been   removed 
by    the    employment    of    a 
special    lens -hood,    on    the 
merits  of  which  modesty  for- 
bids me  to  dilate,  since  I  was 
associated  with  its  introduc- 
tion.     It  is   enough   to  say 
here  that  this  simple,  and  in 
some  respects  ancient,  device 
prevents  a  quantity  of  useless 
light  from  entering  the  lens, 
and  only  allows  those  rays  to 
pass  which  are  used  in  the 
formation  of  the  image.    The 
result  is  that,  given  a  clear  day, 
it  is  possible  to  obtain  telepho- 
tographs,  even  at  high  magni- 
fications, which  are  bright  and 
sharp  —  not   flat  and  veiled 
as  telephotographs  taken  with     [ 
unhooded  lenses  ordinarily  are     [ 
— and,   indeed,  practically  un-     j 
distinguishable  from   everyday 
products  of  the  camera.     This 
can  be  done,  too,  with  apparatus 
of  the  everyday  sort  with  a  few 
quite      inexpensive     adjuncts. 
Even  a   telephoto  attachment 
to  the  ordinary  lens  is  not  a 
very    serious    matter,    one    of    ! 
first-rate  quality  being  procur-     j 
able    new    for    less    than    five     j 
pounds,  while  additional  tele-     j 
negative  lenses  can  be  adapted 
at  a  much  lower  rate.  For  work     ! 
up  to  about  thirteen  magnifica- 
tions a  square-form    half-plate     ! 
camera,  with  a  good  half-plate 
lens  of,  say,  seven  and  a  half- 
inch  focus,  and  two  telenega- 
tives,  with  focal  lengths  of,  say, 
thirty  and  seventy  millimetres 
respectively,  will  be  found  suf- 
ficient.    Most  of  the  telephoto-     ' 
graphs  here  shown  were  taken     ; 
with   a   simple    outfit   of   this     . 
description,  but  for  sensational     j 
performances  one  has  to  have  a 
camera  with  a  longer  extension. 

Even  supposing  we  content 
ourselves  with  thirteen  magnifi- 
cations, the   power   placed   in 
our  hands  by  the  telephoto  lens  is  enormous. 
Let  us  take  the  case  of  one  of  several  of  my 


The  weathercock  of  St.  Michael's, 

Weybridge  (I),  with  an  ordinary 

camera  and  (2)  with  a  telephoto- 

graphic  lens. 


illustrations  which  show  this  enlargement,  and 
reflect  that,  in  area,  the  image  of  an  object 
in  the  telephotograph  is  one 
^      -  -  hundred  and  sixty-nine  times 

that  of  the  image  of  the  same 
object  in  the  photograph 
taken  by  the  ordinary  lens. 
My  friend,  Mr.  Edgar  Clifton, 
one  of  the  best  telephoto- 
graphers  living,  happily  ex- 
presses these  enlargements  in 
postage  -  stamp  terminology. 
Thus,  in  one  case  we  should 
have  a  single  penny  stamp ; 
in  the  other  a  sheet  contain- 
ing stamps  to  the  value  of 
fourteen  shillings  and  a 
penny !  A  still  more  strik- 
ing difference  occurs  in  the 
matter  of  what  is  familiar  to 
every  photographer  under  the 
name  of  "  equivalent  focus." 
Most  of  the  small  photographs 
shown  here  as  having  been 
"  taken  with   the   ordinary   lens 

were  secured  with  a  "  half- 
l)late"  objective  having  an 
equivalent  focus  of  about  seven 
inches.  Now,  in  order  to  obtain 
a  photograph  giving  as  big  an 
image  as  one  of  my  telephoto- 
graphs at  thirteen  magnifica- 
tions, one  would  require  a  lens 
having  an  equivalent  focus  of 
nearly  eight  feet !  Such  a  lens 
would  probably  weigh  nearly 
as  much  as  a  man  and  cost 
hundreds  of  pounds.  So,  even 
in  point  of  economy,  a  tele- 
photo lens  is  uncommonly  good 
I     value. 

Putting  this  last  sordid  con- 
sideration aside,  let  us  consider 
what  a  difference  the  possession 
of  a  telephoto  lens  makes  to 
the  ordinary  photographer  by 
reason  of  its  faculty  for,  so 
to  speak,  annihilating  distance. 
ICxcept  as  a  "  bird's-eye  view," 
the  average  photograph  taken 
from  the  top  of  a  hill  is  seldom 
satisfactory.  There  may  be  many 
points  of  great  interest  in  the 
surrounding  landscape,  but 
the  ordinary  photographic  lens 
renders  them  on  such  a  micro- 
scopic scale  that  they  become 
wholly  insignificant  and  unimpressive.  "  Yes," 
you  may  say,  "  but  what  is  to  prevent  your 
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subsequently  enlarging  these  tiny  images,  and 
so  producing  pictures  of  decent  size  ?  "  The 
answer  to  this  is  that  the  granularity  of  the 
films  makes  enlargement  to  more  than  four 
or  five  diameters  very  unsatisfactory.  If  I 
were  to  enlarge  the  negative — a  very  good 
one,  by  the  way — of  the  view  (shown  on 
page  431)  taken  from  St.  George's  Hill, 
Weybridge,  with  the  ordinary  lens,  I  should 
obtain  an  extremely  poor  result  compared 
with  even  a  "low-power"  telephotograph, 
while  any  such  result  as  that  shown  as  having 
been  obtained  at  twenty-one  magnifications 
would  be  altogether  out  of  the  question. 

I  sometimes  amuse  myself  by  climbing  to 
some  "  coign  of  vantage,"  picking  out  various 
objects  in  the  distance,  and  telephotograph- 
ing  them  by  way  of,  so  to  speak,  adding  foot- 
notes to  the  general  view.  Occasionally  it  is 
possible  to  take  half-a-dozen  or  more  interest- 
ing   pictures   without    moving    the    camera 


stand,  and  the  sense  of  power  which  this 
conveys  is  only  equalled  by  the  sense  of  con- 
venience, especially  to  one  whose  increasing 
years  and  figure  render  the  business  of  climb- 
ing hills  with  a  heavy  outfit  a  somewhat 
tedious  one. 

Of  course,  you  have  to  "  know  how  "  before 
you  make  the  telephoto  lens  such  a  useful 
servant  as  the  above  implies.  But  the  difficul- 
ties are  nothing  like  what  they  were  before 
the  use  of  the  extending  hood  was  known. 
I  only  mention  them  to  show  that,  although 
telephotography  is  well  within  the  reach  of 
any  photographer  of  average  experience  and 
skill,  it  is  not  quite  so  easy  as  snap-shotting, 
and  that  anyone  who  wants  to  rival  Boissonas's 
famous  photograph  of  Mont  Blanc,  which  was 
taken  at  a  distance  of  fifty  miles  and  shows  a 
magnification  of  thirty-six  diameters,  must 
learn  to  do  more  than  press  a  button  and  let 
an  obliging  professional  "  do  the  rest."     My 
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anything  two  or  three  miles  off  is  seldom  of 
the  slightest  value  to  a  general,  even  if  it  be 
enlarged  several  diameters.  And  it  is  not 
often  that  in  these  days  of  long-range  weapons 
a  scout  hampered  with  a  camera  can  get 
much  nearer  to  an  important  position  than 
two  or  three  miles,  without  running  a  very 
great  risk  of  being  shot  or  captured.  It  is 
at  this  point  telephotography  steps  in  quite 
naturally,  and  affords  facilities  which  as  yet 


If  instantaneous  telephotography  at  even 
five  or  six  magnifications  can  be  rendered 
fairly  simple  and  certain  there  is  a  great 
future  before  it  for  Press  work.  The  suc- 
cessful Press  photographer  of  the  present 
day  is  gifted  with  considerable  "  nerve,"  and 
does  not  hesitate  on  occasion  to  crowd  in 
upon  his  victims  a  good  deal  more  closely 
than  the  latter  like.  The  results  are  often 
very  wonderful,  but  not  infrequently  they  are 
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try  with  a  clear- 
ness likely  to  be 
appreciated     by 

the  most  exacting  general.  Where  it  is 
possible  to  get  within  three  or  four  miles  of 
a  definite  object  of  military  interest,  such  as 
a  fort  or  battery,  the  telephotographer  with 
"  high  power  "  lenses  can  sometimes  render 
inestimable  service,  as  a  single  individual 
working  cautiously  at  that  range  is  not  likely 
to  be  observed  except  by  accident,  and  even 
if  "  spotted "  runs  no  great  risk  of  being 
intercepted  or  picked  off. 


View   of   distant    house  (I)  with    ordinary  camera — the  house  is  just  below  the  X — 
(2)  Telephotographed  with  a  power    of    twenty-one  magnifications. 

out  of  the  question  altogether.  Advantage 
has  already  been  taken  of  the  telephoto  lens 
to  secure  hundreds  of  beautiful  pictures  of 
birds  and  beasts  in  their  native  haunts,  and 
the  application  of  the  same  principle  to  the 
human  subject  may  lead  to  the  capture  by 
the  camera  of  many  a  shy  celebrity,  and  to 
the  natural  rendering  of  scenes  of  which  now 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  get  any  but  a  strained 
and  sometimes  quite  ridiculous  record. 
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ORTRAITURE 
in  England,  as 
a  wit  once  re- 
marked, is  either 
solar  or  insular. 
We  may  leave 
the  gibe  for  the  painters  to 
deal  with  ;  we  have  at  present  to  speak  only 
of  the  art  in  which  the  sun  is  prime  factor, 
and  the  lens,  sensitive  plate,  and  paper  are 
contributory.  It  is  possible  that  Daguerre's 
great  discovery  has  not  achieved  all  for  which 
its  disciptes  once  hoped.  That  is  a  moot 
point  which  it  is  not  safe  to  confide  to  the 
judgment  of  a  Royal  Academician.  Certain 
it  is  that  within  the  past  few  years,  in  the 
hands  of  ingenious  and  dexterous  prac- 
titioners, it  has  made  extraordinary  strides 
tpwards  perfection. 

In  photography,  as  in  painting,  a  good 
subject  is  a  prime  consideration.  On  the 
other  hand,  what  the  lens  may  consider  a 
good  subject  and  so  faithfully  report  may 
not  so  strike  the  retina  of  Mr.  Sargent  or  of 
Mr.  Cope.  How  often  has  the  artist  of  the 
camera  been  baffled  by  the  very  perfection  of 
the  sitter  ! 

"It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose,"  says  Mr. 
Lafayette,  one  of  the  ablest  portrait  photo- 
graphers of  the  day,  "that  mere  physical 
beauty  lends  itself  easily  to  the  camera.  In 
fact,  I  should  be  rather  inclined  to  reverse 
the  proposition. 

"  The  more  beautiful  the  sitter,  the  more 
difficult  it  l^ecomes  to  reproduce  her  glowing 
charms  with  any  degree  of  fidelity.  For 
physical  attributes  alone  do  not  constitute 
the  perfect  woman.  She  has  soul,  person- 
ality, magnetism— call  it  what  you  will — and 
here  it  is  that  the  camera,  save  in  the  hands 
of  the  artist,  so  often  is  disappointing.  It  is 
easy  for  it  to  see  and  record  the  surface  of 
things.     The  effects  of  light  and  shade  may 
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be  reflected  with  microscopic  ex- 
actitude, but  how  often  does  it 
happen  that  the  resulting  picture 
is  dead,  inanimate,  and  lacking  in 
all  semblance  of  vitality  !  " 

In  this  respect  the  painter 
would  seem  to  have  an  insuper- 
advantage  over  the  photographer. 
The  skilful  wielder  of  the  brush  will  so 
draw  out  the  individuality  of  his  sitter 
that  the  finished  portrait  becomes  valuable 
rather  as  a  psychological  study  than  by 
reason  of  its  physiological  accuracy.  Such 
an  apocalypse  of  soul  the  camera  can  with 
difficulty  achieve,  albeft  it  can  and  often  does 
obtain  effects  which  are  exceedingly  pleasing 
to  the  eye.  More  especially  is  this  the  case 
with  children.  Their  entire  freedom  from 
self-consciousness,  together  with  the  sprightly 
proclivities  so  frequently  found  among  diminu- 
tive humanity,  renders  them  delightful 
subjects  for  the  photographer's  art. 

Several  firms,  indeed,  make  a  speciality  of 
this  kind  of  work,  and  many  are  the  wiles 
they  employ  to  bring  laughter  to  the  lips  of 
their  tiny  patrons.  Certainly  the  prospect 
of  a  portly  photographer  striving  on  hands 
and  knees  to  reproduce  the  peculiar  vagaries 
of  some  jungle  denizen  cannot  fail  to  edify 
and  entertain  the  most  blask  of  twentieth- 
century  infants. 

With  the  grande  dame^  however,  it  is 
different,  and  few  are  they  who  succeed 
in  acquiring  what  Lady  Randolph  Churchill 
has  called  the  "art  of  being  photographed." 
When  the  lady  of  high  degree  faces  the 
camera  she  is  apt  to  assume  an  air  of  impassive 
stolidity.  The  photographer  dare  not  ask  her 
to  look  pleasant,  and  if  he  did  his  subject 
would  probably  relax  into  an  expression  of 
anguished  amiability  painful  to  behold.  He 
cannot  even  emulate  Mr.  Hoggenheimer  and 
dangle  a  blue  monkey  in  front  of  her  lady- 
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BARONESS    Dh:    FOR  EST. 
From  a  Photograph  by  l.afayetie.  London. 
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THK   DUCHKSS    OF   PLKSS. 
From  a  PholOKraph  by   Laf:iyetle,  London. 
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BARONESS    DE    lORK.ST. 

From  a  Photograph  by  Lafayette.  London. 
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THE   DUCHKSS    OF  PLESS. 

From  a  I'hotodfTiiph  by  l^ifayetif,   London. 
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THE    DUCHKSS    OF   WESTMINSTER. 
From  a  Photograph  by  Lafayette,  London. 
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MISS   ELKANOR  Dt   IRAFFORD. 

From    a    Photograph    by    Lafayette,    London. 
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MISS   MARION    LINDSAY. 

From  a  Photograph  by  Bassano,  London. 
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MISS   GLADYS  COOPKR. 
From  a  Photograph  by  Hnssano.  Ix>ndon. 
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ship's  nose.  And  so  a  picture  is  frequently 
taken  which,  as  an  index  to  the  personality  of 
the  sitter,  is  absolutely  devoid  of  value. 

What,  then,  is  the  secret  which  causes  the 
aristocratic  sitter  to  reveal  so  much  of  her 
soul  to  the  wielder  of  paints  and  pigments, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  present  an  im- 
penetrable mask  to  the  photographer?  The 
relations  between  patron  and  patronized  are 
stiff  and  unnatural.  There  is  no  unbending 
— no  pretence  at  geniality.  The  subject  is 
never  at  her  ease,  and  expressionless,  listless, 
lifeless  portraits  are  not  unseldom  the  result. 
Here  the  actress  and  the  professional  beauty 
has  the  advantage  of  her  more  highly-placed 
sisters.  With  many  stage  darlings,  posing  to 
the  photographer  is  quite  as  important  and 
arduous  a  profession  as  pirouetting  to  the 
public,  and  certainly  no  less  remunerative. 

"Artist  and  sitter,"  observes  the  head  of 
the  firm  of  Bassano,"  "  must  co-operate. 
Light  is  the  spirit  of  the  medium,  but  if  the 
spirit  is  only  summoned  formally  and  per- 
functorily, what  can  you  expect  but  a  formal 
and  perfunctory  result  ?  As  to  the  progress 
of  our  art,  if  you  compare  the  photographs 
taken  to-day  with  those  of  twenty  odd  years 
ago,  you  will  see  what  advances  have  been 
made.  One  apparently  trifling  detail  may 
strike  you — we  do  not  insist  so  much  upon 
contemporary  sartorial  fashions.  Hence  come 
the  grace,  the  freedom,  the  indefiniteness  of 
a  bared  neck  -and  shoulders  which  may 
belong  to  any  decade,  or  even  to  any 
century." 

One  of  the  first  of  the  school  of  "  artistic  " 
photographers,  Mrs.  Cameron,  who  flourished 
in  the  'sixties,  used  to  declare  that  the  camera 
had  no  business  with  mere  physical  beauty, 
dependent  as  that  is  so  much  upon  colour- 
ing, but  upon  "attitude,  exact  proportions, 
and  expression."  Colouring,  indeed,  promises 
no  longer  to  limit  the  achievements  of  the 
photographer.  The  invention  of  the  three- 
colour  process,  as  it  is  called,  is  destined  to 
revolutionize  photography.  As  the  reader  is 
doubtless  aware,  this  process  involves  the 
making  of  three  negatives,  each  recording  a 
primary  colour,  the  other  two  having  been 
screened  off"  from  the  sensitive  plate.  When 
three  carbon  transparencies  from  the  plates 
are  superimposed,  the  result  is  almost  the 
same  as  if  pigments  had  been  employed,  for 
the  red  and  blue  make  purple,  and  the  yellow 
and  blue  form  green,  and  there  are,  of  course, 
all  the  intermediary  tints.  Other  systems  there 
are,  or  on  the  eve  of  perfection,  which  will 


enable  the  camera  to  reproduce  the  colours 
of  Nature.  But  the  portrait-painter,  never- 
theless, professes  to  be  undismayed.  He 
declares  that  photography  can  never  repro 
duce  character ;  that  it  can  never  express  the 
soul  of"  the  sitter.  Then,  again,  he  denies 
that  a  photograph  can  even  be  regarded  as 
subjective  art,  as  that  art  must  be  which 
expresses  "  the  feeling  of  the  artist  towards 
his  subject  as  well  as  the  subject  itself"  In 
reply  to  this  the  photographer  points  to  the 
various  new  processes,  such  as  platinum  and 
glycerine  and  gum-bichromate,  which  admit 
of  so  much  direct  handwork  on  the  print, 
and  replies  that  he  can  now  declare  his 
temperament  through  this  medium  at  least 
as  well  as  by  chalk  and  brushes  and 
paint. 

•That  art  enters  largely  into  photography 
cannot  be  denied,  and  a  contemplation  of 
the  photographs  which  accompany  this  article 
emphasizes  the  truth.  Take  the  portrait  of 
Miss  Eleanor  de  Trafford.  Is  it  not  full  of 
composition  and  character,  with  much  of  the 
charm  of  craftsmanship  which  we  find  in  a 
portrait  by  one  of  the  old  British  masters  ? 

The  Duchess  of  Westminster  and  the 
Duchess  of  Pless— the  two  beautiful  daughters 
of  Colonel  Cornwallis-West — are  no  novices 
in  the  art  of  sitting  to  the  photographer. 
Their  portraits  are  glowing  with  life  and 
vitality,  and  in  looking  at  them  one  might 
easily  believe  that  they  are  the  inspired 
achievements  of  some  great  artist's  brush. 

What  is  known  as  "costume  photo- 
graphy "  is  a  branch  of  the  art  capable  of 
infinite  possibilities,  and  in  the  hands  of 
such  skilled  craftsmen  as  Messrs.  Bassano 
delightful  effects  are  not  infrequently 
achieved.  Whether  we  regard  the  sweet 
simplicity  of  dress  shown  in  the  accompany- 
ing picture  of  Miss  Gladys  Cooper,  or  advert 
to  the  imperious  Egyptian  princess  with  her 
dangling  ropes  of  pearls  and  gold-encircled 
brow,  impersonated  by  Miss  Marion  Lindsay, 
we  cannot  but  admire  the  artistic  genius 
which  makes  such  results  possible. 

The  portrait  of  Miss  Doris  Beresford, 
also  reproduced,  might  easily  be  taken  for 
one  of  Lawrence's  masterpieces  ;  while 
in  the  picture  of  Baroness  de  Forest  there 
is  a  similar  delicacy  of  composition.  The 
almost  classical  severity  of  Miss  Betty 
Callish's  features  lends  itself  well  to  the 
camera,  and  her  portrait  deserves  a  promi- 
nent place  in  any  comprehensive  gallery  of 
English  beauties. 


VoL  XXXIV.- 
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By  Tom  Gallon. 


HE  big  clock  in  the  stable- 
yard  in  the  distance  chimed 
three  dolefully  as  the  man 
nimbly  climbed  the  great  gates 
leading  to  the  avenue ;  he  sat 
for  a  moment  on  the  top  of 
the  gates — straddlewise—  to  listen  ;  it  seemed 
as  though  he  sat  thus  poised  above  the  sleep- 
ing world,  and  listening.  He  was  breathing 
heavily  as  he  climbed  down  the  other  side, 
and  gaining  the  grass,  the  better  to  muffle 
his  footsteps,  stole  towards  the  house. 

All  the  world  was  very  still— so  still,  indeed, 
that  for  a  moment  the  man  turned,  within 
twenty  yards  of  the  gate  he  had  scaled,  to 
look  back  towards  the  closed  lodge  and  the 
white  road  outside.  Was  there  a  face  there, 
pressed  close  against  the  rails?  Did  white 
hands  grip  the  ironwork,  so  that  the  bars  cut 
deep  into  the  flesh?  Dared  he  go  back 
to  see? 

He  stole  back  a 
yard  or  two,  and  the 
thing  was  gone  ;  then 
he  faced  it  again 
when,  a  moment 
later,  among  the 
trees,  some  shadow 
eluded  him  and  was 
gone.  Only  this  time 
it  was  the  shadow  of 
a  man  coming  to- 
wards him— a  man 
that  changed  to  a 
bloodstained  thing, 
with  arms  flung  up- 
wards, before  it  fell, 
and  seemed  to  dis- 
appear into  the  earth. 

He  drew  his  coat 
about  hi  m,  and 
stepped  out  from  the 
shadows  of  the  trees 
on  to  the  gravel. 

Twenty  yards  be- 
hind him  was  the 
gate,  securely  locked  ; 
but  that  which  he 
feared  could  pass 
through  a  gate  and 
reach  him.  Two  hun- 
dred yards  farther  on 
lay  the  great  house, 
set,     as     it     seemed, 

„   ,    _        1  J         ri  "  MK   SAT    FOK    A    MOMF.NT    ON 

-i^ark    and    flat  ok  the  v;atrs." 


against   the   moonlit   sky  ,    inside  that  were 
safety  and  peace,  and  the  world  shut  out. 

All  at  once  the  deep  bay  of  a  hound 
shattered  the  silence ;  it  was  taken  up  by 
smaller  yelps  and  barks  from  other  dogs. 
The  man  stopped,  and  looked  back  towards 
the  gate  ;  but  he  might  see  that  face  again 
there,  and  he  knew  that  he  could  not  go. 
He  stepped  again  on  to  the  grass,  and 
waited  ;  heard  the  clamour  die  down  ;  and 
then  went  on  again  in  the  direction  of  the 
house.  It  was  a  side  door  he  unlocked, 
and  locked  again  after  him  ;  then  he  stood 
in  the  place,  breathing  hard  and  listening. 
Safe! 

He  went  up  a  narrow  staircase  through  the 
servants'  quarters,  stopping  every  now  and 
then  to  listen.  He  seemed  to  know  the 
place  well ;  frowned,  even  in  that  moment, 
and  shook  his  head  when  he  saw  that  a 
window  had  been  left 
open  by  some  careless 
servant.  He  went  on 
up  the  stairs  until  his 
feet  were  muffled  by 
thick  carpet,  traversed 
the  length  of  a  corri- 
dor, and  opened  the 
door  of  a  room  and 
went  in.  He  turned 
the  key  in  the  lock, 
and  after  a  quick 
glance  at  the  long 
windows,  to  assure 
himself  that  they  were 
shrouded  with  thick 
curtains,  switched  on 
the  electric  light.  He 
took  a  bunch  of  keys 
from  the  pocket  of 
the  long,  shabby  over- 
coat he  wore,  and, 
selecting  a  key, 
walked  towards  a 
cabinet  in  a  comer 
of  the  room ;  paused 
in  the  very  act  of 
stooping  to  unlock  it, 
and  knelt  there,  look 
ing  back  over  his 
shoulder,  listening. 
Was  that  a  hand  that 
had  gripped  the 
handle  of  the  door 
outside  and  turned  it ? 
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Was  that  someone  listening  and  breathing 
outside  the  closed  door  ? 

He  drew  a  deep  breath,  and  unlocked  the 
door  of  the  cabinet  and  drew  out  a  decanter 
of  spirits  and  a  glass  ;  carried  them  to  the 
big  writing-desk  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
with  another  pause  for  listening,  and  set  them 
down  there.  He  poured  some  of  the  spirit 
into  a  glass  and  drank  it  off;  poured  out 
some  more  and  drank  that.  Then  he  seated 
himself  heavily  on  the  edge  of  the  desk  and 
drove  his  hands  deep  in  the  pockets  of  the 
coat,  and  remained  for  a  long  time  in  thought. 

He  got  up  presently,  and  walked  across 
the  room  to  the  fireplace  and  looked  at  him- 
self in  a  mirror  over  it.  It  was  a  strange 
face  that  looked  back  at  him — a  gaunt,  lean 
face,  smeared  and  streaked  grotesquely  with 
some  species  of  paint— a  face  to  laugh  at, 
and  yet  to  shudder  at.  Thrust  on  the 
back  of  his  head  was  an  old  battered  bowler 
hat ;  round  his  neck,  showing  under  the 
collar  of  the  dingy  overcoat,  was  a  sort  of 
frill  of  tattered  linen. 

As  he  turned  away  from  the  glass  with  a 
shudder  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  portrait  of  a 
young  girl,  set  in  a  frame,  standing  on  the 
mantelpiece.  He  picked  it  up  and  looked 
at  it  hungrily,  for  a  moment,  with  his  eyes 
blazing ;  then,  with  a  groan,  set  it  down  and 
suddenly  dropped  an  arm  along  the  length 
of  the  mantelpiece,  and  laid  his  painted  face 
upon  it.     And  so  for  a  long  time  was  silent. 

He  went  back  to  the  great  writing-desk 
and  put  his  hand  upon  the  decanter ;  dropped 
the  hand  from  it,  and  walked  away.  Diving 
again  into  the  pocket  of  his  overcoat,  he 
drew  out  slowly  a  revolver,  let  it  lie  in  the 
palm  of  his  hand  for  a  moment  or  two  while 
he  looked  at  it,  and  then  laid  it  on  the  desk. 
He  unfastened  the  overcoat  and  shook  it 
from  his  shoulders,  so  that  it  fell  in  a 
shabby  heap  behind  him ;  and  thus  stood 
revealed  in  the  extraordinary  dress  he  wore. 

He  was  dressed  as  a  street  juggler  or 
mountebank,  in  a  species  of  ridiculous  frilled 
doublet,  spangled  in  places,  and  with  trunks 
and  tights.  It  was  a  shabby  dress  that  had 
seen  much  wear,  and  the  man  who  wore  it 
did  so  obviously  as  a  disguise.  The  face 
that  was  smeared  with  paint  was  the  face  of 
a  man  of  culture — a  student ;  the  hands  that 
dangled  below  the  ridiculous  frills  of  linen 
were  the  well-kept  hands  of  a  gentleman. 

He  unlocked  a  drawer  of  the  desk  and 
dropped  the  revolver  in,  and  turned  the  key 
on  it ;  then  walked  to  a  corner  of  the  room, 
and  opened  a  door  and  passed  out  of  sight. 
The  room  was  a  bed-chamber,  and  from  it  he 


brought  certain  garments,  into  which  it  was 
obvious  he  intended  to  change ;  he  trailed 
them  along  carelessly  behind  him  on  the 
floor.  Coming  to  the  centre  of  the  room  he 
stopped  again,  and  this  time  his  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  a  portrait  hanging  on  the  wall. 
It  was  the  portrait  of  a  young  and  rather 
boyish  -  looking  man,  with  a  frank  and 
engaging  face  ;  he  might  have  been  a  little 
more  than  twenty  years  of  age.  In  that 
strange  fashion  which  portraits  have  when  the 
eyes  are  painted  looking  out  of  the  picture, 
those  eyes  seemed  now  to  be  following  the 
man  in  motley,  with  the  clothes  trailing  in 
his  hand. 

Those  were  the  eyes  that  had  seemed  to 
look  at  him  through  the  bars  of  the  gate  ; 
this  was  the  face  that  had  raced  side  by  side 
with  his  along  the  moonlit  roads — that  the 
smiling  mouth  that  had  screamed  to  him  to 
stop  for  the  love  of  (iod,  because  there  was 
blood  upon  him  !  He  dropped  the  clothes  he 
held  and,  walking  across  the  room  with  his 
face  averted,  turned  the  thing  round,  so  that 
it  dangled  and  swung  against  the  wall,  with 
its  back  outwards  to  the  room. 

Then,  as  he  stooped  again  for  the  clothes, 
he  was  absolutely  certain  that  the  handle  of 
the  door  moved ;  where  the  yellow  line  of 
light  stretched  across  the  bright  brass,  he 
was  certain  that  a  little  dent  in  it  went  out 
beyond  the  light  and  came  back  again  ;  some- 
one was  trying  the  door.  He  stole  acro.ss  to 
the  desk  and  unlocked  the  drawer  noise- 
lessly, and  took  out  the  revolver ;  then, 
crouched  like  one  ready  to  spring,  stole  to 
the  door,  and,  after  listening  for  a  moment, 
softly  turned  the  key  in  it  ;  waited,  and  then, 
drawing  himself  back,  flung  it  wide  suddenly, 
holding  his  weapon  ready. 

No  one  there  ;  no  sound  in  all  the  silent 
house.  He  closed  the  door  again  and 
locked  it,  and  went  back  to  the  desk ; 
dropped  his  weapon  upon  it ;  and  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  and  shuddered  and 
laughed  and  shook  like  one  with  a  palsy. 
Dear  God  !  would  it  be  always  like  this  ? 

Very  slowly,  while  he  .sat  there,  his  hands 
came  away  from  his  fa('e,  and  were  held  so, 
but  a  few  inches  away ;  the  man  was  listening 
again.  This  time  the  sound  was  unmistak- 
able. Just  a  light  crunching  of  the  gravel 
outside  the  long  curtained  windows ;  then  a 
soft  bump,  as  though  some  body  had  been 
pressed  suddenly  against  the  windows  them- 
selves. Something  was  outside  there,  striving 
to  get  in  ;  the  man's  hands  fell,  and  his  jaw 
dropped,  and  his  eyes  were  round  with  terror, 
as  he  thought  what  that  Something  was  that 
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was  striving  to  reach  him.  He  caught  up  the 
revolver — for  there  was  one  way  to  end  the 
horror — and,  still  staring  at  the  windows, 
backed  away  from  them,  and  dropped  to  his 
knees  behind  the  great  desk,  and  crouched 
there,  waiting.  On  an  impulse,  however,  he 
got  up  and  switched  off  the  light ;  then  went 
back  to  his  former  position. 

A  dreadful  fascination  was  on  the  man ;  he 
must  know  what  it  was  that  was  coming  through 
that  window — he  n 
he  died.     He  wait 
crunching    of    the 
fumbling  of  finger j 
of  the   window;    t 
the  light  tinkle  of  s< 
glass.      The  cool  i 
into  the  darkened 
knew  that  the  wind 
open,  and  the  Thi 
inside.    He  crouche 
behind  his  barrier,  g 
the  revolver,  and  wa 

He  heard  in  that 
death -like  stillness 
the  sound  of  a  hand 
moving  *  softly    up 
and  down  the  wall, 
feeling     for    some- 
thing.     The   hand 
found  it,  and  there 
was  a  click,  and  the 
room   was   flooded 
with     light.       And 
there,    just    within 
the  window  beside 
the  curtains,  stood 
a    rough-looking 
man,   with   a 
round,     rather 
foolish    face — an 
utter  stranger ! 

The  sheer  shock  of  it  revived  the  man 
behind  the  desk  ;  he  faced  life,  and  he  was 
armed;  the  Unknown  no  longer  menaced 
him.  Here  was  something  of  flesh  and 
blood — an  intruder  to  be  dealt  with.  All  his 
fears  seemed  to  fall  away  from  him ;  he 
knelt  there,  armed  and  confident,  and  faced 
the  astounded  man  who  had  forced  his 
way  in. 

The  man,  for  his  part,  stood  drawn  up 
against  the  wall,  with  one  hand  still  on  the 
switch  of  the  electric  light,  and  the  other 
gripping  the  curtain.  He  was  staring  at  this 
apparition,  peering  at  him  so  unexpectedly  in 
the  room  ;  this  man  with  the  smeared  and 
painted  face,  and  with  the  levelled  revolver 
pointing  straight  at  him.     He  stood  trans- 


fixed ;  an  ejaculation  spluttered  out  from 
his  lips. 

"  Gawd  o'  mercy !  " 

The  man  behind  the  desk  got  to  his  feet 
slowly,  displaying  his  length  in  that  incon- 
gruous dress  he  wore.  The  staring  of  the 
man  in  utter  bewilderment  was  lost  upon 
him  for  the  present;  he  had  forgotten  his 
dress  and  appearance,  and  everything.     All 


he  was  in  his  own 
house,  and  that  he  had  trapped  this  thief 
who  had  broken  in  to  steal. 

"  If  you  move  Fll  fire,"  he  said,  quietly. 
"  Now,  do  as  I  tell  you  ;  come  a  little  to  the 
right — so — sit  down  there  ;  if  you  try  to  get 
away  Til  shoot  you  like  a  dog." 

The  intruder  edged  along  the  wall  and 
dropped  into  the  chair  indicated.  He  gave 
one  sharp  glance  at  the  window  through 
which  he  had  come,  and  at  the  door  of  the 
room ;  then  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
apparently  resigned  himself  to  the  inevitable. 

"  It's  a  fair  cop,"  he  said.  "  I  ain't  goin' 
to  give  no  trouble,  guv'nor ;  it's  on'y  the  luck 
of  the  game.  An'  I  ain't  goin'  to  whine 
about  it  neither  ;  I  takes  things  as  ihev  come." 
He  folded  his  arms  philosophically,  but  still 
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kept  his  bright,  sharp  eyes  on  the  man  with 
the  weapon. 

"  So  you're  a  burglar — eh  ?  "  said  the  man 
in  motley.  "  And  you  thought  that  at  some- 
thing near  to  four  o'clock  in  the  morning 
you  were  safe,  and  might  creep  in  here  and 
get  a  good  haul  ?  You  see  you  were  mistaken." 

The  burglar  laughed,  with  a  little  dismal 
note  in  the  laughter.  "  Well— an'  wot  if  I 
did  ?  "  he  retorted.  "  I  thought  the  crib  was 
safe  enough  for  crackin* ;  I've  been  'angin' 
about  a  matter  o'  three  days  fer  me  charnce. 
Then  yesterday  I  see  the  two  gents  goin'  off 
fer  a  little  'oliday — an'  I  knew  there  was  on'y 
the  servants  lef  be'ind— an'  'ere  I  am."  He 
shrugged  his  shoulders  disgustedly  again,  and 
looked  down  over  his  folded  arms  at  his 
broken  boots.  "  I've  bin  'ungry,  an'  I've  bin 
more  than  thirsty,  an'  this  is  the  end  of  it." 

The  surprise  of  this  adventure  had  thrown- 
the  first  man  off  his  guard ;  this  was  some- 
thing out  of  the  scheme  of  his  reckoning — 
something  concerning  which  he  had  no  plans. 
He  stood  there  in  that  absurd  dress  handling 
the  revolver ;  it  was  quite  on  an  impulse  that 
he  pointed  the  weapon  at  the  decanter,  and 
motioned  towards  the  man. 

"  You  say  you're  thirsty  ;  have  a  drink." 

The  man  looked  up  at  him  suspiciously, 
got  slowly  to  his  feet,  and  moved  towards  the 
desk.  More  than  once  he  hesitated  before 
his  hand  closed  on  the  neck  of  the  decanter, 
but  at  last  he  poured  out  some  spirit,  and 
began  to  drink  it  in  great  gulps.  The  man 
with  the  revolver  had  moved  away  from  him, 
still  keeping  the  weapon  handy ;  the  burglar 
was  looking  at  him  curiously. 

"  Rum  togs  o*  yours,  guv'nor,"  he  ventured 
at  last.     "  Bit  of  a  fancy-dress  ball  on— eh  ?  " 

The  other  man  glanced  down  at  his  dress  ; 
spoke  sharply  in  reply.  "  Fancy-dress  ball  ? 
No ;  nothing  of  the  sort.  What  do  you 
mean  ?  " 

The  other  man's  curiosity  overcame  his 
fears.  He  came  a  little  round  the  desk  and 
looked  the  man  in  motley  up  and  down. 
"  Nigh  on  four  o'clock  in  the  mornin',  an'  a 
gent  in  a  dress  like  that — alone — an'  with  a 
barker,"  he  said,  slowly,  pointing  to  the 
revolver.     "  Wot's  the  game  ?  " 

"  There's  no  game,"  said  the  other,  sharply. 
"  This  is  my  own  house,  and  I  suppose  I  can 
do  as  I  like  in  it  ?  Why  do  you  stare  at  me 
like  that?" 

"  I'm  wonderin',"  said  the  man,  looking  at 
the  other  with  a  new  interest,  and  coolly 
helping  himself  to  spirits.  "  If  you  ast  me,  I 
don't  believe  you  belong  'ere  at  all,"  he  added, 
aggressively,  thrusting  his  face  towards  that 


painted  face  that  shrank  from  his.  "  I  don't 
believe  you're  after  no  good  'ere  at  this  time 
o'  the  mornin'." 

"  I  tell  you  it's  my  own  house  and  I  can  do 
as  I  like  in  it,"  said  the  other.  "  Come,  now 
— I  don't  want  to  be  hard  on  you ;  I  want  to 
help  you  if  I  can.     Drink  that  up — and  go." 

"  Go  ?  "  The  burglar  stared  at  him  open- 
mouthed  as  he  set  down  his  glass.  "  Go  ? 
You  mean  that  you  ain't  going  to  rouse  the 
'ouse,  or  'and  me  over  to  anybody  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  I'm  going  to  let  you  off," 
said  the  other.  "  I  mean  that  you're  free  to 
walk  out  of  that  window  again  and  get  clear 
away." 

The  burglar  stared  for  almost  a  minute  at 
the  other  man ;  looked  about  the  room  in  a 
dazed  sort  of  way ;  then  thrust  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  announced  his  decision. 

"  I  ain't  goin',"  he  said. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  "  demanded 
the  other.     "  I  tell  you  you're  free." 

"And  I  tell  you  I  ain't  goin',"  repeated  the 
burglar.  "There's  sum  mink  about  this  I 
don't  like  —  summink  a  deal  worse  than 
breakin'  in  to  collar  a  bit  o'  the  'all-marked. 
I  ain't  goin'." 

He  seated  himself  again  in  that  chair  into 
which,  but  a  few  minutes  before,  he  had 
dropped  trembling,  stretched  out  his  legs, 
and  assumed  an  easy  attitude.  "  I  want  to 
know  wot  the  game  is,  iin'  I  want  to  know 
'oo  you  are." 

"  You  dog !  I  can  shoot  you " 

"  Do  it,"  broke  in  the  burglar,  quickly. 
"  It's  wot  you  daren't  do ;  you're  afraid  it 
might  be  'eard.  That's  it ! "  he  exclaimed, 
excitedly  springing  to  his  feet  and  speaking 
almost  in  a  shout — "  you're  afraid  it  might  be 
'eard ! " 

"Silence — you  fool!"  cried  the  other, 
with  a  glance  at  the  door ;  and  in  a  moment 
the  burglar  had  his  cue. 

The  situation  was  changed  ;  the  man  who 
had  broken  in,  and  who  had  cowered  before 
this  stronger  man,  strolled  round  the  room, 
with  a  wary  eye  upon  the  weapon,  making 
observations.  He  came  to  the  door  and 
giipped  the  handle  and  turned  it ;  nodded 
grimly,  and  whispered  the  one  word — 
"Locked!"  Then,  still  watched  by  the 
other,  he  came  to  that  fallen  heap  of  clothing 
and  turned  it  over  with  his  foot ;  looked 
from  it  to  the  man,  with  the  puzzle  beginning 
to  shape  itself  neatly  in  his  mind, 

"  You  was  goin'  to  change  ?  "  he  whispered ; 
and  the  other  man  did  not  answer. 

After  another  saunter  round  the  room  the 
burglar  came  to  the  desk  and  stood  there, 
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lounging  against  it ;  almost  it  seemed  that 
in  his  face  and  in  his  voice  when  he  spoke 
was  some  growing  pity  for  this  haunted, 
hunted  man  standing  there  at  his  mercy. 

"  Look  'ere,  guv'nor — seems  to  me  you're 
in  a  bit  of  a  'ole,"  he  said.  "  Maybe  you're 
in  a  worse  'ole  than  wot  I  am  ;  'cos  I'm  top 
dog  just  now,  ain't  I  ?  " 

"  You  think  you  are,"  said  the  other, 
breathing  hard,  and  toying  with  the  revolver. 

"Come,  now,  don't  be  'aughty  about  it," 
retorted  the  burglar.  "  I've  bin  in  worse 
'oles  than  most  men  in  me  time ;  shouldn't 
be  surprised  if  I  couldn't  'elp  you  out  of 
this  one." 

"  I  don't  want  your  help ;  I  want  you  to 
go,"  exclaimed  the  man  in  motley,  huskily. 
"  Don't  you  know  that  there  are  times  in  a 
man's  life  when  he  may  be  driven  mad  in 
sheer  despair  ?  Don't  you  realize  the  risk  you 
run  ?  " 

The  other  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  did 
not  immediately  reply.  He  seemed  to  be 
considering  many  things — perhaps  to  be  look- 
ing for  that  final  piece  of  the  puzzle  which 
should  enable  him  to  fit  the  thing  together. 
He  was  studying  his  man ;  presently  he  began, 
awfully  enough,  to  put  questions  which  the 
other  must  answer.  . 

"  Three  days  ago,  when  I  was  a-layin'  out 
in  the  woods  about 
'ere  watchin'  for  me 
chamce,  there  was 
two  men  livin'  'ere 
with  the  servants — 
two  young  men.  I 
knew  all  about  that 
— 'eard  all  about  it 
before  I  come  down. 
Now,  wot  I  can't  make 
out  is  'ow  you  come 
lo  be  'ere — an'  'oo  you 
are.  The  two  gents 
is  away ;  I  see  'em 
go." 

"Don't  I  tell  you 
that  this  is  my  house 
— that  I  live  here?" 
He  was  glancing  fur- 
tively at  the  other 
man — watching  him 
shrinkingly.  "I've 
been  called  back — on 
business." 

"  You've  bin  called 
back  —  four  in  the 
mornin' — in  that  get- 
up?"  He  pushed  his 
rough  cap  back  from 


his  forehead,  and  stared.  "Then — in  the 
name  of  Gawd — where's  the  other  one  ?  " 

I'he  man  at  whom  he  stared  balanced  the 
revolver  between  his  hands,  and  looked  down 
at  it.  "  I — I  don't  know.  A  good  way 
away  by  this  time,  I  expect.  How  the 
devil  should  I  know?" 

"  Of  course  not."  The  burglar  gave  a 
swift  glance  round  the  room ;  saw  that 
picture  that  had  been  turned  with  its  face  to 
the  wall.  He  stepped  nimbly  across,  and 
turned  it.  The  man  in  motley  shivered,  and 
looked  away. 

"  Yesterday  two  of  yer  goes  out ;  I  was 
watchin',  an'  I  see  yer  go ;  to-night  one 
comes  back — an'  'e  can't  bear  to  look  at 
the  face  of  the  other.  You're  lookin'  w'ite, 
guv'nor  ;  take  a  drink." 

The  burglar  poured  out  some  of  the  spirit, 
and  held  the  glass  towards  the  other  man. 
Very  slowly  the  man  in  the  strange  dress 
came  across,  and  after  looking  at  the  glass 
stupidly  for  a  moment,  took  it,  and  began  to 
drink.  His  hand  shook  so  that  he  spilt  some 
of  the  liquor  -^  before  reaching  mechanically 
into  his  sorry  clothes  to  find  a  handkerchief, 
he  dropped  the  revolver  on  the  table.  It 
was  the  burglar's  opportunity.  In  a  flash 
the  weapon  was  in  his  hands,  and  he  had 
backed  away. 
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"  You  ain't  got  nothink  to  be  afraid  of, 
guvnor,"  he  said.  "Jim  Filer  ain't  the  sort 
o*  man  to  go  back  on  a  pal  wot's  in  a  'ole ;  I 
on'y  wanted  to  level  things  up  a  bit.  Now 
we  can  talk  comfy,  without  any  fear  of  this 
'ere  thing  goin'  off." 

He  opened  the  barrel  of  the  revolver,  and 
dexterously  spun  it  round;  whistled  softly 
between  his  teeth.  "  YouVe  fired  one  off 
already,"  he  whispered ;  and  he  glanced  at 
the  shivering  man  before  him,  and  then  at 
the  portrait  of  the  boy.  "  Is  that  wot  it 
means,  guv'nor?" — he  leaned  forward  over 
the  desk,  and  stared,  not  without  awe,  into 
the  face  of  the  other  man — "does  it  mean 
murder  ?  " 

The  man  at  whom  he  looked  let  his  head 
sink  slowly  on  his  breast.  Jim  Filer  drew  a 
deep  breath,  and  closed  the  revolver  with  a 
snap,  and  dropped  it  the  length  of  his  arm. 

"Two  of  yer  goes  out,  an'  one  comes 
back.  But  wot  about  the  clobber  ?  W'y  that 
git-up  to  do  the  job  in  ?  "  He  was  obviously 
puzzled ;  there  was  something  about  this 
business  he  did  not  yet  understand. 

Suddenly  it  seemed  that  the  tongue  of  the 
other  man  was  loosened ;  perhaps  he  felt  that 
in  that  hour  he  stood  alone  in  the  world, 
with  this  man  who  had  fathomed  his  secret ; 
perhaps,  with  the  remembrance  of  that  dead 
face  that  had  looked  into  his,  and  had  seemed 
to  follow  him  along  the  quiet  roads  under  the 
light  of  the  moon,  he  felt  that  he  must  talk 
to  someone. 

'*  He  was  in  the  way — and  I  hated  him,"' 
he  said,  passionately.  "  I  brooded  over  this 
— meant  to  do  it  a  hundred  times,  and  was 
afraid.  I  never  should  have  done  it  but  for 
another  reason  ;  I  never  should  have  found 
the  courage.  But  the  reason  came — and  I 
made  my  plans." 

The  burglar  sank  down  again  into  that 
chair  against  the  wall,  and  laid  the  revolver 
on  one  knee,  and  his  hand  upon  it,  and 
listened.  The  man  in  the  strange  dress 
paced  up  and  down  at  the  other  side  of  the 
room,  and  spoke  in  hurried  whispers,  almost 
as  if  to  himself. 

"He  was  rich,  and  all  this  great  place 
belonged  to  him.  I  was  poor,  and  he  paid  me 
a  salary — a  miserable  sum  that  should  keep  me 
clothed  and  give  me  a  little  pocket-money. 
He  was  good  to  me  in  a  sense  ;  he  took  me 
out  of  a  garret  in  London,  and  brought  me 
here,  and  gave  me  all  the  books  I  needed, 
and  fed  and  kept  me." 

"  A  friend  of  yours,  guv'nor — or  related  ?  " 
asked  the  other. 

"  He  was  my  cousin.     If  he  died,  every- 


thing he  had  became  mine ;  I  should  be 
rich,  and  should  have  the  world  before  me. 
I  had  never  wanted  the  world  before — had 
never  wanted  to  be  rich ;  but  there  was  a 
woman." 

Jim  Filer  nodded  sagely,  as  though  he 
knew  all  about  that  part  of  the  business. 

"  What  can  a  wretch  like  you  know  about 
such  things  ?  "  burst  out  the  other,  passion- 
ately. "  In  my  narrow  life  I  had  seen 
nothing,  known  nothing  ;  she  came  to  me 
across  the  sunlit  fields,  and  I  loved  her.  I 
have  sold  my  immortal  soul  for  her  ;  there  is 
the  brand  of  Cain  upon  me  because  of  her  ; 
there  is  someone  lying  dead  under  the  stars 
— because  of  her.  What  can  such  a  creature 
as  you  know  of  that  ?  " 

"  I  wouldn't  sell  my  soul  for  any  woman, 
alive  or  dead,"  retorted  Filer,  emphatically. 
"  But  w'y  them  togs  ?  "  He  pointed  to  the 
other's  dress  with  the  weapon  he  held. 

The  man  looked  down  at  himself  with  a 
certain  whimsical  sadness.  "We  went  out 
together  on  a  walking  tour,  and  directly  we 
started  I  made  up  my  mind  that  that  was 
my  chance  to  do  it.  On  the  road  we  met  a 
dingy  wretch — a  travelling  mountebank,  who 
wore  such  a  dress  as  this,  and  who  was 
starving.  This  cousin  of  mine  befriended 
him — helped  him — and  I  saw  my  oppor- 
tunity. I  slipped  away  at  night  on  an  excuse, 
and  got  to  London  ;  bought  a  dress  like  that 
worn  by  the  mountebank ;  bought  that  thing 
you  hold  in  your  hand.  The  mountebank 
has  gone  on  his  way  ;  I  had  contrived  to  slip 
into  his  pocket  a  case  containing  bank-notes 
belonging  to  my  cousin.  The  bank-notes 
will  be  changed — the  man  traced ;  it  will 
be  known  that  a  man  in  such  a  dress  as 
this  " — he  smote  himself  upon  the  breast — 
"  was  seen  hanging  about  late  at  night  near 
the  inn  where  my  cousin  was  staying.  The 
juggler  will  be  followed — will  be  unable  to 
account  for  the  bank-notes.  Do  you  under- 
stand ?  " 

"  You're  a  deep  'un,  guv'nor,"  replied  the 
other,  after  a  pause.  "  And  you  slipped  back 
'ere  to  change  your  clobber;  an'  I  suppose 
you'll  turn  up  in  the  mornin'  at  the  place 
w'ere  yer  cousin  sleeps — and,  oh,  won't  you 
be  surprised  not  to  find  'im  ?  " 

"That's  the  scheme — and  it  would  have 
worked  out  properly — but  for  you." 

"  Yes ;  I  am  a  bit  in  the  way,  ain't  I  ?  " 
said  Jim  Filer,  toying  with  the  revolver. 
"  Fancy  me  comin'  in  at  sich  a  time,  an' 
findin'  you  'ere.  Wot  a  lot  I  could  say  if  I 
'ad  a  mind  to  say  it— couldn't  I  ?  " 

"  I   think   1  know  what's  in  your  mind," 
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came  the  reply,  after  a  gloomy  pause. 
"  You'll  hold  me  fast  with  this  secret ;  you'll 
batten  on  me,  and  make  me  do  your  bidding 
—  make  me  pay  anything  you  please  to  ask — 
make  my  life  a  misery  and  a  degradation  and 
a  terror.  You'll  start  up  at  my  elbow  when 
Fm  most  secure;  you'll  put  in  an  appear- 
ance when  I  least  expect  you ;  you'll  be  my 
shadow,  haunting  me,  as  another  shadow  will 
haunt  me,  till  I  die." 

"You  put  it  rough,  guv'nor,  but  you  put 
it  pretty  straight,"  said  Filer,  with  a  grin. 
"  And,  after  all,  you've  got  to  pay  for  sich  a 
little  game  as  this  'ere." 

"  Yes,  I've  got  to  pay — but  not  the  price 
you     think,"    he    replied,     slowly.      "The 
danger's  too  great ;  the  price  would  be  too 
great.     Some  day  in  your  cups  you'd  blurt 
the  thing  out;  some  day  a  hand  would  be 
clapped  on  my  shoulder,  and  I  should  know 
that  the  end  had  come.     However,  I'll  make 
a   bargain  with 
you.        How 
much    do    you 
want  ?  " 

"That's  talk- 
in'  business," 
said  Filer,  get- 
ting to  his  feet 
with  alacrity 
and  coming  for- 
ward to  the 
desk.  **'Ow 
much  can  yer 
give  me  down 
on  the  nail 
now?"  He 
rested  the  re- 
volver, barrel 
downwards,  on 
the  desk,  and 
leaned  forward 
with  an  easy 
swagger. 

And  then  in 
a  moment, 
while  he  was 
unguarded,  the 
weapon  was 
twisted    out   of 


his  hand ;  and  the  other  man  faced  him, 
dominant  and  strong,  and  with  a  purpose 
in  his  eyes  before  which  Jim  Filer  quailed. 
Slowly  the  man  in  motley  raised  the  revolver 
until  it  touched  his  own  head,  and  the  eyes 
in  the  gaudily-painted  face  seemed  to  smile 
into  those  of  the  man  who  watched. 

"  For  Gawd's  sake— not  that !  "  panted  the 
burglar. 

"  I've  looked  into  the  eyes  of  Death 
to-night ;  now  it's  your  turn,"  was  the 
imperturbable  reply.  "  Turn  your  face  away, 
if  you're  afraid.  I'll  not  be  at  the  mercy 
of  such  a  man  as  you.  Good  night  —  and 
good-bye." 

Jim    Filer  whimpered,  and  put   his   arm 
across   his  eyes,  and   turned  away.      There 
was  a  loud  report  that  seemed  almost  to  shake 
the  house ;  a  sob,  as  a  body  fell  across  the 
great  d«rsk.     Then,  when  the  white-faced  man 
dared  at  last  to  look,  the  thing  lay  there  out- 
stretched,   with 
the   weapon 
gripped    in    its 
dead    hand. 
Above    in    the 
house  there  was 
a  noise  of   the 
opening     of 
doors,  and  cries, 
and  the  running 
of  feet  upon  the 
stairs ;  then  the 
door  handle  was 
gripped     and 
shaken. 

The  door  had 
begun  to  yield 
to  the  pressure 
of  strong  shoul- 
ders when  Jim 
Filer  slipped 
out  through  the 
windows  and 
ran  off  into 
the  darkness, 
sobbing  and 
whimpering  in- 
articulately as 
he  went 


•"  THE   MAN   IN   MOTLEY   RAISED  THE   REVOLVER. 
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T  is  an  afternoon  in  early 
autumn,  and  now  and  again 
the  wind  is  inclined  to  be 
decidedly  boisterous. 

It  so  happens  that  I  have 
stopped  my  cycle  against  a 
large  sycamore  tree,  and  on  the  side  of  the 
hill  there  is  a  deep  railway  cutting,  which 
this  tree  overlooks.  So  strong  was  the  last 
gust  that  several  of  the  leaves  have  been 
altogether  disconnected  and  carried  fluttering 
away  into  the  cutting  below.  Besides  these 
leaves,  what  was  apparently  a  small  host  of 
bewildered  insects  has  also  been  dislodged 
by  this  fitful  gust.  But  then  I  observe  that 
the  erratic  movements  of  these  apparent 
insects  are  almost  immediately  converted 
into  a  straight-away  course,  each  one  whirling 
along  its  individual  path  through  space,  as 
though  by  some  surprising  instinct  it  had 
selected  that  particular  course.  Some  went 
flying  far  away,  while  others  alighted  upon 
the  banks  of  the  cutting  at  no  great  distance 
from  the  tree,  just  according  to  the  impetus 
with  which  they  each  started  off.  Also,  it 
at  once  became  obvious  that  these  objects 
were  not  insects.  In  fact,  one  erratic  member 
has  just  landed  at  my  feet  here,  and,  of  course, 
it  is  a  winged  sycamore  seed,  or,  if  you 
prefer  it,  a  sycamore  "key.'' 

Yes,  the  sycamore  has  finished  its  season's 
work.  The  tree  has  been  exceedingly  busy 
from  the  earliest  hours  of  spring  until  now, 
preparing  to  meet  these  blustering  winds  that 
suddenly  spring  up  in  autumn,  and  now  to 
each  gust  it  offers  a  number  of  its  offspring  ; 
for  it  may  well  be  said  that  the  sycamore's 
"  keys  "  are  its  children.  Indeed,  while  watch- 
ing each  little  party  start  off  with  each 
succeeding  breeze,  I  can  almost  imagine  I 
hear  the  tree  saying,  "There,  my  children, 
I  have  done  my  best  for  you ;  now  go  out 
into  the  world  and  prosper." 

What  the  parent  has  done  for  each  of  its 
offspring  is  to  provide  it  with  two  nurse- 
leaves  which  will  feed  and  nourish  the  baby 
sycamore  plant  until  it  can  spread  its  own 
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leaves  out  to  the  sunlight,  and  send  down  its 
own  little  root  into  the  soil,  and  so  feed 
itself.  Furthermore,  the  tree  has  protected 
each  of  its  seeds  and  their  nurse-leaves  by  a 
strong  outer  covering,  one  side  of  which  is 
developed  into  a  flattened  wing ;  and  how 
useful  that  wing  is  to  the  offspring  I  have 
already  explained  in  describing  how  sur- 
prisingly the  seeds  can  travel. 

This  ingenious  method  of  dispersing  the 
seeds  by  the  agency  of  the  wind,  from  the 
evolution  point  of  view,  may  at  first  seem 
difficult  to  account  for.  Here  we  have  a 
plant  producing  seeds  with  remarkable  powers 
of  flight,  considering  that  they  are  only  seeds. 
How  did  they  first  become  aeronauts  and 
learn  to  utilize  the  air  to  their  advantage? 
Let  us  trace  the  development  of  one  of  these 
winged  sycamore  "  keys,"  and  I  think  it  will 
not  only  explain  how  the  seed  acquired  its 
wings,  but  will  also  introduce  to  us  some 
very  fascinating  sidelights  on  sycamore 
history. 

Let  us  bear  in  mind  that  the  fluttering  and 
whirling  seed  is  only  the  first  step  in  Nature's 
scheme.  When  the  seed  reaches  the  soil  it 
is  travelling  with  such  force  that  it  often 
penetrates  soft  ground,  and  so  gets  half 
sown,  and  even  if  it  alights  upon  grass  it 
generally  lands  low  down  well  between  the 
numerous  blades,  rather  than  on  their  sur- 
face. Then,  assisted  by  the  rain  and  the 
accumulating  eUbris  of  autumn,  it  slowly 
becomes  embedded  in  the  soil,  and  is  seen 
no  more. 

In  illustration  Fig.  i  we  see  what  happens 
to  the  seed  that  has  successfully  carried  out 
these  first  manoeuvres.  It  remains  hidden 
away  in  the  humus  and  moist  soil  throughout 
the  remaining  autumn  and  winter  months — 
indeed,  until  the  end  of  March  of  the  next 
year.  Then,  from  the  lower  side  of  its 
rounded  end,  a  delicate  and  pale-coloured 
shoot  breaks  through  the  hard  protective 
skin,  which  has  now  become  soft  and 
decayed.  This  shoot  is  the  root  of  the 
young  sycamore  plant  just  beginning  to  seek 
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Fig.  I,— Showing  the  development  of  the  young  seedling  from 
the  sycamore  "  key." 

for  moisture  and  mineral  substances.  In  the 
two  upper  examples  of  the  illustration  the 
root  is  seen  developing  from  the  seed. 

On  the  opposite  end  to  this  root  are  two 
large  and  carefully- folded  green  leaves,  and 
as  the  young  root  penetrates  the  soil  they 
begin  to  unfold  and  spread  themselves  out  to 
the  sunlight.  They,  like  the  root,  are  seeking 
food ;  for  these  leaves  can  assimilate  food 
material  from  the  atmosphere.  In  the  two 
lower  examples  of  the  illustration  the  leaves 
are  shown  unfolding,  the  final  one  showing 
the  wing  completely  thrown  off,  leaving 
nothing  but  the  shrunken  base  still  adhering. 

The  young  root  works  its  way  among  the 
interstices  of  the  soil,  and  sends  up  supplies 
of  moisture  and  mineral  matters  in  solution 
to  the  nurse-leaves,  which,  however,  are  not 


the  true  leaves  of  the  plant ;  indeed,  it  only 
needs  a  glance  at  their  shape  as  they  unfold 
to  see  that  they  are  quite  unlike  sycamore 
leaves.  In  Fig.  2  we  see  them  at  the  next 
stage,  the  example  on  the  right  being  fully 
expanded. 

The  function  of  the  nurse-leaves  thence- 
forth is  to  assimilate  carbon  from  the  im 
purities  of  the  atmosphere,  or,  technically 
speaking,  from  the  carbon  dioxide  of  the 
atmosphere,  the  poisonous  gas  we  exhale 
in  respiration,  thousands  of  tons  of  which 
are  daily  passed  into  the  atmosphere  from 
the  chimneys  of  manufacturing  works.  The 
carbon  derived  in  this  way  is  chemically 
combined  by  the  leaves  with  the  watery 
sap  supplied  by  the  root,  the  ultimate 
product  of  this  combination  —  in  which 
the  energy  of  sunlight  is  interwoven — being 
energy-yielding  starches  and  similar  food 
materials,  that  will  build  and  sustain  a 
young  and  growing  plant. 

The  nurse-leaves  being  spread  out  to 
the  sunlight,  therefore,  the  machinery  of 
growth,  as  it  were,  comes  into  motion,  and, 
consequently,  further  development  pro- 
ceeds apace.  In  Fig.  3  the  young  plant  is 
shown  as  it  appears  about  the  middle  of 
April.  It  will  be  observed  that  the  central 
part  is  now  occupied  with  two  leaves— the 


Fig. 


-About  the  middle  of  April  the  first  pair  of  true 
leaves  appear. 


Fig.  2.— The  unfolding  of  the  nurse-leaves. 


first  pair  of  true  leaves  of  the  young  sycamore 
tree — and  between  these  leaves  is  a  tiny  bud 
where  other  leaves  are  being  formed. 

Later  on  these  leaves  open  out, 
and  their  place  is  then  occupied 
with  two  younger  leaves.  In  Fig.  4 
this  further  development  is  shown. 
It  should  now  be  noticed  that  the 
nurse  leaves  are  shrivelling  up,  and 
soon  they  will  fall  away.  The  young 
plant  no  longer  needs  nurse-leaves, 
for  it  now  has  green  leaves  of  its 
own  with  which  to  capture  carbon 
dioxide,  and  its  root  is  branching 
in  all  directions  in  the  soil  and 
plentifully  supplying  the  necessary 
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Fig  4.— Eventually  ihcv  spread  th«m'»clves  out  to  the  sunlight, 
the  nurse-leaves  then  shrivelling  up. 

sap  to  manufac- 
ture still  other 
leaves.  It  is  true 
that  the  leaves 
have  not  yet 
assumed  the  pal- 
mate shape  cha- 
racteristic of  the 
sycamore 
species,  but 
neverthel  ess 
each  pair  now 
produced  gets 
nearer  to  the 
type. 

The  little  cen- 
tral bud  steadily 
persists  in  pro- 
ducing    new 
leaves  for  awhile, 
and  then  from  its 
pushes  forward  a 
branch  that  bears 
fully  -  formed    lea 
pairs    along    its 
That    tender    littl 
branch  may  some 
the     great     trunk    of    a 
bold  sycamore  tree  several  feet  in  diameter 
and  encased  in  strong  bark.     In  illustration 
Fig.  5  we  see  the  young  branches  shooting 
forth  from  what  once  were  buds,  and  spread- 
ing out  their  graceful  leaves  to  capture  still 
more  carbon  and  sunlight  energy. 

When  the  tree  gets  on  somewhat  in  years, 
and  has  made  its  structure  firm,  it  turns  its 
attention  towards  other  important  matters 
besides  those  of  green  leaves  and  branches. 
In  Fig.  6  is  shown  an  effort  of  this  kind. 
Here  we  see  a  bud  opening  and  producing 
something  more  than  green  leaves.  In  Fig.  7 
we  see  it  at  a  later  stage,  and  there  it 
becomes  obvious  that  a  pendent  stalk  of 
flowers    is    being   produced.     By  about    the 


middle  of  May  these  flowers  have  reached 
their  perfection,  and  I  would  like  you  to 
investigate  them  with  me — not  because  they 
are  at  all  striking  in  beauty  or  colour 
(indeed,  they  are  small,  greenish,  and  usually 
very  sticky  to  the  touch,  and  therefore  not 
particularly  attractive  as  flowers),  but  so  that 
I  can  show  you  how  the  sycamore  goes  to 
work  to  produce  its  winged  seeds. 

We  arrive  at  our  sycamore  tree,  let  us  say, 
at  the  end  of  May,  and  it  is  a  sunny  afternoon 
with  little  or  no  wind.  As  we  reach  the  tree  we 
observe  that  the  air  round  about  it  is  swarm- 
ing with  flies ;  moreover,  from  the  grass  and 

hedges  near  at 
hand,  as  you 
move,  swarms  of 
flies  of  many  and 
varied  species 
rise  buzzing  up- 
wards. Why 
these  flies  are 
gathered  there 
becomes  ob- 
vious presently 
— they  are  seek- 
ing the  sycamore 
flowers.  There 
are  blow  -  flies, 
flesh  -  flies, 
house-flies, 
hover  -  flies,  al- 
der -  flies,  and 
innumerable 
other  species  ; 
there  are  honey 
bees,  humble 
bees,  and  wild 
bees  of  many 
kinds  ;  indeed, 
it  is  a  veritable 


Fig.  6.- 


A  bud  opening  and  producing  something  ii  ore  than 
green  leaves. 
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Fig.  7.— It  becooies  obvious  that  a  pendent  stalk  of  flowers  is 
being  produced. 


obliterated  by  the  yellow  dust  from 
the  stamens. 

Now,   when    a    spray    of    flowers 

appears,   the   first   flowers   to    open 

generally  produce  large  quantities  of 

pollen;  in  fact,  they  are  frequently 

devoted  entirely  to  that  purpose,  and 

after  performing  that  function  they 

fall  away  and  perish,  ^^ther  flowers 

higher  up  the  stallj^  hioweVer,  when 

they  first   open   develop  like   those 

shown  in   Fig.  9,  predwing  first  a 

central  object  divided  at  its  apex,  but 

stamens  which  either  come  to  maturity 

or  not  at  all.      Having  now  grasped 

little  details  of  the  floral  structure,  we 

I  think,  understand  what  part  the  fly, 

jsty  as  "the  miller  of  the  Dee,"  plays 

...e  sycamore's  scheme  for  pollination. 

The  base  of  the 


flies'  picnic.  We  pull  down  by  means  of  our 
walking-stick  one  of  the  hanging  racemes  of 
flowers,  and  at  once  become  aware  of  its 
strong  honey-like  scent,  and  at  the  same  time 
we  perceive  that  the  flowers  are  quite  sticky 
by  the  abundance  of  a  sugary  substance  that 
they  are  producing.  Why  the  sycamore 
entertains  this  motley  throng  of  insects  we 
have  now  to  see. 

In  the  first  place  the  sycamore's  flowers 
have  no  showy  petals  to  attract  bees,  butter 
flies,  and  moths ;  bees  are  attracted  in  large 
numbers,  but  by  the  strong  sweet  smell  of  the 
nectar.  In  truth  the  sycamore  lays  out  its 
flowers  especially  for  pollination  by  flies ,  its 
yellowish  and  brownish  green  flowers  are 
a  kind  of  fly  speciality,  attracting  them 
much  more  strongly  than  would  brightly- 
coloured  flowers.  In  Fig.  8  are  shown  some 
fully-developed  examples  of  the  flowers,  and 
a  wild  bee  is  seen  travelling  along  one  of 
the  leaf  stalks.  Also  in  the  top  left-hand 
comer  is  seen  another  of  these  bees  engaged 
in  seeking  the  nectar  and  pollen  of  the 
flowers.  I  may  say  here  that  when  these 
insects  are  busy  amongst  the  flowers  it  is 
very  difficult  to  show  them  in  a  photograph, 
since  their  colours  so  closely  resemble  those 
of  the  flowers  themselves.  The  illustration 
will,  I  think,  show  clearly  that  each  little 
flower  has  put  forth  numerous  stalked 
stamens,  or  pollen  -  producing  organs,  and 
when  the  bees  and  flies  climb  up  the  hang- 
ing bunches  of  flowers  they  become  dusted 
with  fertilizing  pollen.  By  the  time  a  fly  has 
travelled  over  the  flowers  of  a  well-developed 
shoot  his  natural   colours  are  more  or  less 


Flo.  8.— The  fullv-developcd  flowers  which,  at  the  end  of  May, 
attract  swarms  of  flies  of  many  species — In  the  lop  left-hand 
corner  a  wild  bee  is  seen  feeding  on  the  nectar  of  the  flowers. 
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Fig.  9. 


-Stigma-bearing  flowers,  whose  pollen-producing 
parts  develop  later  or  not  at  alL 


seen  to  be  pale-coloured  (owing  to  their 
being  covered  with  tiny  white  hairs)  and 
divided  into  lateral  pointed  halves;  behind 
these  are  pollen  -  producing  stamens  just 
developing,  and  farther  behind  are  the 
enclosing  green  parts  of  the  flower.  Of 
course,  a  fly  or  a  bee  dusted  well  with  pollen 
on  reaching  these  later-developed  flowers, 
instead  of  clinging  to  the  stamens  as  it  moved 
amongst  them  (as  it  is  seen  doing  in  the  top 
left-hand  corner  in  Fig.  8),  would  have  to 
hold  to  the  central  object  in  each  flower  while 
it  searched  for  nectar  around  the  base  of  the 
hairy  part  below.  Now  the  divided  part  on 
the  end  of  this  central  object  is  both  rough 
and  sticky,  and  as  the  fly  rubs  against  it 
some  of  the  pollen  is  sure  to  be  conveyed  to 
it.  In  fact,  if  you  saw  it  under  a  magnifying 
lens  after  a  dusty  fly  had  visited  the  flower, 
it  would  appear  as  shown  in  Fig.  10,  the 
irregularites  on  its  surface  being  due  to  the 
tiny  pollen  grains  adhering  to  it. 

The  fly,  having  consumed  all  the  available 
nectar,  then  leaves  the  flower  to  visit  another 
bloom,  still  carrying  plenty  of  pollen  with  it 
to  pollinate  other  stigmas,  or  its  next  visit 
may  be  to  a  branch  where  pollen  only  is 
being  produced,  and  there  it  will  gather  more 


of  the  fertilizing  element.  And  that  is  what 
the  fly  has  been  doing  for  the  flower ;  it  has 
pollinated  its  stigma,  which  now  can  go  on 
and  develop  until  it  becomes — what?  That 
we  have  now  to  witness. 

The  plant  has  produced  an  abundance  of 
flowers,  each  of  which  was  well  provided 
with  nectar;  some  of  these  flowers  have 
produced  only  pollen-bearing  stamens,  but 
some  have  gone  farther  and  produced  in 
addition  a  central  ovary,  protected  with  tiny 
hairs,  in  which  seeds  were  to  be  matured, 
after  the  pollen-dusted  fly  had  paid  a  visit ; 
for  when   the   flower  is   pollinated  fertiliza- 


FiG.  xob — A  magnified  view  of  a  stigma  after  having  been  visited  by  a  fly, 
•bowing  the  poUen  grains  upon  iL 


Fio.   II. — A  few  hairs  from  the  liody  of  a  bee,  showing  the 

pollen  grains  held  bv  delicate  branches  from  the  main  hairs, 

magnified  three  hundred  and  fifty  diameters. 

tion  commences,  and  so  the  seeds  become 
perfected  and  continue  their  development. 

In  Fig.  Ill  have  shown  you  a 
few  of  the  hairs  on  the  body  of  one 
of  the  bees  seen  in  Fig.  8,  magnified 
about  three  hundred  and  fifty  dia- 
meters, and  it  is  interesting  to  notice 
the  pollen  grains  adhering  amongst 
them,  held  there  by  delicate  branches 
from  the  main  hairs ;  for  these  hairs 
are  not  simple  hairs,  but  hairs 
specialized  to  conveniently  carry 
pollen  from  flower  to  flower,  for  it 
need  scarcely  be  said  that  if  the 
plant  evolves  devices  that  assist  the 
bee,  the  bee  will  evolve  measures  of 
a  reciprocal  character.  This  is  just 
a  hint  of  the  many  interesting  aspects 
of  this  fascinating  subject. 
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Fh;.  12, — Showing  how  the  flowers  slowly  change  into 
sycamore  "  keys." 

But  we  have  not  yet  discovered  how  our 
sycamore  "key"  is  produced.  In  Fig.  12 
you  may  see  the  "keys"  in  the  process  of 
manufacture.  You  will  notice  that  at  tne 
end  of  the  lowermost  shoot  are  some  male 
flowers  (/>.,  bearing  stamens  only),  but  higher 
up  on  the  same  shoot  there  are  others  in 
which,  if  you  look  closely,  you  will  see  that 
the  central  part  bearing  the  stigma  has 
shrivelled  up  and  the  ovary  has  enlarged  into 
a  two-sided  winged  object.  In  fact,  when 
they  grow  a  little  larger  each  one  of  these 
flowers  will  form  a  pair  of  sycamore  "  keys." 
The  process  of  change  is  more  apparent  in 
the  upper  example,  where  each  hairy  ovary 
is  seen  slowly  developing  into  two  winged 
seeds.  In  the  last  illustration,  Fig.  13,  the 
work  is  seen  completed,  and  I  scarcely  need 
inform  you  that  in  each  of  those  winged 
seeds  there  is  a  little  seedling  plant,  for  have 
we  not  previously  seen  one  develop  from 
such  a  seed  ?  However,  should  you  need 
further  convincing,  you  have  but  to  antici- 
pate Nature  by  carefully  cutting  open  with 
the  point  of  your  penknife  the  rounded 
base  of  a  fully-developed  seed,  and  there  you 
will  find  the  little  plant  carefully  packed 
away,  and  you  may  poke  it  out  and  unfold 
its  nurse  -  leaves,  as  these  are  quite  large 
enough  for  you  to  examine  with  the 
unaided  eye. 

There  now  only  remains  the  question,  how 
the   seeds  should  have   learned  to  develop 


wings  to  soar  upon  the  wind  ?  Well,  that  is 
exceedingly  simple.  The  ovary,  to  commence 
with,  is  flat  and  divided  into  two  halves,  each 
bearing  a  thin  edge  at  its  upper  corner.  Now, 
naturally,  some  seeds  would,  in  the  early 
stages  of  the  sycamore's  history,  occasionally 
be  thinner  and  flatter  at  their  comers  than 
others,  and,  when  the  time  came  for  the  seeds 
to  fall  from  the  parent  tree,  these  thinnest 
seeds  would  get  carried  farthest  by  the  wind, 
and  would  consequently  stand  the  best 
chance  of  prospering,  and  so  from"  these  early 
and  accidental  examples  have  been  slowly 
evolved  the  more  efficient  forms,  until  to-day 
we  have  the  seed,  or  "  key,"  as  we  know  it. 

Finally,  how  was  the  graceful  whirling 
flight  of  the  seed  acquired?  Well,  that,  I 
think,  is  equally  plain.  Naturally,  a  seed 
winged  only  on  one  side,  or  with  nearly  all 
its  weight  to  one  side,  owing  to  its  centre  of 
gravity  having  an  eccentric  position,  would 
spin  in  falling ;  hence,  as  the  seed  has 
developed  and  broadened  its  wings,  this 
gyratory  movement  has  continued,  and  prob 
ably  been  strengthened  from  the  fact,  which 
I  have  previously  pointed  out,  that  it  helps 
the  seed  to  penetrate  the  earth  when  its 
flight  is  suddenly  interrupted. 


Fig.  13.— The  completed  work  at  the  end  of  AugusL 
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By  Frederic  Blair.  Jaekel. 
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HERE  are  tricks  in  all  trades, 
but    piobibly    the    most    re- 
markable   devices     employed 
to  guard  trade  secrets  are  the 
g    ingenious  methods  of  prevent- 
3  ing    discovery    used    by    the 
counterfeiters  of  India.     These  gentry  obtain 
particularly  profitable  results  by  the  manu- 
facture of  spurious  coins  apparently  of  ancient 
mintage,  and  hence  of  value  to  the  archae- 
ologist and  collector.     Indeed,  while  travel- 
ling through  India 
it  is  well  to  exa- 
mine   every   coin 
taken  as  change, 
so    great    is    the 
amount  of  coun- 
terfeit   money    in 
circulation.     The 
manufacturers    of 
these  coins   have 
never  been  caught, 
and    probably 
never  will  be  if  they 
continue  to  resort 
to  such  inventive 
devices  —  one   of 
which,    with    the 
manner  of  its  dis- 
covery,  is  de- 
scribed in  the  fol- 
lowing article — of 
keeping  their  plant 
and  appliances 
from     being    un- 
earthed    by     the 
authorities. 

About  midway  between  Delhi  and  Bombay, 
and  six  miles  across  country  from  the  little 
town  of  Borivili,  is  situated  the  village  of 
Kanheri.  The  region  is  not  infested  with 
the  snap-shotting  tourist,  but,  although  few 
travellers  ever  visit  Kanheri,  the  place  is  one 
of  the  most  absorbingly  interecting  in  the 
whole  of  India. 

Here,   under  the   hills,    are  a   wonderful 


THE  MAIN   ENTRANCE  TO   ONE  OF   THE  TEMI-LKS. 
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series  of  lavastone  grottos  and  temples  carved 
out  of  the  solid  rock,  and  of  almost  fabulous 
antiquity.  Of  these  there  are  probably  a 
hundred  in  all.  What  is  called  the  Great 
Temple  is  eighty-eight  and  a  half  feet  long 
by  thirty-eight  feet  in  breadth,  and,  singularly 
enough,  is  built  like  a  basilica,  with  nave  and 
side  isles.  The  roof  of  the  nave  is  forty  feet 
above  the  floor  and  rests  upon  thirty-four 
columns,  higher  than  those  at  Elephanta,  the 
capitals  of  which  are  decorated  with  ornate 

carvings.  Save  for 
this  ornamenta- 
tion the  inside  of 
the  temple  is  with- 
out sculpture. 

In  all  the  other 
caves  or  grottos 
tracings  of  brush- 
work  and  plaster- 
ing are  still  to  be 
seen,  and  the 
crumbling  re- 
mains of  masonry 
terraces  and  gar- 
dens  can  be 
found  on  different 
sides  of  the  hills. 
All  these  temples 
were  much  vene- 
rated by  the 
Buddhists,  but 
the  many  other 
sanctuaries  added 
more  recently 
show  no  trace 
whatever  of  the 
Buddhist  cult,  and  are  decorated  exclusively 
with  Brahminical  symbols.  Many  of  the 
temples  contain  immense  cisterns,  the  water 
percolating  through  the  mountain-side,  which 
affords  an  irreproachable  filter. 

For  several  years  the  Dunbar  cave,  one 
ot  the  Kanheri  series,  was  shrouded  in 
an  apparently  unfathomable  mystery.  No 
native  could  be  bribed  to  go  near  the  place. 
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OUR  BULLOCK  VICTORIA  (ON    THR    LEFT)  ON   THR   ROAD  TO   KANHBRI, 
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and  even  the  casual  traveller  gave  it  a  wide 
berth.      Tales   were   current   in   and   about 
Bombay     that     this     particular    cave     was 
haunted  by  an  evil  spirit,  and  anyone  who 
has  been  in  India  knows  full  well  the  effect 
that  such  a  rumour  has  on  the  nerves  of  a 
native.     The  cause 
of  it  all  was  that, 
upon  entering  this 
great    cave-temple, 
which  is  ninety  feet 
long,  forty-two  feet 
wide,     and     some 
nine  feet  in  height, 
the  most  unearthly, 
nerve  -  racking 
sound  would   now 
and  again,  at  regu- 
lar intervals,   issue 
out  of  its  ink-black 
interior.     Where  it 
came  from  nobody 
knew  or  even  cared 
to  find  out  Sometimes  it  resembled  a  whine, 
and  sometimes  it  sounded  like  a  sort  of  gurgle, 
but  it  was  always  blood-curdling.    Speculation 
ran  rife  as  to  its  cause— that   is,  when  the 
natives  were  bold  enough  to  speculate  at  all. 
Some  said  it  was  an  evil  spirit,  others  held 
that  it  might  possibly  be  produced  by  some 
fearsome  wild  animal.     Whether  evil  spirit  or 
wild  animal,  however,  the  mysterious  noise 
had  one  and  the   same  effect :    for  several 
years  the  Dunbar 
cave    was    left 
severely  alone  to 
its     weird     wails 
and      fathomless 
gloom. 

It  was  while 
loitering  in  Bom- 
bay,  awaiting 
some  important 
news  from  home, 
that  I  heard  of 
this  curious 
**  mystery  of  the 
cavesofKanheri," 
as  it  was  called. 

One  day  a 
friend  of  mine 
came  to  me  and 
proposed  a  trip  to 
K  an  heri,  firstly,  to 
visit  the  caves  and  grottos,  and,  secondly,  if 
our  nerve  failed  us  not,  to  ascertain  for  our- 
selves the  cause  of  the  mysterious  noise  in 
Dunbar  cave  which  had  so  effectually  scared 
the  natives.     He  said  the  trip  could  be  made 
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in  one  day  and  we  could  pass  the  night  at 
Borivili  on  our  return  journey.  The  business 
promised  excellent,  and  so  I  readily  agreed 
to  accompany  him. 

The  following  morning  at  seven  o'clock  we 
boarded  a  train  on  the  Bombay  and  Central 
India  Railway  for 
Borivili,    arriving 
there     about     ten 
o'clock.    After  con- 
siderable    negotia- 
tion we  secured  the 
only  bullock-cart  in 
the   town   to   take 
us  the  six  miles  to 
Kanheri.    Into  this 
vehicle  we  quickly 
piled  ourselves,  in 
order    to     prevent 
our  driver,  who  was 
already  meditating 
upon  his  rashness, 
from  backing  out  of 
his  bargain.     Having  arranged  ourselves  as 
comfortably  as  possible — a  difficult  matter  in 
an   Indian  bullock-cart — our  Jehu  squatted 
himself  on    the   tongue    between    the    two 
bullocks,  and  we  were  off 

For  the  first  mile  the  road  seemed  very 
good,  and  we  began  congratulating  ourselves 
upon  the  prospects  of  a  delightful  trip.  We 
passed  several  native  huts,  out  of  which  the 
children  swarmed  excitedly  and  followed  us 

for  some  distance. 
We  seemed  to  be 
somewhat  of  a 
mystery  ourselves. 
The  mangy,  non- 
descript native 
dogs  would  trot 
up  to  the  rear  of 
the  cart,  take 
several  prolonged 
sniffs,  and  then, 
standing  in  their 
tracks,  voice  their 
disgust  in  loud 
hayings. 

Soon    we    en- 
tered    a     dense 
forest,  where  the 
road      grew 
rapidly    worse. 
Two  miles  farther 
on    we   came   to  a  cool  stream,  which    we 
forded,  and  then  began  the  tedious  picking 
of  our  way  up  to  the  higher  ground.     Never 
have  I  experienced  a  rougher  road,  and  the 
ancient  cart  all  but  toppled  over  on  several 
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ENTKANCB  TO   THE    UUNBAR   TEMPLE— THIS   IS   AS    FAR  AS  OUR   NATIVE 
GUIDE  (shown    in   THK  CENTRE)  WOULD  GO. 
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occasions.  Finally 
wewerecompelled 
to  walk,  which  we 
continued  to  do 
until  the  road 
came  to  an  abrupt 
ending  on  the  top 
of  a  lava  mound 
about  a  mile  from 
the  village  of 
Kanheri. 

By  means  of 
various  panto- 
mimic gestures  we 
succeeded  in 
making  a  native 
understand  that 
we  wished  to  ex- 
plore the  caves. 
It  was  a  rather 
difficult  business  ; 
at  first  he  seemed 
fully  convinced 
that  we  were  try- 
ing to  hypnotize 
him  !  He  offered 
to    act    as    our 

guide  willingly  enough,  and  we  quickly  made 
ready.  After  giving  explicit  instructions  to 
our  teamster  to  await  our  return,  we  started 
off  for  the  caves,  our  guide  in  the  lead 
carrying  on  his  head  the  lunch  basket  and 
other  impedi- 
menta. 

The  trail  led 
first  up  and  then 
down.  Theground 
seemed  to  be  of 
volcanic  forma- 
tion, as  was  the 
whole  section  of 
mountain  under 
which  the  caves 
were  situated.  We 
had  been  running, 
climbing,  and 
crawling  for  some 
time,  trying  to 
keep  pace  with 
our  guide,  when 
he  came  to  a  sud- 
den halt,  placed 
his  load  on  the 
ground,  and 
plunged  into  a 
tangled  conglo- 
meration of  over- 
hanging vines  and 
underbrush.     We 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 58. 
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followed  as  best 
we  might  and, 
after  about  twenty 
yards  of  hide-and- 
seek  with  our 
native,  came  upon 
a  small  clearing. 
The  famous 
temple  of  Kan- 
heri, with  its  dark, 
arched  doorway, 
its  ornate  vesti 
bule,  and  its 
hieroglyph- 
covered  walls, 
baked  by  the  sun's 
rays,  stood  directly 
before  us. 

Passing  through 
its      portals,      we 
examined   the  in- 
terior —  columns, 
altar,  and  all — and 
returned    to     the 
vestibule   to  gaze 
upon   a   huge 
statue  of  a  woman 
in  bas-relief,  over  thirty  feet  in  height  and 
probably  the  finest  piece  of  carving  in   the 
whole  temple. 

Hardly   had  we  reached   the  foot  of  the 
statue  when  one  of  the  most  terrifying  shrieks 

that  1  have  ever 
heard  pierced  the 
interior  gloom. 
My  companion 
started  and  looked 
at  me,  and  I  in 
turn  shot  an  in 
quisitive  glance  in 
the  direction  of 
our  guide.  He, 
however,  had  de- 
parted post-haste, 
and  was  even  then 
bounding  through 
the  underbrush 
like  a  wild  buck, 
yelling  and  waving 
his  arms  franti- 
cally. 

This,  then,  was 
the  mysterious 
noise  which  had 
terrified  the  vil- 
lagers for  so  long. 
That  it  was  pro- 
duced somewhere 
and     by      sorr  :- 
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thing  in  the  dark  interior  of  that  temple 
everyone  knew,  but  that  was  all.  Few 
European  travellers  had  ever  heard  it,  and 
those  of  the  local  inhabitants  who  had  done 
so  invariably  remembered  important  engage- 
ments and  fled  the  moment  it  reached  their 
ears. 

After   we   had   recaptured   our   trembling 
guide  and  had  been  taken  through  several  of 
the  other  cave-temples,  we  returned  to  the 
entrance  of  the  Dunbar  where  we  had  heard 
the  sound,  although  our  cicerone  was  very 
reluctant   to  approach    it.      Nothing   in   all 
India,  however,  could  tempt  him  to  re-enter 
the     place     and 
assist  us  to  inves- 
tigate. We  accord- 
ingly approached 
a  small  group  of 
villagers  who  were 
watching  us,  and 
explained  to  them, 
as  best  we  could 
by  means  of  ges- 
tures, that  we  in- 
tended   to    enter 
the    temple    and 
discover  the  why 
and  the  wherefore 
of  this  noise,  and 
thatweshouldlike 
them    to   accom- 
pany us.  But  all  in 
vain.     The  frightened  men  showed  that  they 
were  not  particularly  infatuated  with  the  idea 
by  deliberately  turning  their  backs  on  us  and 
taking  a  hurried  departure,  jabbering,  gesticu- 
lating, and  casting  terrified  glances  back  in 
our    direction.     They   probably  thought  we 
were  out  of  our  minds.     "  It  seems  as  though 
we  shall  have  to  go  through  with  it  alone," 
said   my  companion.     "  Never   mind,   we're 
going  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  the  mystery 
somehow." 

Each  of  us  carried  a  revolver  and  plenty  of 
cartridges,  so  that  we  felt  no  fear  of  human 
enemies,  and  we  plunged  forthwith  into  the 
cave.  Just  as  we  entered  the  vestibule  of  the 
temple  that  awful  noise  sounded  once  more, 
echoing  and  re-echoing  through  the  gloomy 
vault  with  startling  effect.  Although  I  had 
heard  it  before,  and  was  no  believer  in  the 
supernatural,  it  made  me  jump,  and  I  can 
hardly  blame  anyone  for  putting  as  much 
cactus  covered  mountain-side  between  himself 
and  that  altogether  unearthly  half-shriek  and 
half-groan  as  quickly  as  possible.  Such  a 
sound  neither  of  us  had  heard  before,  and, 
after  listening  intently  through  its  continuance, 
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we  were  both  convinced  that  it  issued  neither 
from  man  nor  wild  animal. 

Once  again  we  crossed  the  small  courtyard 
of  the  great  temple,  and  passed  along  a 
narrow  hallway  into  a  large  square  room 
which  we  had  not  visited  in  our  early 
explorations.  From  this  we  groped  our  way 
by  the  aid  of  candle-light  along  a  dark 
passage-way,  and  followed  it  to  the  end,  in 
the  direction  from  which  we  thought  the 
sound  had  come.  Midway  down  this  passage 
it  turned  off  at  an  abrupt  angle,  and  as  we 
entered  this  turn  a  cool  draught  put  out  our 
light.     At  that  identical  moment  out  of  the 

sudden  darkness 
came  again  that 
fearful  cry.  I  must 
confess  that  it 
caused  a  most  un- 
canny sensation 
to  creep  up  my 
spine.  What  could 
it  be,  and  what 
was  the  secret  of 
these  gloomy 
vaults  ? 

Being  assured, 
from  its  loudness, 
that  we  were  now 
quite     near     the 
source  of  the  mys- 
terious sound,  and 
not  caring  to  be 
taken  by  surprise,  we  cautiously  crawled  along 
the  floor  for  some  distance  on  our  hands  and 
knees,  revolvers  unholstered  and  ready  for 
any  emergency.     Then,  as  no  sound  broke 
the  stillness,  we  stood  up  again,  and  by  the 
light  of  a  burning  newspaper  resumed  our 
explorations. 

Soon  the  narrow  passage  turned  off  to  the 
right,  then  to  the  left,  and  we  found  ourselves 
in  another  smaller  court.  Here,  before  us, 
were  no  fewer  than  nine  openings,  and  it 
proved  a  matter  of  some  conjecture  which 
would  be  the  proper  one  to  enter.  In  order 
to  lose  no  time  by  following  the  wrong  course, 
and  thereby  being  compelled  to  retrace  our 
steps,  we  placed  a  stone  in  front  of  the 
passage-way  through  which  we  had  just  come, 
in  order  to  mark  it,  and  sat  down  to  wait  for 
a  repetition  of  the  sound. 

We  did  not  have  to  wait  very  long,  how- 
ever, before  our  expectations  were  realized, 
and  soon  once  more  we  heard  that  awful 
shriek,  apparently  coming  through  a  certain 
one  of  the  openings.  Being  prepared  for  it, 
we  listened  carefully,  and  noted  that  it 
commenced  with   a  hollow  sort  of  gurgle, 
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and  later  developed  into  a  well-defined,  siren- 
like  wail. 

Jumping  to  my  feet,  revolver  in  hand,  I 
lit  one  of  my  candles  and  started  through 
the   passage   from  which   we   imagined   the 
sound  had  come.     My  companion  followed. 
Fifty  feet  from  the  entrance  we  came  to  two 
openings.     Again  we  waited  for  the  sound  to 
determine  the  correct  opening  to  take,  and 
again   the  shriek  was  repeated,  louder  and 
more  awe-inspiring  than  ever. 
We    followed    its    direction 
through  one  of  the  openings, 
slowly  picking  our  way  over 
broken  stones  and  rubbish. 

The  passage  led  us  eventu- 
ally to  a  small  room,  its  high 
walls  covered  with  carvings  in 
relief,  and  its  ceiling  pierced 
by  a  small  hole,  through 
which  shone  a  shaft  of  golden 
light  that  seemed  almost 
tangible  in  its  solidity. 

Without  pausing  to  inspect 
the  decorations  of  the  apart- 
ment, we  crossed  it  and 
emerged  through  a  doorway 
into  another  courtyard.  As 
we  stepped  through  the  door 
the  sound  rang  out  again ; 
this  time  it  seemed  almost 
under  our  very  noses.  Now, 
however,  we  had  become 
somewhat  accustomed  to  its 
weirdness,  and  it  no  longer 
chilled  our  blood,  for  we 
were  convinced  that  it  was 
produced  neither  by  man 
nor  beast. 

Crossing  to  the  west  side 
of  the  courtyard  we  noticed  a 
large  hole  in  the  floor,  which 
proved  to  be  a  cistern.     Be- 
fore we  reached  it  out  of  it 
came  the  gurgle  and  shriek 
— so  pronounced  and  distinct 
that  I  was   startled   beyond 
words.    When  it  died  away  I  crept  cautiously 
to  the  edge  of  the  well  and  peered  down. 
Nothing  could  be   seen,   however,  and   the 
abyss  seemed  at  first  to  contain  nothing  but 
impenetrable  darkness,  but  soon  I  detected  a 
faint  sound  of  running  water. 

Preparing  an  improvised  lantern  by  tying 
string  to  each  of  the  four  comers  of  a  note- 
book and  placing  a  lighted  candle  in  the 
centre,  we  lowered  it  into  the  cistern.  The 
extent  of  the  cord  was  almost  reached  when 
out  of  the  darkn^s  came  that  hideous  sound 


Losing  all  interest  in  everything  save  getting 
away  from  the  top  of  the  well,  I  jerked  the 
cord  suddenly  and  over  went  the  candle  to 
the  bottom  of  the  pit.  By  its  hissing  sputter 
as  it  died  out  we  knew  that  there  must  be 
water  in  the  cistern. 

Another  light  was  soon  rigged  up  and 
lowered,  and  by  its  rays  I  could  see  plainly 
every  part  of  the  cistern,  the  bottom  of  which 
had  been  filled  up  with  stones,  so  that  only  a 


WE  WAITED   FOR   THE  SOUND   TO   DETERMINE  THE  CORRECT  OPENING  TO  TAKE. 


few  inches  of  water  covered  them.  Down 
one  wall  of  the  pit  there  extended  a  long 
bamboo  pipe,  and  at  the  opposite  side  a 
small  hole  in  the  wall  served  to  carry  away 
the  water.  The  modern  appearance  of  this 
bamboo  contrivance  interested  me  not  a 
little,  for  it  seemed  strangely  out  of  keep- 
ing with  its  prehistoric  surroundings.  Un- 
doubtedly it  had  been  placed  there  recently 
—  perhaps  a  couple  of  years  at  most. 

Suddenly  the  lower  end  of  the  pipe  com- 
menced to  move  forward,  as  though  some 
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unseen  hand  had  been  extended  and  was 
drawing  it  slowly  across  the  cistern.  Farther 
and  farther  it  moved,  and  then  from  out  of 
it,  as  though  by  magic,  there  came  a  gurgle, 
a  shriek,  and  a  roar  in  rapid  succession  !  A 
moment  later  and  the  pipe  had  gained  its 
former  position.  The  ensuing  silence  was 
mosl   oppressive. 

Here,  then,  lay  the  explanation  of  the 
mystery !  Yet  it  still  presented  a  problem 
demanding  a  threefold  solution  :  What  was 
this  apparatus?  Who  put  it  there?  And 
for  what  purpose? 

With  a  closer  examination  of      '  " 

the  interior  of  the  tank  ir 
we  searched  for  some  i 
by  which  a  descent  ii 
could  be  made.  Final 
found  a  stout  bamboo  p( 
one  of  the  passage-ways 
this  we  lowered  into  the 
depths  of  the  well. 

Removing     my     shoes 
stockings,     I     slid 
down  the  pole  after 
the    fashion    of    a 
Japanese     acrobat, 
my     companion 
holding    a    lighted 
candle  at   the   top 
of  the  cistern  and 
steadying    the    im 
provised  ladder.     '  -i* 
Reaching  the   bot-     i 
torn    I    found   the 
water  to  be  about     1 
seven     inches     in     L 
depth,  and   almost 
as  cold  as  ice.      I 
lighted  my  candle, 

placed  it  in  a  niche  in  the  wall,  and 
beckoned  my  companion  to  follow  me  down 
the  pole. 

Together  we  watched  from  a  more  advan- 
tageous position  the  movement  of  the  crude 
contrivance  as  it  produced  that  hitherto 
mysterious  noise,  and  it  was  a  matter  of  only 
a  few  moments  before  we  saw  through  the 
whole  ingenious  scheme.  Upon  examination 
we  found  the  "  shrieker "  to  be  a  nicely- 
adjusted  piece  of  mechanism,  composed,  for 
the  most  part,  of  a  hollow  bamboo  i^ole,  with 
its  lower  end  divided  into  two  sections.  Into 
this  lov^er  end  was  inserted  a  series  of  pipe 
whistles.  At  the  top  the  apparatus  was  well 
balanced,  and  over  it  hung  a  box  having  an 
opening  at  the  bottom  of  the  side  facing  the 
bamboo  pipe.  Into  this  box  the  water 
dropped  from   the  end   of  a  leaden   pipe, 


THE     INGENIOUS     I>I£V1CE     MADE     TO     PRODUCE     THE      HIDEOUS 

SOUND   WHICH    KEPT   THE   NATIVES  AT  A    DISTANCE   FROM   THE 

WORKSHOP   OK   THE  COUNTERFEITERS. 


which  apparently  tapped  a  spring  in  the  hill- 
side.    When  the  box  was  full  of  water  the 
whole  thing  became  over-balanced,  the  lid  of 
the  hole  in  it  opened  automatically,  and  the 
water    poured     into    the    hollow     bamboo. 
During    this    process    the    entire    apparatus 
slid   down   a   short   incline   away  from    the 
water-pipe  above.     The  water  flowing  from 
the    box   into    the   bamboo   caused   an   air 
pressure,  which    blew    the   whistles    at    the 
bottom,  producing  the  uncanny   noises   we 
had  heard.     When  the  water  ran  out  through 
the   whistles,   the    neat 
■"       — :      —  -     -  ;     construction  of  the  in- 
strument caused   it   to 
regain  its  natural  posi- 
tion,  the  sound   being 
repeated  as  soon  as  the 
box  at  the  top  became 
filled   with   water,    and 
so  on,  ad  infinitum. 

Having  discovered 
"  how  it  worked,"  we 
demolished  the  appa- 
ratus in  a  twinkling, 
thus  silencing  for  ever 
the  weird  wail  which  was 
wont  to  resound  through 
the  dark  corridors  of 
the  temple,  and  which 
had  so  long  terrified  the 
natives  of  the  surround- 
ing country. 

But  for  what  purpose 
had  this  machine  been 
constructed?  That  was 
the   next    question   we 
asked     ourselves,    and 
we  commenced  to  look 
about    for    some    clue 
which  might  give  us  the  explanation.     The 
bottom    of  the   cistern  in    which  we   stood 
was  about  ten  feet  in  diameter,  and  search- 
ing round  it  we  presently  discovered  a  small 
door    in    one   side.      Needless  to   say,   our 
movements   from    then   onward   were    most 
cautiously  executed. 

My  friend  stood  guard  while  I  tried  to 
open  the  door,  which  was  covered  with  a 
thick  plaster  resembling  earth,  only  a  slight 
crack  being  visible  in  the  whole  surface. 
I  tried  to  push  the  door  in,  but  to  no  purpose. 
Then  I  tugged  and  hauled  at  it,  but  still  it 
refused  to  open.  Finally  I  scratched  off 
the  plaster,  but  even  then  found  no  clue  to 
the  location  of  its  hinge  or  latch.  Picking 
up  a  heavy  piece  of  wood  that  lay  near  at 
hand,  I  attempted  to  prise  open  the  door, 
when,  to  my  surprise,  it  dropped  towards  me, 
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working  on  a  centre  swing.  Anticipating 
trouble,  I  grasped  my  revolver  and  peered 
anxiously  into  the  gloomy  space  beyond  the 
open  door.  A  cold,  clammy  air  beat  on  our 
faces,  but  we  could  hear  no  sound. 

Passing  through  the  doorway,  we  discovered, 
by  the  dull  light  of  our  two  candles,  that 
we  were  in  a  large  room,  its  only  opening 
being  the  one  through  which  we  had  just 
come. 

One  glance  about  us  and  the  tale  was  told. 
We  had  entered  the  hidden  subterranean 
stronghold  of  a  band  of  counterfeiters. 

In  one  corner  of  the  room  there  were  a 
large  furnace  and  crucibles,  tables,  and 
shelves.  Lying  on  the  latter  we  found  a 
complete  set  of  dies,  which  afterwards  proved 
to  have  been  used  to  some  extent.  One  of 
the  shelves  was  strewn  with  spurious  coins 
of  the  issue  of  Akbar  the  Great,  Emperor  of 
Delhi.  The  genuine  coins  of  this  issue  are 
of  some  value  to  the  collector,  and  while  we 
were  in  Bombay  the  markets  were  so  flooded 
with  them  that  by  the  quantity  alone  their 
authenticity  was  doubted.  The  coins  we 
found  here  would,  no  doubt,  have  been  in 
the  Bombay  curio  stores  ere  long,  for  it  was 


a  known  fact  that  the  counterfeiters  were 
indirectly  employed  by  some  of  the 
more  unscrupulous  coin  dealers.  All  the 
pieces  we  found  were  of  excellent  re- 
production. The  spaces  between  the 
characters  on  the  coin^  had  been  cleverly 
filled  in  with  artificial  black  to  make  the 
coin  look  as  if  it  had  been  in  circulation 
for  a  long  period,  and  all  of  them  had 
been  "  sweated  "  —  that  is,  a  number 
of  them  had  been  put  in  a  bag  and 
tossed  about  for  an  hour  or  more  to 
wear  the  rough  edges  off  and  dull  the 
characters. 

Apart  from  the  few  tables  and  shelves, 
the  place  contained  no  furniture,  and  it 
had  evidently  not  been  used  for  some 
weeks.  Probably  the  band  had  re- 
ceived a  scare  of  some  kind,  and  were 
biding  their  lime  in  the  hills,  awaiting 
an  opportunity  to  resume  operations. 

Carrying  a  few  of  the  dies  and  a 
number  of  coins,  with  the  bamboo  scare- 
crow, we  retraced  our  steps,  well  satisfied 
at  having  solved  what  had  so  long  been 
a  baffling  mystery.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  the  uncanny  "  shrieker  "  was 
the  counterfeiters'  ingenious  method  of 
preventing  the  public  from  poking  their 
noses  into  the  temple  and  possibly 
stumbling  on  the  workshop  of  the  gang. 


COUNTKKPEIT     COINS     OK     AKBAR     THH     GKKAT,     EMPtkOK     \iV 

DELHI,    TAKEN    FROM    IHE   COUNTERFEITERS'    WORKSHOP 

IN   THE    DUNBAR   CAVB  AT   KANHERI. 

As  I  write  this  the  whistles,  now  mute, 
hang  upon  my  wall,  after  years  of  faithfully- 
performed  duty  as  the  weird  sentinel  of  the 
caves  of  Kanheri. 


GENUINE  COINS  OF  AKBAK  THE  CKSAT,  EMPEROR  OF  UELHL 
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HE  art  of  Caran  d'Ache,  most 
whimsical  of  caricaturists,  most 
brilliant  of  military  draughts- 
men, is  well  known  on  this 
side  of  the  Channel,  as,  indeed, 
in  most  other  civilized  quarters 
of  the  globe.  An  international  reputation  is 
an  enviable  asset ;  one,  withal,  that  has  stood 
the  test  of  time  and  proved  itself  not 
ephemeral,  but  enduring,  represents  assuredly 
the  consummation  of  reward  for  work  done. 
Among  contemporary  French  humorists  this 
artist  has  long  prominently  ** starred"  as  a 
realist,  an  accurate,  if  satirical,  annotator  of 
the  characteristics  and  foibles  of  his  kind, 
and  particularly  of  that  group  that  deals  in 
gold  braid  and  waistbelts,  rifles,  bayonets, 
and  the  like. 

Hitherto,  pencil,  pen,  and  brush  have 
served  as  plastic  slaves  to  his  fertile  imagina- 
tion, his  extraordinary  truth  of  observation. 
To  day  the  celebrated  caricaturist  brings  to 
bear  the  same  powers  of  execution,  the  same 
dexterous  mastery 
on  the  production 
of  his  wooden  toys 
—  objects  of  so 
much  enthusiastic 
comment  at  the 
recent  Salon  des 
Humoristes  in 
Paris. 

With  a  block  of 
wood,  a  turner's 
lathe,  and  such 
prosaic  imple- 
ments as  chisel, 
saw,  and  gouge, 
Caran  d'Ache 
fully  maintains  the 
same  high  stand- 
ard of  craftsman- 
ship as  revealed  in 
any  of  his  earlier       jsvvmoj 


achievements,  and  by  means  of  less  responsive 
materials.  The  artist  wood-carver  has  difficul- 
ties as  formidable  to  encounter  as  the  worker 
in  any  other  branch  of  the  great  art  of  sculpture. 
Wood-carving  as  a  moral  and  mental  bracer 
has  no  superior.  There  is  no  more  capricious 
substance  than  wood ;  none  more  productive 
of  uncertainty  as  the  result  of  attack.  Yet, 
that  the  craft  is  worth  all  the  labour  and 
patience  its  exercise  demands,  those  will 
testify  who  have  seen  the  work  of  Caran 
d'Ache  at  the  notable  exhibition  of  modem 
caricature  as  organized  in  Paris  at  the  Palais 
de  Glace.  And  amidst  a  vast  array  of  talent 
the  attention  of  critics  and  public  alike  has 
concentrated  upon  his  individual  display, 
and  his  finely-modelled  manikins  and  animals 
have  been  voted  the  gems  of  the  collection. 

It  may  be  a  couple  of  years  back  that 
from  Caran  d'Ache  the  popular  caricaturist 
evolved  Caran  d'Ache  the  wood- sculptor, 
the  maker  of  toys.  To  the  playthings  of 
childhood    he   has   applied    that   art   which 
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has  made  him  eminent  all  the  world  over. 
That  collectors  and  connoisseurs  wrestle 
for  their  possession  is  merely  a  side-issue. 
Caran  d'Aclie  enters  the  lists  as  a  reformer. 
He  is  a  bitter  foe  or  the  wax  doll ;  he  would 
suppress  this  tremendous  monstrosity  as  an 
enemy  of  childhood,  a  creator  of  false  idols, 


THB  WATCH-DOG— ON   GUARD. 


and  with  it  he  would 
banish  into  outer  dark- 
ness its  next  of  kin — the 
tin  soldier. 

Despite  that  man^  has 
always  had  the  child  with 
him,  its  proper  develop- 
ment is  still  a  matter  of 
experiment.  The  pro- 
fessional trainer  of  the 
young  idea  is  awakening 
to  the  fact  that  some- 
thing is  wrong  some- 
where ;  and  so  the 
learned  of  many  nations 
congregate  together  now 

and      again,     and      the 

question  of  the  scholar 
and  his  mental  and 
physical  betterment  is  probed  and  dissected, 
but  whether  the  point  of  disease  is  ever 
located  remains  a  dubitable  matter.  Caran 
d'Ache  traces  the  damage  from  the  begin- 
ning ;  from  those  first  all  -  decisive  years 
when  the  wee  human  thing  takes  shape  and 
bulk — when  the  child  is  most  receptive  and 
readily  assimilates.  The  toy  then  becomes 
an  important  factor  in  its  mental  growth.    Its 


playthings  resolve  themselves  into  8  prepara- 
tion for  the  reality  that  lies  beyond,  his  games 
an  apprenticeship  for  the  business  of  life. 
Therefore,  the  utmost  circumspection  should 
go  to  the  choice  of  toys,  in  order  that  they 
may  foster  budding  intelligence  and  the 
love  of  the  true  and  beautiful,  which  are 
synonymous.  The  tin 
soldier  had  its  merits ,  its 
inventor  may  be  placed 
among  the  immortals, 
since  it  promoted  the 
patriotic  instinct  and  en- 
couraged the  time- 
honoured  traditions  of 
courage  and  enterprise. 
But  the  tin  soldier  is  an 
anatomical  libel  on  the 
patriot  he  counterfeits ;  he 
is  stiff  and  inanimate  in 
the  most  depressing  sense 
of  the  terms. 

Now,  the  warriors  that 
are  wrought  by  Caran 
d'Ache  are  of  wood,  yet 
vital.  They  positively  strut 
upon  their  stage  in  their 
wonderful    niche    of    the 


I 


I 
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THB  WATCH-IX)G — IN   ACTION. 


Palais  de  Glace.  There  they  are  in  hundreds 
— detachments  of  cavalry,  detachments  of  in- 
fantry, with  sergeants,  corporals,  lieutenants, 
captains,  staff  officers,  and,  finally,  an  august 
general  at  their  head.  Perfectly  equipped  in 
every  detail,  a  specialist  in  the  matter  of  har- 
ness, uniform,  and  arms,  the  artist-carver  has 
reproduced  for  us  with  complete  fidelity, 
not  alone  the  great  military  types  of  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


464 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


Napoleonic  period,  with 
which,  as  its  pictorial 
chronicler,  his  name  is  in- 
delibly associated,  but  also 
an  entire  Teutonic  corps  on 
full-dress  parade  under  the 
leadership  of  that  doughty 
veteran.  General  Boum,  of 
the  Duchy  of  Gerolstein, 
who,  mounted  on  a  superbly 
caparisoned  charger, 
breathes  supreme  contempt 
of  the  Peace  Conference 
and  the  disarmament  of 
nations. 

These  little  figitrini^  some 
not  more  than  ten  inches 
in  length,  executed  without 
models,  are  marvels  of 
creative  genius ;  the  heads 
and  limbs  are  movable,  the 
tinting  of  face  and  clothing 
is  elaborate  and  exact.  If 
he  synthetizes  in  the  pro- 
cess of  chopping,  as  is  his 
wont  with  his  drawings, 
none  the  less  there  is  amply 
sufficient  detail  for  the 
purpose  of  expression.  As 
there  is  an  astonishing  sug- 
gestion of  movement  in  the 
limbs,  so  by  means  of  slight  exaggeration  of 
feature  one  positively  discerns  gradations  of 
emotion  on  the  faces  of  these  stupendous 
puppets. 

Of  singularly  fantas-     1  - izz:z.:~ 

tic  mould  is  "  I^  Reper-     |  ^ 
toire."    This  tiny  show-       , 
man   stands   simpering     . 
in  all   his  mountebank     \ 
bravery    before    an    in- 
visible audience,  ready     i 
with  a  wave  of  his  wil- 
low  wand    to  marshal     1 
his    characters     before     ' 
the  footlights. 

Note    the    ferocious 
determination  of    "  Le 
Cosaque" — here  surely 
we  have  the  maximum     j 
of  expression  combined     I 
with    the  maximum  of     ; 
technical     execution. 
This  presentment  of  a     | 
Russian  soldier  of  the 
Premier   Empire  is   in- 
stinct with   action  and 
bellicose  sentiment.  So 
with  each   unit  in  the 


THE  SECOND — WATCHING  THE  DUEU 


IHE    SHO\\MAN 


vast  company  assembled, 
there  is  the  same  precious 
quality  of  "  atmosphere." 

Equally  admirable  is 
the  peacefully  -  disposed 
**  Second "  in  the  elastic 
headgear  of  the  Restora- 
tion— one  of  the  performers 
with  an  obviously  heavy 
thinking  part  in  a  drama  en 
miniature^  whereof  the  motif 
is  a  duel,  and  the  leading 
characters  a  couple  of 
"  Demi  -  soldes,"  as  were 
nicknamed  the  luckless  ex- 
officers  of  Napoleon's  shat 
tered  Grande  Arm^. 

Mark,   too,   his  consum- 
mate portrayal  of  animals. 
We  all  know  his  sketches 
of  horses  and  dogs,  and  the 
insight  into  animal  life  that 
these  display.       Doubtless 
these   prototypes   in  wood 
are  modelled   from   earlier 
"copy,"  with  the  necessary 
effects  of  light  and  shade 
added  at  discretion.     Only 
long  study  and  famiharity 
could  produce  the  natural 
appyearance  —  that    is,   in- 
deed, the  keynote  of  the  entire  collection — 
of  such   specimens   as   the  watch-dog  "Au 
repos,"  and   the   same  "  En  action."     As  a 
record   of    canine  atti- 

: — ^  I     tudes,    of    inertia    and 

'  nervous  energy,  these 
J  two  models  command 
admiration.  The  dog 
I  is  capitally  marked  and 
I  coloured,  and  the  tool- 
ing of  the  coat  is  done 
I      with  great  skill. 

Of  other  animal  types 
appearing  in  this  com- 
plete menagerie  must 
be  cited  the  camel, 
represented  with  a 
characteristically  droll 
exaggeration  of  all  its 
wonted  uncouthness  of 
form,  and  an  extra- 
ordinarily conspicuous 
hump.  Its  driver  shows 
plenty  of  local  colour. 

It  is  certainly  not 
astonishing  that  U  tout 
Paris  has  run  wild  over 
this    novel     attraction. 
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There  has  been  keen  competi- 
tion for  the  acquisition  of 
these  exhibits  that  were  speci- 
ally executed  for  the  Salon  des 
Humoristes,  and  of  which  no 
replicas  are  extant.  A  lottery 
was  resorted  to,  and  many  fore- 
most art  dealers,  dilettanti, 
and  fashionables  have  fought 
for  the  prizes. 

At  this  point  in  the  artist's 
career  it  is  interesting  to  hark 
back  to  the  influences  that 
tended  to  his  making.  Par 
excellence  the  soldier's  limner, 
he  graduated  in  the  best  pos- 
sible school — a  military  garri- 
son. The  higher  authorities 
there  soon  discovered  his  uses 
as  a  draughtsman,  and  set  him 
to  work  at  illustrated  inven- 
tories of  foreign  equipment — 
its  similarities  and  diversities. 
Thus  he  acquired  a  perfect 
mastery  of  his  subject,  and 
thence  resulted  the  unique 
series  of  sketches,  posters,  and 
topical  and  political  cartoons 
that  have  delighted  so  large  a 
public.  A  worshipper  at  the 
shrine  of  Napoleon,  Caran 
d'Ache  at  one  time  confined  himself  almost 
exclusively  to  that  period  and  the  delineation 
of  the  heroes  that  fought  and  fell  in  the  Battle 
of  Nations.  The  fiery  Cossack,  too,  has 
secured  the  distinction  of  much  notice  from 
this  eclectic  caricaturist,  who  is  never  un- 
friendly in  his  comments.  The  vast  Russian 
steppes  of  drear  desolation,  peopled   by  the 


RUSSIAN     SOLDIER  OP   THE     FIRST 
EMPIRE. 


wild  spirits  begotten  of  their 
environment,  are  dear  to  him, 
and  his  vision  of  them  is 
always  ingenious  and  personal. 
Caran  d'Ache  has  many  asso- 
ciations with  Russia,  much  of 
his  early  youth  having  been 
passed  there;  his  name  even 
— a  pseudonym,  but  now  of 
permanent  adoption  —  is  bor- 
rowed from  the  Russian 
vocabulary,  and  signifies  in 
that  language  "lead-pencil." 

The  psychological  moment 
when  the  young  artist  came 
into  his  own  may  certainly  be 
fixed  at  that  when  the  curtain 
rose  in  the  squalid  Montmartre 
theatre,  known  as  the  "Chat 
Noir,"  on  his  "Ombres  Chi- 
noises,"  or  shadow  pictures, 
when  the  mise  -  en  -  scene  was 
represented  by  a  white  screen  of 
modest  dimensions;  the  players 
by  silhouettes.  "  L' Epopee," 
as  this  drama  founded  on  the 
Imperial  era  was  entitled, 
brought  fame  to  its  author 
and  crowds  of  enthusiastic 
spectators  to  Montmartre. 
This  feat  was  a  revelation, 
and  only  comparable  to  its  triumph  is  this 
most  recent  manifestation  of  his  versatility  at 
the  Salon  des  Humoristes.  The  output  of 
his  first  period  is  analogous  to  that  of  his 
latest  in  his  minute  precision,  his  close  atten- 
tion to  detail,  his  excellence  of  technique,  which 
a  personal  element  leavens,  and  transforms 
into  something  that  is  inimitable. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

T  was  show-day  at  '^ 
Towers,  and  it  seemet 
to  the  children  to  go  ai 
Mabel,  and,  as  Gerald 
to  mingle  unsuspecte 
the  crowd  ;  to  gloat  c 
the  things  which  they  knew,  and  wh 
crowd  didn't  know,  about  the  castle  a 
sliding  panels,  the  magic  ring,  ai 
statues  that  came  alive.  Perhaps 
the  pleasantest  things  about  magic  \ 
ings  is  the  feeling  which  they  give 
knowing  a  bit  that  other  people  nc 
don't  know,  but  wouldn't,  so  to  speak, 
if  they  did. 

On  the  white  road  outside  the  gate; 
castle  was  a  dark  spattering  of  brali 
wagonettes  and  dog-carts.  Three  ( 
waiting  motor-cars  puffed  fatly  whei 
stood,  and  bicycles  sprawled  in  heap 
the  grassy  hollow  by  the  red-brick  wal 
the  people  who  had  been  brought 
castle  were  scattered  about  the  grou 
being  shown  over  those  parts  of  th( 
which  were  thrown  open  to  visitors. 

There  were  more  visitors  than  usual 
because  it  had  somehow  been  wh 
about  that  Lord  Yalding  was  down  a 
the  holland  covers  were  to  be  taken 
state  furniture,  so  that  a  rich  Americ 
wished  to  rent  the  castle  might  see  the  place 
in  all  its  glory. 

All  the  afternoon  the  crowd,  in  its  smart 
holiday  clothes,  pink  blouses  and  mustard- 
coloured  suits,  hats  and  scarves  beyond 
description,  passed  through  and  through  the 
dark  hall,  the  magnificent  drawing-rooms  and 
boudoirs,  and  picture  galleries.  And  high 
laughter  and  chattering  voices  that  said 
nothing  which  the  children  wanted  to  hear 
— these  spoiled  for  them  the  quiet  of  the 
enchanted  castle,  and  outraged  the  peace  of 
the  garden  of  enchantments. 


"  It  isn't  such  a  lark  after  all,"  Gerald 
admitted,  as  from  the  window  of  the  stone 
summer-house  at  the  end  of  the  terrace  they 
watched  the  loud  colours  and  heard  the  loud 
laughter.  "  I  do  hate  to  see  all  these  people 
in  our  garden." 

"  I  said  that  to  that  nice  bailiff  man  this 
morning,"  said  Mabel,  settling  herself  on  the 
stone  floor,  "and  he  said  it  wasn't  much  to 
let  them  come  once  a  week." 

"  Let's  do  something  with  the  ring,"  said 
Kathleen. 


Cop>tight,  1907,  by  Mrs.  Hubert  Bland. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    ENCHANTED    CASTLE. 


467 


*'Imposs!"  said  Gerald.  "I  forgot  to 
tell  you — but  I  met  mademoiselle  when  I 
went  back  for  my  garters— and  she's  coming 
to  meet  us  and  walk  back  with  us." 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  "    . 

"  I  said,"  said  Gerald,  deliberately,  "  that  it 
was  very  kind  of  her." 

"  It  may  be  kind,  but  it's  sickening  too," 
said  Mabel ;  "  because  now  I  ^  suppose  we 
shall  have  to  stick  here  and  wait' for  her,  and 
I  promised  we'd  meet  the  bailiff  man.  He's 
going  to  bring  things  in  a  basket  and  have  a 
picnic  tea  with  us." 

"Where?" 

"Beyond  the  dinosaurus.  He  said  he'd 
tell  me  all  about  the  antiddy-something 
animals — it  means  before  Noah's  Ark." 

"When?" 

"  As  soon  as  the  gates  shut.     That's  five." 

"  We  might  take  mademoiselle  along," 
suggested  Gerald. 

"  She'd  be  too  proud  to  have  tea  with  a 
bailiff,  I  expect ;  you  never  know  how  grown- 
ups will  take  the  simplest  thing."  It  was 
Kathleen  who  said  this. 

**  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what,"  said  Gerald, 
lazily  turning  on  the  stone  bench.  "  You  all 
go  along  and  meet  your  bailiff.  A  picnic's 
a  picnic.  .  And  I'll  wait  for  mademoiselle." 

Mabel  remarked  joyously  that  this  was  jolly 
decent  of  Gerald,  to  which  he  modestly  replied, 
"Oh,  rot!" 

Jimmy  added  that  Gerald  rather  liked 
sucking-up  to  people. 

"  Little  boys  don't  understand  diplomacy,' 
said  Gerald,  calmly ;  "  sucking-up  is  simply 
silly.  But  it's  better  to  be  good  than  pretty, 
and—" 

"How  do  you  know?"  Jimmy  asked. 

"  And,"  his  brother  went  on,  "  you  never 
know  when  a  grown-up  may  come  in  useful. 
Besides,  they  like  it  You  must  give  them 
some  little  pleasures.  Think  how  awful  it 
must  be  to  feel  old.     My  hat ! " 

"  I  hope  /  sha'n't  be  an  old  maid,"  said 
Kathleen. 

"  I  don't  mean  to  be,"  said  Mabel,  briskly. 
"  I'd  rather  marry  a  travelling  tinker." 

"  It  would  be  rather  nice,"  Kathleen  mused, 
"  to  marry  the  Gipsy  King,  and  go  about  in 
a  caravan  telling  fortunes  and  hung  round 
with  baskets  and  brooms." 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  choose,"  said  Mabel,  "  of 
course,  I'd  marry  a  brigand,  and  live  in  his 
mountain  fastnesses  and  be  kind  to  his 
captives  and  help  them  to  escape  and " 

"  You'll  be  a  great  help  to  your  husband," 
said  Gerald. 

"  Yes,"  said  Kathleen ;  "  or  a  sailor  would 


be  nice.  You'd  watch  for  his  ship  coming 
home  and  set  the  lamp  in  the  dormer  window 
to  light  him  home  through  the  storm ;  and 
when  he  was  drowned  at  sea  you'd  be  most 
frightfully  sorry,  and  go  every  day  to  lay 
flowers  on  his  daisied  grave." 

"  Yes,"  Mabel  hastened  to  say ;  "  or  a 
soldier,  and  then  you'd  go  to  the  wars  with 
short  petticoats  and  a  cocked  hat  and  a  barrel 
round  your  neck  like  a  St.  Bernard's  dog. 
There's  a  picture  of  a  soldier's  wife  on  a 
song  auntie's  got.  It's  called  *  The  Veevan- 
dyare.' " 

"When  I  marry,"  Kathleen  quickly 
said- 

"  When  /  marry,"  said  Gerald,  "  I'll  marry 
a  dumb  girl — or  else  get  the  ring  to  make  her 
so  that  she  can't  speak  unless  she's  spoken 
to.     Let's  have  a  squint." 

He  applied  his  eye  to  the  stone  lattice. 

"They're  moving  off,"  he  said.  "Those 
pink  and  purple  hats  are  nodding  off  in 
the  distant  prospect ;  and  a  funny  little  man 
with  a  beard  like  a  goat  is  going  a  different 
way  from  everyone  else — the  gardeners  will 
have  to  head  him  ofT  I  don't  see  made- 
moiselle, though.  The  rest  of  you  had  better 
bunk.  It  doesn't  do  to  run  any  risks  with 
picnics. ' 

Coming  out  of  that  cool,  shadowy  summer- 
house  into  the  sunshine  was  like  stepping 
into  an  oven,  and  the  stone  of  the  terrace 
was  burning  to  the  children's  feet. 

".I  know  now  what  a  cat  on  hot  bricks 
feels  like, '  said  Jimmy. 

The  antediluvian  animals  are  set  in  a 
beech  wood  on  a  slope  at  least  half  a  mile 
across  the  park  from  the  castle.  The  grand- 
father of  the  present  Lord  Yalding  had  them 
set  there  in  the  middle  of  last  century,  in  the 
great  days  of  the  late  Prince  Consort,  the 
Exhibition  of  1851,  Sir  Joseph  Paxton,  and 
the  Crystal  Palace.  Their  stone  flanks, 
their  wide,  ungainly  wings,  their  lozenged, 
crocodile-like  backs  show  grey  through  the 
trees  a  long  way  off. 

Kathleen,  Mabel,  and  Jimmy  got  hotter 
and  hotter,  and  went  more  and  more  slowly. 
They  had  almost  reached  that  stage  of 
resentment  and  discomfort  when  one  "  wishes 
one  hadn't  come,"  before  they  saw,  below  the 
edge  of  the  beech  wood,  the  white  waved 
handkerchief  of  the  bailiff. 

That  banner,  eloquent  of  tea,  shade,  and 
being  able  to  sit  down,  put  new  heart  into 
them.  They  mended  their  pace,  and  a  final 
desperate  run  landed  them  among  the  drifted 
coppery  leaves  and  bare  grey  and  green  roots 
of  the  beech  wood. 
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"  Oh,  glory  ! "  said  Jimmy,  throwing  himself 
down.     **  How  do  you  do  ?  " 

The  bailiff  looked  very  nice,  the  girls 
thought.  He  was  not  wearing  his  velveteens, 
but  a  grey  flannel  suit  that  an  earl  need  not 
have  scorned  ;  his  straw  hat  would  have  done 
no  discredit  to  a  duke,  and  a  prince  could 
not  have  worn  a  prettier  green  tie.  He 
welcomed  the  children  warmly.  And  there 
were  two  baskets  dumped,  heavy  and 
promising,  among  the  beech  leaves. 

He  was  a  man  of  tact.  The  hot,  instructive 
tour  of  the  stone  antediluvians  which  had 
loomed  with  ever-lessening  charm  before  the 
children  was  not  even  mentioned. 

"  You  must  be  desert-dry,"  he  said,  "  and 
you'll  be  hungry,  too,  when  you've 
done  being  thirst 
kettle  as   soon 
th«  form  of  my 
fair    romancer 
in  the  extreme 
offing." 

The  kettle 
introduced  it- 
self with  puff- 
ings and  bub- 
blings  from 
the  hollow  be- 
tween two  grey 
roots,  where  it 
sat  on  a  spirit- 
lamp. 

"Take  off 
your  shoes 
and  stockings, 
won't  you  ?  " 
said  the  bailiff, 
in  matter-of- 
course  tones, 
just  as  old 
ladies  ask  each 
other  to  take 
off  their  bon- 
nets ;  "  there's 
a  little  baby 
canal  just  over 
the  ridge  ;  you 
could  go  and 
paddle." 

The   joys   of 
water    after    a 


-^ 


THE  JOYS   or    PADDLING   IN   COOL   RUNNING   WATER   AFTER    A   HOT 
WALK    HAVE  VET   TO   BE  DESCRIBED." 


paddling  in  cool  running 
hot  walk  have  yet  to  be 
described.  I  could  write  pages  about  them. 
There  was  a  mill-stream  when  I  was  young, 
with  little  fishes  in  it  and  dropped  leaves  that 
spun  round,  and  willows  and  alders  that 
leaned  over  it  and  kept  it  cool,  and — but  this 
is  not  the  story  of  my  life. 

When  they  came  back,  on  rested,  damp, 


pink  feet,  tea  was  made  and  poured  out^- 
delicious  tea,  with  as  much  milk  as  ever  you 
wanted  out  of  a  beer-bottle  with  a  screw  top. 
And  cakes  and  gingerbread  and  plums,  and 
a  big  melon  with  a  lump  of  ice  in  its  heart. 
A  tea  for  the  gods  ! 

This  thought  must  have  come  to  Jimmy, 

for  he  said  suddenly,  removing  his  face  from 

inside  a  wide- bitten  crescent  of  melon-rind  : — 

"  Your  feast's  as  good  as  the  feast  of  the 

Immortals,  almost." 

"  Explain  your  recondite  allusion,"  said 
the  grey-flannelled  host ;  and  Jimmy,  under- 
standing him  to  say,  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
replied  with  the  whole  tale  of  that  wonderful 
night   when  the   statues  came  alive,  and   a 

banquet    of    un- 

irthly  splendour 

id  deliciousness 

as    plucked    by 

larble      hands 

om  the  trees  of 

le  lake  island. 

When    he 

had  done  the 

bailiff  said : — 

"Did    you 

get  all  this  out 

of  a  book?" 

"No,"  said 
Jimmy;  **it 
happened." 

"You  are  an 
imaginative 
-  set    of    young 
dreame  rs, 
aren't     you  ?  " 
the      bailiff 
asked,  handing 
the   plums    to 
Kathleen,  who 
smiled,  friendly 
but     embar- 
rassed.     Why 
ildn't     Jimmy 
ve    held    his 
„..gue? 

"  No,  we're  not," 
said  that  indiscreet 
one,      obstinately  ; 
"everything  I've  told  you  did  happen." 

The  bailiff  looked  a  little  uncomfortable. 
"  All  right,  old  chap,"  he  said.  And  there 
was  a  short,  uneasy  silence. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Jimmy,  who  seemed  for 
once  to  have  got  the  bit  between  his  teeth, 
"  do  you  believe  me  or  not  ?  " 

"  Dont  be  silly,  Jimmy,"  Kathleen 
whispered. 
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"Because,  if  you  don't,  Fll  make  you 
believe," 

"Don't,"  said  Mabel  and  Kathleen 
together. 

"  Do  you  or  don't  you  ?  "  Jimmy  insisted, 
lying  on  his  front  with  his  chin  on  his  hands, 
his  elbows  on  a  moss- cushion,  and  his  bare 
l^s  kicking  among  the  beech  leaves. 

"  I  think  you  tell  adventures  awfully  well/' 
said  the  bailiff,  cautiously. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Jimmy,  abruptly  sitting 
up,  "  you  don't  believe  me.  Nonsense, 
Cathy  ;  he's  a  gentleman,  even  if  he  is  a 
bailiff." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  bailiff,  with  eyes 
that  twinkled. 

"  You  won't  tell,  will  you  ?  "  Jimmy  urged. 

"Tell  what?" 

"  Anything:' 

"  Certainly  not.  I  am,  as  you  say,  the  soul 
of  honour." 

"Then — Cathy,  give  me  the  ring." 

"  Oh,  no/"  said  the  girls  together. 

Kathleen  did  not  mean  to  give  up  the 
ring — Mabel  did  not  mean  that  she  should  ; 


ring.  And  if  you  will  put  it  on  your  hand 
and  wish,  whatever  you  wish  will  happen." 

"  Must  I  wish  out  loud  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  think  so." 

"  Don't  wish  for  anything  silly,"  said 
Kathleen,  making  the  best  of  the  situation, 
"like  its  being  fine  on  Tuesday,  or  its 
being  your  favourite  pudding  for  dinner 
to-morrow.  Wish  for  something  you  really 
want." 

"  I  will,"  said  the  bailiff.  "  I'll  wish  for 
the  only  thing  I  really  want.  I  wish  my — I 
wish  my  friend  were  here." 

The  three  who  knew  the  power  of  the  ring 
looked  round  to  see  the  bailiffs  friend  appear 
— a  surprised  man  that  friend  would  be,  they 
thought,  and  perhaps  a  frightened  one. 
They  had  all  risen,  and  stood  ready  to  soothe 
and  reassure  the  new-comer.  But  no  startled 
gentleman  apj)eared  in  the  wood.  Only, 
coming  quietly  through  the  dappled  sun  and 
shadow  under  the  beech  trees  were  made- 
moiselle and  Gerald  ;  mademoiselle  in  a  white 
gown,  looking  quite  nice  and  like  a  picture : 
Gerald  hot  and  polite. 


Jin 
he 
Th. 
whi 

*'iNow,"    said   Jimmy, 
Mabel  told  you  about. 


"this   IS   the   nng 
I  say  it  is  a  wishing 


"  COMING  QUIETLY  THROUGH   THE  DAPPLED   SUN  AND  SHADOW 
UNDER  THE  BEECH  TREES  WERE  MADEMOISELLE  AND  GERALD." 
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"Good  afternoon,"  said  that  dauntless 
leader  of  forlorn  hopes.  "I  persuaded 
mademoiselle " 

That  sentence  was  never  finished,  for  the 
bailiff  and  the  French  governess  were  looking 
at  each  other  with  the  eyes  of  tired  travellers 
who  find,  quite  without  expecting  it,  the 
desired  end  of  a  very  long  journey.  And  the 
children  saw  that  even  if  they  spoke  it  would 
not  make  any  difference. 

"  K?«/"said  the  bailiff. 

"Mais — c'est  done vous," said  mademoiselle, 
in  a  funny,  choky  voice. 

And  they  stood  still  and  looked  at  each 
other — "  like  stuck  pigs,"  as  Jimmy  said  later 
— for  quite  a  long  time. 

"  Is  she  your  friend  ?  "  Jimmy  asked. 

"Yes;  oh,  yes,"  said  the  bailiff.  "You 
are  my  friend,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  But  yes,"  mademoiselle  said,  softly.  "  I 
am  your  friend." 

"  There  !  you  see,"  said  Jimmy,  "  the  ring 
does  do  what  I  said." 

"  We  won't  quarrel  about  that,"  said  the 
bailiff.  "You  can  say  it's  the  ring.  For 
me — it's  a  coincidence— the  happiest,  the 
dearest " 

"Then  you  .  .  .?"  said  the  French 
governess. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  bailiff.  "  Jimmy, 
give  your  brother  some  tea.  Mademoiselle, 
come  and  walk  in  the  woods ;  there  are  a 
thousand  things  to  say." 

"  Eat  then,  my  Gerald,"  said  mademoiselle, 
now  grown  astonishingly  young  and  like  a 
fairy  princess.  "  I  return  at  the  hour  and  we 
re-enter  together.  It  is  that  we  must  speak 
ourselves.  It  is  long  that  we  have  not  seen 
us,  me  and  Lord  Yalding." 

"  So  he  was  Lord  Yalding  all  the  time," 
said  Jimmy,  breaking  a  stupefied  silence  as 
the  white  gown  and  the'  grey  flannels  dis- 
appeared among  the  beech-trunks.  "  Land- 
scape-painter sort  of  dodge — silly,  I  call  it. 
And  fancy  her  being  a  friend  of  his,  and  his 
wishing  she  were  here  !  Different  from  us, 
eh  ?     Good  old  ring  ! " 

"His  friend?"  said  Mabel,  with  strong 
scorn.  "Don't  you  see  she's  his  lover? 
Don't  you  see  she's  the  lady  that  was  bricked 
up  in  the  convent,  because  he  was  so  poor, 
and  he  couldn't  find  her  ?  And  now  the  ring's 
made  them  live  happy  ever  after.  I  am  glad. 
Aren't  you,  Cathy  ? ' 

"  Rather,"  said  Kathleen.  "  It's  as  good  as 
marrying  a  sailor  or  a  bandit." 

"It's  the  ring  did  it,"  said  Jimmy. 

"  May  I  trouble  you  for  the  melon  ?  "  said 
Gerald.  "Thanks.  Why  didn't  we  know  he  was 


Lord  Yalding  ?  Apes  and  moles  thai 
we  were!" 

"/'7itf  known  since  last  night,"  said  Mabel, 
calmly,  "  only  I  promised  not  to  tell.  I  can 
keep  a  secret,  can't  I  ?  " 

"Too  jolly  well,"  grumbled    Kathleen. 

"  He  was  disguised  as  a  bailiff,"  said 
Jimmy  ;  "  that's  why  we  didn't  know." 

"  Disguised  as  a  fiddle-stick-end,"  said 
Gerald.  "  Ha,  ha !  I  see  something  old 
Sherlock  Holmes  never  saw.  Nor  that  idiot 
Watson,  either.  If  you  want  a  really  impene- 
trable disguise  you  ought  to  disguise  yourself 
as  what  you  really  are.    I'll  remember  that." 

"  It's  like  Mabel  telling  things  so  that  you 
can't  believe  them,"  said  Cathy. 

"  I  think  mademoiselle's  jolly  lucky," 
said  Mabel. 

"  Shes  not  so  bad  either.  He  might  have 
done  worse,"  said  Gerald.     "  Plums,  please  !  " 

There  was  quite  plainly  magic  at  work. 
Mademoiselle  next  morning  was  a  changed 
governess.  Her  cheeks  were  pink,  her  lips 
were  red,  her  eyes  were  larger  and  brighter, 
and  she  had  done  her  hair  in  an  entirely  new 
way,  rather  frivolous  and  very  becoming. 

"  Mamselle's  coming  out,"  Eliza  remarked. 

Immediately  after  breakfast  Lord  Yalding 
called  with  a  wagonette  that  wore  a  smart 
blue  cloth  coat,  and  was  drawn  by  two  horses 
whose  coats  were  brown  and  shining,  and 
fitted  them  even  better  than  the  blue  cloth  coat 
fitted  the  wagonette,  and  the  whole  party  drove 
in  state  and  splendour  to  Yalding  Towers. 

Arrived  there,  the  children  clamoured  for 
permission  to  explore  the  castle  thoroughly, 
a  thing  that  had  never  yet  been  possible. 
Lord  Yalding,  a  little  absent  in  manner,  but 
yet  quite  cordial,  consented.  Mabel  showed 
the  others  all  the  secret  doors  and  unlikely 
passages  and  stairs  that  she  had  discovered. 

It  was  as  they  emerged  from  the  little 
rickety  secret  staircase  that  led  from  the 
powdering-room  of  the  state  suite  to  the 
gallery  of  the  hall  that  they  came  suddenly 
face  to  face  with  the  odd  little  man  with  the 
beard  like  a  goat  who  had  taken  the  wrong 
turning  yesterday. 

"This  part  of  the  castle  is  private,"  said 
Mabel,  with  great  presence  of  mind,  and 
shut  the  door  behind  her. 

"I  am  aware  of  it,"  said  the  goat-faced 
stranger,  "but  I  have  the  permission  of  the  Earl 
of  Yalding  to  examine  the  house  at  my  leisure." 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Mabel.  "  I  beg  your  pardon. 
We  all  do.     We  didn't  know." 

"You  are  relatives  of  his  lordship,  I 
surmise  ?  "  asked  the  goat-faced  one. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    ENCHANTED    CASTLE, 


471 


"  Not  exactly,"  said  Gerald.     "  Friends." 

The  gentleman  was  thin,  and  very  neatly 
dressed;  he  had  small,  merry  eyes,  and  a 
face  that  was  brown  and  dry-looking. 

"You  are  playing  some  game,  I  should 
suppose  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Gerald  ;  "  only  exploring." 

"  May  a  stranger  propose  himself  as  a 
member  of  your  exploring  expedition  ? " 
asked  the  gentleman,  smiling  a  tight  but  kind 
smile. 

The  children  looked  at  each  other. 

"  You     see,"    said    Gerald—"  it's    rather 
difficult   to  explain — 
but   you   see  what   I 
mean,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  He  means,"  said 
Jimmy,  "  that  we  can't 
take  you  into  an  ex- 
ploring party  without 
we  know  what  you 
want  to  go  for." 

"  Are  you  a  photo- 
grapher?"  asked 
Mabel,  "or  is  it  some 
newspaper's  sent  you 
to  write  about  the 
Towers?" 

"  I  understand  your 
position,"  said  the 
gentleman.  "I  am 
not  a  photographer, 
nor  am  I  engaged  by 
any  journal.  I  am  a 
man  of  independent 
means,  travelling  in 
this  country  with  the 
intention  of  renting  a 
residence.  My  name 
is  Jefferson  D.  Con- 
way." 

"Oh!"  said  Mabel; 
"then  you're  the 
American  million- 
aire?" 

"  I  do  not  like  the 
description,    young 
lady,"  said  Mr.  Jefferson  D.  Conway.     "  I 
am  an  American  citizen,  and  I  am  not  with- 
out means.     This  is  a  fine  property — a  very  • 
fine  property.     If  it  were  for  sale " 

"It  isn't.  It  can't  be,"  Mabel  hastened 
to  explain.  "  The.  lawyers  have  put  it  in  a 
tale  so  Lord  Yalding  can't  sell  it.  But  you 
could  take  it  to  live  in,  and  pay  Lord  Yald- 
ing a  good  millionairish  rent ;  and  then  he 
could  marry  the  French  governess " 

"  Shish  ! "  said  Kathleen  and  Mr.  Jefferson 
D.  Conway  together,  and  he  added  : — 


HE   BECAME    HAGKR,    ALERT,    VBRV   KBEN. 


"  Lead  the  way,  please ;  and  I  should 
suggest  that  the  exploration  be  complete  and 
exhaustive." 

Thus  encouraged,  Mabel  led  the  million- 
aire through  all  the  castle.  He  seemed 
pleased,  yet  disappointed,  too. 

"  It  is  a  fine  mansion,"  he  said  at  last,  when 
they  had  come  back  to  the  point  from  which 
they  had  started,  "  but  I  should  suppose,  in 
a  house  this  size,  there  would  mostly  be  a 
secret  stairway,  or  a  priest's  hiding-place,  or 
a  ghost." 

"  There  are,"  said  Mabel,  briefly ;  "  but  I 
thought  Americans 
didn't  believe  in  any- 
thing but  machinery 
and  newspapers."  She 
touched  the  spring  of 
the  panel  behind  her, 
and  displayed  the 
little  tottery  staircase 
to  the  American.  The 
sight  of  it  worked  a 
wonderful  transforma- 
tion in  him.  He  be- 
came eager,  alert,  very 
keen. 

"Say!"  he  cried, 
over  and  over  again, 
standing  in  the  door 
that  led  from  the 
powdering  -  room  to 
the  state  bedchamber. 
"  But  this  is  great ! 
Great!" 

The  hopes  of  every- 
one ran  high.  It 
seemed  almost  certain 
that  the  castle  would 
be  let  for  a  million- 
airish rent,  and  Lord 
Yalding  be  made 
affluent  to  the  point 
of  marriage. 

"If  there  were  a 
ghost  located  in  this 
ancestral  pile  I'd 
close  with  the  Earl  of  Yalding  to-day,  now, 
on  the  nail,"  Mr.  Jefferson  D.  Conway  went 
on. 

"  If  you  were  to  stay  till  to-morrow,  and 
sleep  in  this  room,  I  expect  you'd  see  the 
ghost,"  said  Mabel. 

"  There  is  a  ghost  located  here,  then  ?  "  he 
said,  joyously. 

"They  say,"  Mabel  answered,  "that  old 
Sir  Rupert,  who  lost  his  head  in  Henry  VII I. 's 
time,  walks  of  a  night  here,  with  his  head 
under   his  arm.      But  we've  not  seen  that. 
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What  we  have  seen  is  the  lady  in  a  pink 
dress  with  diamonds  in  her  hair.  She  carries 
a  lighted  taper,"  Mabel  hastily  added.  The 
others,  now  suddenly  aware  of  Mabel's  plan, 
hastened  to  assure  the  American  in  accents 
of  earnest  truth  that  they  had  all  seen  the 
lady  with  the  pink  gown. 

He  looked  at  them  with  half  closed  eyes 
that  twinkled. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  I  calculate  to  ask  the 
Earl  of  Yalding  to  permit  me  to  pass  a  night 
in  his  ancestral  best  bedchamber  And  if 
I  hear  so  much  as  a  phantom  footstep,  or 
hear  so  much  as  a  ghostly  sigh,  Til  take  the 
place." 

"  I  am  glad,"  said  Cathy. 

"  You  appear  to  be  very  certain  of  ^  Dur 
ghost,"  said  the  American,  still  fixing  them 
with  little  eyes  that  shone.  "Let  me  tell 
you,  young  gentlemen,  that  I  carry  a  gun, 
and  when  I  see  a  ghost  I  shoot." 

He  pulled  a  pistol  out  of  his  hip-pocket, 
and  looked  at  it  lovingly. 

"  And  I  am  a  fair  average  shot,"  he  went 
on,  walking  across  the  shiny  floor  of  the  state 
bedchamber  to  the  open  window.  "See 
that  big  red  rose,  like  a  tea-saucer  ?  " 

They  saw. 

The  next  moment  a  loud  report  broke  the 
stillness,  and  the  red  j)etals  of  the  shattered 
rose  strewed  balustrade  and  terrace. 

The  American  looked  from  one  child  to 
another.     Every  face  was  perfectly  white. 

"  Jefferson  D.  Conway  made  his  little  pile 
by  strict  attention  to  business,  and  keeping 
his  eyes  skinned,"  he  added.  "  Thank  you 
for  all  your  kindness." 

"Suppose  you'd  done  it,  and  he'd  shot 
you,"  said  Jimmy,  cheerfully.  "  That  would 
have  been  an  adventure,  wouldn't  it  ?  " 

"  Tm  going  to  do  it  still,"  said  Mabel,  pale 
and  defiant.  "  Let's  find  Lord  Yalding  and 
get  the  ring  back." 

Lord  Yalding  had  had  an  interview  with 
Mabel's  aunt,  and  lunch  for  six  was  laid  in 
the  great  dark  hall,  among  the  armour  and 
the  oak  furniture — a  beautiful  lunch,  served 
on  silver  dishes.  Mademoiselle,,  becoming 
every  moment  younger  and  more  like  a  prin- 
cess, was  moved  to  tears  when  Gerald  rose, 
lemonade-glass  in  hand,  and  proposed  the 
health  of  "  Lord  and  Lady  Yalding." 

When  Lord  Yalding  had  returned  thanks 
in  a  sj)eech  full  of  agreeable  jokes,  the 
moment  seemed  to  Gerald  propitious,  and  he 
said : — 

"  The  ring,  you  know !  You  don't  believe 
in  it— but  we  do.     May  we  have  it  back  ?" 


And  he  got  it. 

Then,  after  a  hasty  council,  held  in  the 
panelled  jewel-room,  Mabel  said  :  "  This  is  a 
wishing-ring,  and  I  wish  all  the  American's 
weapons  of  all  sorts  were  here." 

Instantly  the  room  was  full,  six  feet  up 
the  wall,  of  a  tangle  and  mass  of  weapons  — 
swords,  spears,  arrows,  tomahawks,  fowling- 
pieces,  blunderbusses,  pistols,  revolvers, 
scimitars,  creeses — every  kind  of  weapon  you 
can  think  of;  and  the  four  children,  wedged 
in  among  all  these  instruments  of  death, 
hardly  dared  to  breathe. 

"  He  collects  arms,  I  expect,"  said  Gerald. 
"  Wish  them  back  where  they  came  from, 
Mabel,  for  goodness'  sake,  and  try  again." 

Mabel  wished  the  weapons  away,  and  at 
once  the  four  children  stood  safe  in  a  bare 
panelled  room. 

"No,"  Mabel  said,  "I  can't  stand  it 
We'll  work  the  ghost  another  way.  I  wish 
the  American  may  think  he  sees  a  ghost 
when  he  goes  to  bed.  Sir  Rupert  with  his 
head  under  his  arm  will  do." 

"  Is  it  to-night  he  sleeps  there  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  I  wish  he  may  see  Sir 
Rupert  every  night — that'll  make  it  all  serene." 

"  It's  rather  dull,"  said  Gerald  ;  "we  sha'n't 
know  whether  he's  seen  Sir  Rupert  or  not." 

"  We  shall  know  in  the  morning,  when  he 
takes  the  house." 

This  being  settled,  Mabel's  aunt  was 
found  to  be  desirous  of  Mabel's  company ; 
so  the  others  went  home. 

It  was  when  they  were  at  supper  that  Lord 
Yalding  suddenly  appeared,  %nd.  said : — 

"  Mr.  Jefferson  Conway  wants  you  boys  to 
spend  the  night  with  him  in  the  state  chamber. 
I've  had  beds  put  up.  You  don't  mind,  do 
you  ?  He  seems  to  think  you've  got  some 
idea  of  playing  ghost-tricks  on  him." 

It  was  diflScult  to  refuse ;  so  difficult  that 
it  proved  impossible. 

Ten  o'clock  found  the  boys  each  in  a  narrow 
white  bed,  that  looked  quite  absurdly  small  in 
that  high,  dark  chamber,  and  in  face  of  that 
tall,  gaunt  four-poster  hung  with  tapestry  and 
ornamented  with  funereal-looking  plumes. 

"I  hope  to  goodness  there  isn't  a  reed 
■ghost,"  Jimmy  whispered. 

"  Not  likely,"  Gerald  whispered  back. 

"  But  I  don't  want  to  see  Sir  Rupert's 
ghost  with  its  head  under  its  arm,"  Jimmy 
insisted. 

"You  won't  The  most  you'll  see'U  be 
the  millionaire  seeing  it.  Mabel  said  he  was 
to  see  it,  not  us.  Very  likely  you'll  sleep  all 
night  and  not  see  anything.  Shiit  your  eyes 
and  count  up  to  a  million.     Don't  be  a  goat." 
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But  lie  was  reckoning  without  Mabel  and 
the  ring.  As  soon  as  Mabel  had  learned 
from  her  drab-haired  aunt  that  this  was 
indeed  the  night  when  Mr.  Jefferson  D. 
Conway  would  sleep  at  the  castle  she  had 
hastened  to  add  a  wish  **  that  Sir  Rupert  and 
his  head  may  appear  to  night  in  the  state 
bedroom."  She  unfortunately  omitted  to 
say  who  Sir  Rupert  and  his  head  were  to 
appear  to. 

Jimmy  shut  his  eyes  and  began  to  count  a 
million.  Before  he  had  counted  it  he  fell 
asleep.     So  did  his  brother. 

They  were  awakened  by  the  loud,  echoing 
bang  of  a  pistol-shot.  Each  thought  of  the 
shot  that  had  been  fired  that  morning,  and 
opened  eyes  that  expected  to  see  a  sunshiny 
terrace,  and  red  rose-petals  strewn  upon  warm 
while  stone. 

Instead,   there   was  the   dark,   lofty   state 
chamber  —  lighted 
but  little  bv  SIX  tall 


shirt  and  trousers,  a  smoking  pistol  in  his  hand 
—and  there,  advancing  from  the  door  of  the 
powdering  room,  a  figure  in  doublet  and 
hose,  a  ruff  round  its  neck,  and  no  head. 
The  head,  sure  enough,  was  there  ;  but  it 
was  under  the  right  arm,  held  close  in  the 
slashed- velvet  sleeve  of  the  doublet.  The 
face  looking  from  under  the  arm  wore  a 
pleasant  smile.  Both  boys,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  screamed.  The  American  fired  again. 
The  bullet  passed  through  Sir  Rupert,  who 
advanced  without  appearing  to  notice  it. 

Then,  suddenly,  the  lights  went  out.  The 
next  thing  the  boys  knew  it  was  morning.  A 
grey  daylight  shone  blankly  through  the  tall 
windows,  and  wild  rain  was  beating  upon  the 
glass.     And  the  American  was  gone. 

**  Where  are  we?  "  said  Jimmy,  sitting  up 

with  tangled   hair   and  looking  round  him. 

**0h,  I  remember.    Ugh— it  was  horrid.    I'm 

about    fed-up   with 

znr ^^ .      that    rinc^.    so    I 


VoL  xxxiv.— 60. 


•the  amekican  kirrd  again. 
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"  Nonsense,"  said  Gerald.     "  I  enjoyed  it 
I  wasn't  a  bit  frightened  ;  were  you  ?  " 
"  No,"  said  Jimmy ;  "  of  course  I  wasn't." 

"WeVe  done  the  trick,"  said  Gerald,  later, 
when  they  learned  that  the  American  had 
breakfasted  early  with  Lord  Yalding  and 
taken  the  first  train  to  London ;  "  he's  gone 
to  get  rid  of  his  other  house  and  take  this 
one.  The  old  ring's  beginning  to  do  really 
useful  things." 

"  Perhaps  you'll  believe  in  the  ring  now," 
said  Jimmy  to  Lord  Yalding,  whom  he  met 
later  on  in  the  picture  gallery  ;  "  it's  all  our 
doing  that  Mr.  Jefferson  saw  the  ghost.  He 
told  us  he'd  take  the  house  if  he  saw  a  ghost, 
so  of  course  we  took  care  he  did  se.e  one.'' 

"  Oh,  you  did,  did  you  ?  "  said  Lord  Yalding, 
in  rather  an  odd  voice.  "I'm  very  much 
obliged,  I'm  sure." 

**  Don't  mention  it,"  said  Jimmy,  kindly. 
"  I  thought  you'd  be  pleased.    And  him  too." 

"  f*erhaps  you'll  be  interested  to  learn," 
said  Lord  Yalding,  putting  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  and  staring  down  at  Jimmy,  "that 
Mr.  Jefferson  D.  Conway  was  so  pleased  with 
your  ghost  that  he  got  me  out  of  bed  at  six 
o'clock  this  morning  to  talk  about  it." 

"Oh,  ripping!"  said  Jimmy.  "What  did 
he  say?" 

"He  said,  as  far  as  I  can  remember,"  said 
Lord  Yalding,  still  in  the  same  strange  voice 
— "  he  said,  *  My  lord,  your  ancestral  pile  is 
A  I.  It  is,  in  fact,  The  Limit.  Its  luxury  is 
palatial ;  its  grounds  are  nothing  short  of 
Edenesque.  No  expense  has  been  spared, 
I  should  surmise.  Your  ancestors  were 
whole-hoggers.  They  have  done  the  thing 
as  it  should  be  done.  Every  detail  attended 
to.  I  like  your  tapestry,  and  I  like  your 
oak,  and  I  like  your  secret  stairs.  But  I 
think  your  ancestors  should  have  left  well 
enough  alone,  and  stopped  at  that.'  So  I 
said  they  had,  as  far  as  1  knew,  and  he  shook 
his  head,  and  said  : — 

"  *  No,  sir.  Your  ancestors  take  the  air  of 
a  night  with  their  heads  under  their  arms. 
A  ghost  that  sighed,  or  glided,  or  rustled  I 
could  have  stood,  and  thanked  you  for  it,  and 
considered  it  in  the  rent.  But  a  ghost  that 
bullets  go  through  while  it  stands  grinning, 
with  a  bare  neck  and  its  head  loose  under 
its  own  arm,  and  little  boys  screaming  and 
fainting  in  their  beds— No.     What  I  say  is, 


"If  this  is  a  British  hereditary,  high-toned 
family  ghost,  excuse  mer  *  And  he  went  off 
by  the  early  train." 

"I  say  ! "  the  stricken  Jimmy  remarked, 
"  I  am  sorry ;  and  I  don't  think  we  did  faint, 
really  I  don't — but  we  thought  it  would  be 
just  what  you  wanted.  And  perhaps  some- 
one else  will  take  the  house." 

"  I  don't  know  anyone  else  rich  enough," 
said  Lord  Yalding.  "  Mr.  Conway  came  the 
day  before  he  said  he  would,  or  you'd  never 
have  got  hold  of  him.  And  I  don't  know 
how  you  did  it,  and  I  don't  want  to  know. 
It  was  a  rather  silly  trick." 

There  was  a  gloomy  pause.  The  rain  beat 
against  the  long  windows. 

"I  say,"  Jimmy  looked  up  at  Lord  Yalding 
with  the  light  of  a  new  idea  on  his  round 
face.  "  I  say,  if  you're  hard  up,  why  don't 
you  sell  your  jewels  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  any  jewels,  you  meddlesome 
young  duflfer,"  said  Lord  Yalding,  quite 
crossly ;  and,  taking  his  hands  out  of  his 
pockets,  he  began  to  walk  away. 

"  I  mean  the  ones  in  the  panelled  room 
with  the  stars  in  the  ceiling,"  Jimmy  insisted, 
following  him. 

"There  aren't  any,"  said  Lord  Yalding, 
shortly ;  "  and  if  this  is  some  more  ring 
nonsense  I  advise  you  to  be  careful,  young 
man.    I've  had  about  as  much  as  I  care  for." 

"It's  fto/  ring  nonsense,"  said  Jimmy; 
"  there  are  shelves  and  shelves  of  family 
beautiful  jewels.  You  can  sell  them  and " 

"Oh,  no"  cried  mademoiselle,  appearing 
like  an  oleograph  of  a  duchess  in  the  door  ot 
*  the  picture  gallery  ;    "  don't  sell  the  family 
jewels " 

"  There  are'n't  any,  my  lady,"  said  Lord 
Yalding,  going  towards  her.  "  I  thought 
you  were  never  coming." 

*  Oh,  aren't  there  ?  "  said  Mabel,  who  had 
followed  mademoiselle.  "  You  just  come 
and  see." 

"  Let  us  see  what  they  wish  to  show  us," 
cried  mademoiselle,  for  Lord  Yalding  did 
not  move  ;  "  it  should  at  least  be  amusing." 

"  It  is,"  said  Jimmy. 

So  they  went,  Mabel  and  Jimmy  leading, 
while  mademoiselle  and  Ix)rd  Yalding  fol- 
lowed, hand  in  hand. 

"  It's  much  safer  to  walk  hand  in  hand," 
said  Lord  Yalding  ;  "  with  these  children  at 
large  one  never  knows  what  may  happen 
next." 


(To  be  coticludcd.) 
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A  CASE  OF   HARD  LUCK.  , 

TH  E  accompanying  photograph 
can  be  appropriately  labelled 
**  A  Case  of  Hard  Luck.'^  The  old 
man  in  the  photograph,  sixty-five 
years  of  age,  was  once  a  fairly 
prosperous  ranchman.  Becoming 
almost  helpless  through  rheuma- 
tism, he  saw  all  that  he  had 
gathered  by  years  of  hard  work 
and  hardships  gradually  disappear. 
When  ten  dollars  and  the  lame 
horse  seen  in  the  picture  were  all 
that  he  had  left  in  the  world  he 
started  to  walk  to  some  hot  springs, 
some  hundred  and  fifty  miles  away. 
With  his  bed  and  his  food  on  his 
lame  horse  the  two  literally 
crawled  over  the  roads  of  the  sage- 
brush deserts,  deep  with  sand  and 
alkali  duot.  When  the  photograph 
was  taken  the  old  man  s  food  and 
his  money  were  gone,  and  he  was 
starting  again  into  the  deserts  in 
search  of  some  ranch  where  he 
might  obtain  employment  as  a 
sheep  -  herder.  — -^  THE   wide  world  magazine." 

"WHOA,    FITZGERALD!' 

AN  Irish  drill-sergeant  was  instructing  some 
recruits  in  the  mysteries  of  marching  move- 
ments, and  found  great  difficulty  in  getting  a  country- 
man of  his  to  halt  when  the  command  was  given. 
After  explaining  and  illustrating  several  times,  he 
approached  the  recruit,  looked  at  him  silently  for 
a  couple  of  minutes,  then  demanded  his  name. 
*'  Fitzgerald,  sorr,"  was  the  reply.  **  Did  you  ever 
diive  a  donkey,  Fitz?"  "Yes,  sorr."  "  VVhat  did 
you  say  when  you  wished  him  to  stop?"  *'  Whoa  !  " 
The  sergeant  turned  away  and  immediately  put  his 
squad  in  motion.  After  the  men  had  advanced  a 
dozen  yards  or  so  he  shouted  wilh  all  his  strength, 
*'  Squad,  halt !     Whoa,  Fitzgerald  ! "— "  TIT-BITS." 

A  YOUNG   CUCKOO  IN  A  ROBINS  NEST. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  "Country  Life,"  who 
sends   the   photograph   given   below,    s;iys   of 


it  :  "  The  enclosed  photograph,  uniaue  of  its  kind, 
of  a  young  cuckoo  found  in  a  robin  s  nest,  may  be 
of  interest  to  your  readers.  The  nest  was  built  in  an 
old  disused  water-can,  \\  edged  between  two  branches 
of  a  yew  tree  in  Bedford  Cemetery.  It  is  a  fine 
healthy  bird,  about  the  size  of  a  full-grown  thrush, 
with  grey  feathers  tipped  with  light  brown,  and, 
though  so  young,  it  is  quite  vicious  when  approached." 


A    FIFTY-POUND    STROKE    AT    GOLF. 

ON  one  occasion  when  I  was  playing  wilh  a 
Captain  Broughton,  who  lived  at  St.  Andrews, 
a  n6table  incident  happened  at  the  seventh  or  high 
hole  of  our  old  course.  I  was  badly  bunkered  there, 
and  had  made  two  or  three  unsuccessful  attempts  to 
dislodge  my  ball.  **  Pick  up  your  lx\ll,  Tom  ;  it's  no 
use,"  called  out  the  captain.  I  replie<l  that  I  would 
try  once  more,  as  I  might  hole  it,  to  which  the  captain 
answered,  **  If  you  do,  111  give  you  fifty  pounds."  I 
had  another  stroke.  How,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is 
wonderful,  it  happened,  I  cannot  tell,  but  out  of  the 
bunker  and  into  the  hole  the  ball  went,  while  the 
captain  walked  on  with  a  serious  face.  lie,  however, 
turned  up  next  day  wilh  the  fifty  pounds,  but,  of 
course,  I  would  not  take  it,  as  the  whole  afiair  was 
more    or    less   of  a   joke.— TOM  MORRIS,   l.N   **THE 

t;RAM)    MAC.AZINi;." 


HOSPITALITY  OF  SPANISH  PEASANTS. 
''T^lIIS  delay  was  very  opportune,  for  it  gave  us 
X  a  chance  of  seeing  how  truly  hospitable  Spanish 
peasants  in  these  parts  can  be.  No  sooner  had  the 
ever-passing  siring  of  mule-cart  drivers  found  we  were 
fixtures  for  half  an  hour  or  so  than  they  proceeded  to 
bring  us  out  wine  in  flasks  and  skins,  vMlh  glasses  to 
drink  it  out  of.  Fancy  English  peasants  (if  there  are 
such  folk)  obliging  foreign  motorists  like  this.  We 
gave  one  of  the  rini;leaders  a  run  nto  Tortosa,  and 
never  was  a  man  more  delighted  and  frightened  at  the 
same  time.  He  wasted  about  fifty  n  alchcs  trying  to 
light  his  cigarette  before  all  the  tobacco  blew  out  of 
it— Spanish  cigarettes  are  not  gummed,  but  ro.le:! 
round  ami  held  together.  He  yelled  and  waved  at  all 
his  friends  and  acquaintances,  and  invited  us  all  to 
drink  sherry  with  him.—"  FRV's  magazine," 
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paper  folds  shown  in  the  picture  remaining  in  place. 
—  The  Rev.  Chas.  Griffiths,  CanBeld  House,  Kams- 
botloni,  Lanes.     Photo,  by  G.  Haworth. 

ALMOST  A  TRAGEDY. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  the  yacht  Surprise,  of 
Detroit,  to  all  appearances  about  to  make  a 
plunge  over  the  American  Falls  at  Niagara.  The 
dark  spot  in  the  river  below,  and  showing  nearly 
under  the  jib-boom,  is  the  steamer  Maid  of  the  Mist. 
It  is  needless  for  me  to  say  how  this  picture  was  pro- 
duced, as  the  *'  trick  "  isan  old  one,  the  photograph  of 


A    REMARKABLE   SPIDER  ->   WEB. 

HERE  is  a  photograph,  taken  by  myself,  of 
a  web  spun  by  a  spider  around  the 
shade  -  holder  of  an  incandescent  gas  -  burner. 
For  the  purpose  of  giving  better    detail,   the 

Cart  shown  was  detached  from  the  complete 
urner.  It  would  lie  interesting  to  know  the 
length  of  the  web,  which  you  will  notice  is 
coiled  so  regularly. — Mr.  A.  II.  Hardy,  34, 
Falmer  Road,  Bush  Hill  Park,  Enfield. 

A  FANCY  DRESS  "  TITBIT." 

THE  accompanying  photograph  shows  Miss 
Olive  B.  Griffiths  in  a  fancy  costume 
made  entirely  from  Tit-Bits  covers,  which  won 
the  first  prize  in  a  recent  fancy  dress  cai nival 
held  at  Ramsbottom  in  aid  of  local  charities. 
The  dress,  which  looked  very  tasteful,  consisted 
of  as  many  as  thirty  covers  of  the  well-known 
weekly  sewn  together,  and  was  admired  by  the 
judges.  Although  Miss  Griffiths  rode  a  consider- 
able distance  on  her  machine,  the  costume  main- 
tained its  shape  throughout,  even  the  delicate 


r 


the  yacht  having  been  taken  on  Lake  St.  Clair.  The 
owner  of  the  yacht  is  Mr.  Chas.  Boston,  of  Detroit, 
and  the  two  photographs  were  taken  by  Mr.  Rol>ert 
Craft,  of  the  same  city. — Mr.  Geo.  W.  Niitz,  829,  De 
Kalb  Avenue,  Bro  )klyn.  New  York. 

A  WHITE    ROBIN. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  a  white  robin 
captured  at  Gerrard's  Cross  Common  last  May. 
.'V  workman  caught  this  rara  iwis  and  look  it  to  the 
Packhorse  Inn,  Gerrard's  Cross,  the  proprietor  of 
which  tried  to  keep  the  bird  in  captivity.  The  fK>or 
little  thing  died  shortly  afterwards,  however,  and  its 
Ixxiy  was  sent  to  a  taxidermist,  with  the  result  shown 
in  the  picture.  — Mr.  R.  M.  Colston,  The"  School 
House,  Gerrard's  Cross,  Bucks. 
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A   PAPER   BAG 
BALLOON. 

IT  maj  not  be 
generally 
known  that  in  every 
tissue  -  paper  bag, 
as  supplied  by  ven- 
ders of  sweets,  etc , 
lies  a  potential  fire- 
balloon.  To  de- 
monstrate this  fact, 
fully  inflate  a  small 
paper  bag  with  air 
and  stand  it  upright 
as  in  photc^raph  A, 
with  its  corners 
pinched  up  horizon- 


tally and  overhang- 
ing, apply  a  match 
to  both  these  cor- 
ners, lighting  one 
as  quickly  as  pos- 
sible after  the  other, 
and  await  develop- 
ments. The  flame 
should  pursue  a 
fairly  even  course 
to  the  lower  seg- 
ment of  the  bag, 
leaving  behind  it  a 


L 


WOOD  V.    IKON. 

••  B."  \  /T  ^    picture  shows  a  curious  tree   to  be  seen  at 
|VJ[      Shirley,  near    Birmingham,    on    one  of  the 

shell  of  very  light  ,^^ain    roads.      It    grows    in    the    front    garden    of  a 

ash  ;    this   shell  large  house  and  has  forced   its  way  right  through   the 

will  become  m-  jr^^   railings.     Three   of  the  spikes   are   completely 

flaled    with    the  embedded  in  the  trunk  of  the  tree.     Many  hundreds 

superheated  ^f   people  pass   the   place   every   day,  but    very  few 

gases  of  combus-  notice  this  curiosity.— Mr.  G.  C.  Wilson,  49,  Green 

tion,   nnd,    pos-  Lane,  Small  Heath,  Birmingham, 
sibly  assisted  by 

the  upward  cur-  ^   NEW  TOY  FOR  CHILDREN, 

rentsofwarmair,  npHIS    vehicle   is   the   invention    of    Mr.     P.    A. 

will  become  con-  J[       Williams,   Meliden,   Prestatyn,   North    Wales, 

verted  intoavery  and  is  peculiar  in  that  it  has  but  one  large  central 

efficient  fire-bal-  wheel,  the  motive  power  being  supplied  by  a  team  of 

loon,    and    will  boys  and  girls  hitched  to  a  shaft  or  pushing  bar.     A 

ascend      several  dozen  passengers,  including  driver  and  guard,  can  be 

yards.    B  and  C  accominodated,  and  one  of  the  features  claimed  for 

show  the  balloon  ihe  conveyance  is  its  safety,  the  children  being  but  a 

"leaving    the  few  inches  from  the  ground.     The  "coach"  has  to 

earth  "and  "in  ]>e  correctly  balanced,  and  is  provided  with   "skids" 

the      air"      re-  on  either  side.     It  has  proved  a  source  of  great  enjoy- 

spectively.  nK-nt    to   the   school-children    in    the    village.      The 

—Mr.  F.  Knott,  inventor  is  the  second  figure  from  the  right,  and  the 

Menlone,  Ditch-  pliotograph  was  taken  by  Mr.  J.  Burrows,  Prestatyn. — 

ling,  Sussex.  Mr.  ].  W.  Williams,  W^oodbinc,  P'reslatyn,  N.W. 
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ANOTHER  QUEER  NESTING-PLACE. 

MY  photograph  is  that  of  the  nest  of  a  thrush 
built  at  the  side  of  a  blacksmith's  furnace, 
only  one  foot  from  the  blazing  fire.  During  t"he 
whole  time  that  the  bird  was  building,  sitting,  and 
rearing  her  young  the  smith  (Mr.  Malkin,  of  Lea 
Bridge,  Salop)  had  his  fire  going  regularly,  and  the 
sparks  were  flying.all  around  the  plucky  little  mother. 
— Mr.  M.  A.  Wood,  The  Studios,  Wem,  Salop. 


the  smoke  came  from  a  vessel  on  fire.  We  got 
right  up  to  her  a  few  minutes  before  noon,  and  found 
that  there  was  nobody  alive  on  board.  We  stopped 
by  her  until  noon,  when  she  threw  her  stem  and 
went  down  head  first.  The  benzine  (with  which 
she  was  loaded)  continued  to  bum  as  it  rose  to 
the  surface.  Her  name  was  the  Silver  lip  y  belonging 
to  Messrs,  Samuels  and  Co. ,  of  London.  We  found 
out  afterwards  that  she  took  fire  on  May  1st,  when  all 


A   NOVEL    USE    FOR   OLD 
"TOPPERS." 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of 
my  window-box,  which  con- 
sists of  five  old  and  disused  lop- 
hats.  I  laving  procured  the  hats, 
I  first  painted  them  with  Bruns- 
wick black,  and  then  glued  ihem 
over,  lo  give  ihcm  a  shiny  ap- ' 
pea  ranee.  The  insides  are  painted 
with  grey  lead  to  keep  out  insects. 
At  the  bottom  o'  each  hat  liicie  is 
a  hole  to  let  the  water  drain  away, 
and  I  am  pleased  to  say  that  the 
plants  are  very  flourishing. — S. 

A   TRAGEDY  OF   THE   SEA. 

ON  the  7lh  of  May  I  was 
bound  across  the  Bay  ol 
Biscay  for  St.  Nazaire  in  a 
steamer.  At  8  a.m.  we  sighted 
some  smoke  as  from  a  vessel 
on  fire.  We  put  on  all  possible 
speed  and  gradually  made  out  that 


the  crew  left  and  were  picked  up  an  hour  or  so  after- 
wards by  the  ss.  Westgate.  I  enclose  photo. ,  which  was 
taken  just  before  she  disappeared. — Mr.  Arnold  C.  B. 
Groom,  Rcculver,  Heme  Bay,  Kent. 

AN  INDOOR  SNOWSTORM. 
'"jPHIS  is  the  representation  of  an  indoor  snow- 
X  storm,  photographed  on  a  table  indoors  by 
gaslight.  The  figures  of  men  and  dog  are  bits  of 
pottery.  The  snow  consists  of  castor  sugar,  the 
house  is  cut  out  of  cardboard,  and  the  fence  is  made 
of  garden  slicks  tacked  together,  while  the  trees  are 
branches  from  the  garden. — Miss  S.  E.  Watkins, 
78,  Dowling  Street,  Dunedin,  New  Zealand. 
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WHAT  THE  LIGHTNING  DID. 


THE  remarkable  photographs  reproduced  here 
are  of  a  watch  worn  by  a  man  who  was 
struck  dead  by  lightning.  The  plate  to  which  the 
enamel  of  the  dial  was  attached  is  of  copper,  and  the 
lightning  playing  on  this  for  a  fraction  of  a  second 
converted  it  into  an  electro- magnet  of  enormous 
power.  It  attracted  the  two  back-plates  toward  it 
with  such  force  as  to  crush  the  impress  of  the  works 
right  through  the  inner  plate  on  to  the  outer.  In  one 
place  a  hole  has  actually  been  pierced  through 
the  silver.  The  jeweb,  which  would  be  non-con- 
ductors, have  been  violently  wrenched  out  of  their 


A  CANNON  large  enough  for  a  man  to  crawl 
into  and  lie  in  must  be  of  huge  size.  It  is  a 
fact  that  the  gun  shown  in  this  picture  has  such  a 
large  bore  that  a  workman  was  able  to  crawl  inside, 
being  photographed  while  looking  out  at  the  muzzle. 
This  is  the  largest  and  most  powerful  gun  ever  made  in 
the  United  Slates,  and  weighed  no  less  than  130  tons 
when  it  was  completed.  It  is  mounted  at  the 
entrance  of  New  York  Bay,  and  can  throw  a  projectile 
a   distance  of  twenty  miles. — Mr.  D.  Allen  Willey, 

Baltimore.  

ICICLES    IN    AFRICA. 

DURING  the  night  of  the  5ih  of  June  we  had  a 
very  severe  frost  which  caused  a  water-pipe  to 
burst.  The  leakage  in  the  pip>e  took  place  at  the 
back  of  a  plum  tree,  the  spring  of  water  from  the 
damaged  pipe  falling  on  the  branches  thereof  and 
freezing  in  the  pnxress.  The  icicles  thus  formed  were 
from  four  to  five  inches  in  circumference,  and  some 
were  four  feet  long  ! — Mr.  S.  R.  Proudman,  Kalanga 
Street,  Indwe,  Cape  Colony. 


sockets,  while  the  brass  -  work  of  the  watch 
is  considerably  twisted.  Tiie  front  glass  was, 
of  course,  splintered  into  a  tl.ousand  pieces, 
and  the  enamel  of  the  fare  was  nearly  all 
en  eked  off,  so  that  the  fip^res  III,  IV,  and 
V  are  the  only  ones  visible.  The  hour-hand 
has  disappeared  altogether,  and  part  only  of 
the  minute  -  hand  points  at  nineteen  minutes 
past  the  hour  of  twelve  (noon),  for  it  was 
then  that  the  awful  thing  occurred.  The 
seronds  -  hand  is  quite  intact,  and  registers 
exactly  forty-five  seconds.  A  similar  relic  lies 
preserved  in  a  case  in  Lynn  Museum.  It 
oelonged  to  a  njan  who  was  killed  in  a  thunder- 
storm forty-seven  years  ago. — Mr.  Arthur  H. 
Hallas,  Station  Street,  Spalding,  Lines. 
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Henrts— Knave,  4. 
Clubs— Ace,  3. 
Diamonds- 
Spades— 7,  6. 


Hearts— Queen,  9. 
Clubs— Knave,  8. 
Dwmonds— Knave, 

6. 
Spades — 


B 


,  5»3- 


Hearts— II 
Clubs— 6. 
Diamonds — Queen, 

7. 
Spades — 


Hearts— Ace,  king,  6. 
Clubs  — 10. 
Diamonds — 10,  9. 
Spades- 
Spades  are  trumps.      A  to   lead.     A  B  to  win  all   the 
six  tricks  in  spite  of  anything  Y  Z  can  do  to  stop  them. 


A   BEAUTIFUL  BRIDGE   PROBLEM-SOLUTION. 

THE  solution  of  this  six-card   problem  given  in  our 
last  number— and  repeated  above — is  as  follows  : — 
Trick    i.    A,    king    hearts ;    Y,    9   hearts ;     B,    jack 
hearts  ;  Z,  3  hearts. 

(B  throws  the  jack  on  the  king,  so  that  if  Y 
afterwards   discards    the   queen  of  hearts  A  will 
be  left  with  the  tenace  over  Z.) 
Trick  2.  A,  9  diamonds  ;  Y,  6  diamonds  ;  B,  6  spades  ; 

Z,  7  diamonds. 
Trick   3.    B,    7  spades;    Z,    6  clubs;    A,    10  clubs; 
Y,  jack  diamonds. 

(Z's  discard  is  obvious,  but  Y  is  in  difficulties. 
If  he  discards  the  8  of  clubs  B  will  make  the  3 
of  clubs  ;    if  the  queen  of   hearts,   A  will  make 
two  tricks  in  hearts.) 
Ti  ick  4.   B,  ace  clubs. 

(Z  is  now  in  a  predicament.  Whichever  suit  he 
throws  away  A  will  retain,  and  will  either  make 
both  hearts  or  the  ace  of  hearts  and  the  10  of 
diamonds. )  

STRANGE    RETRIEVERS. 

HERE  are  some  novel  shooting  dogs  that  we  have  in 
Uruguay,  South  America.  The  fox  is  a  great  pet 
and  goes  everywhere  with  the  dogs  and  cat.  I  found 
him  when  about  ten  days  old  and  gave  him  to  ihe  terrier 
in  the  foreground,  who  forthwith  adopted  him  and  proved 
a  most  devoted  foster-mother.     Both  the  fox  and  cat  come 


as  soon  as  they  hear 
a  shot  fired,  in  the 
hope  of  getting  a 
bird.  It  is  a  funny 
sight  to  see  them 
following  the  gun. 
— Miss  Alda  Fitz- 
Herbert,  Estancia 
Media  Agna,  Pal- 
mi  t  a  s ,  F.  C.  O. , 
Uruguay. 

A   PIEBALD 
SQUIRREL 

THIS  is  a  photo- 
graph of  a  black  and  white  squirrel  which  was  shot 
a  short  time  ago  in  the  Val  d'Anniviers,  near  Sierre. 
Needless  to  add,  it  is  a  very  rare  specimen. — Mr.  C. 
Zuflerey,  La  Combrez,  Montana,  S\\ilzerland. 


IN    A    MUMMY. 

'^T^IIE  pea-blossoms  illustrated  here 
X  have  been  grown  in  a  garden  near 
(luildford,  from  seed  found  in  an 
Egyptian  mummy.  In  spite  of  the  great 
age  of  the  seed  when  sown,  it  look'root 
readily  and  grew  to  the  height  of  nearly 
four  feet  l>efore  showing  signs  of  flower- 
ing. The  flowers  are  pale  pink  with  a 
deep  rose  centre,  quite  scentless,  and 
growing  in  a  close  cluster  at  the  head  of 
the  pea  -  stalks,  gradi  illy  bjcoming 
looser  as  the  flowering  continues.  The 
whole  plant  cU^sely  resembles  the 
ordinary  edible  variety  of  pea,  but  it  is 
of  much  larger  habit,  the  stalks  being 
exceptionally  thick  and  succulent.  The 
glass  contains  <mly  one  p>ea-stalk,  all 
the  flowers  and  leaves  growing  on  the 
same  thick  stem. — Mr.  C.  W.  H.  Foord, 
11,  Kiverview  Gardens    Barnes,  S.W. 


IN  the  article  on   Ambidexterity  that  apj)eared  in  our  July  number  due  acknowledgment  was  given  for  the 
illustiations  to  Mr.  J.  Jackson's  standard  work  on  the  subject.      Mr.  Jackson  has  since  inft)rmed  us  that  . 
the  writer  of  the  article  was  also  very  largely  indebted  to  the  letterpress  of  his  book,  and  we  have  ujiich 
pleasure  in  making  this  additional  announcement. 
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"THE   THREK    SISTERS." 
<Lady  Elcho,  Mrs,  Adkanf,  and  Laoy  Tennant.) 


Bv  J.  S.  SARC.ENT.  R.A. 
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Present-Day  Painters  of  Beautiful  Women. 


gl  EFORE  the  advent  of  Mr.  subject  pictures,  anvi  the  England  of 
Sargent  the  art  of  portraiture  Reynolds  and  Gainsborough  had  no  con- 
in  England  had  been  for  temporary  equal  to  Carolus  Duran  and 
some  years  under  an  eclipse.  Benjamin  Constant  in  France.  With  Mr. 
The  greatest  painters  devoted  Sargent  came  a  revival  of  former  glories, 
themselves    in    the    main    to  more    particularly    as    regards    women,    to 


THK   HON.   MRS.   MARSH.\LL   BROOKS.  By    SIR    LUKE    FILDES,   R.A. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 61. 
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whose   presentment   on   canvas   he  has   de- 
voted himself  ever  since  his  student  days. 

"  The  Three  Sisters/'  a  striking  example 
of  Mr.  Sargent's  work  reproduced  in  these 
pages,  was  the  picture  of  the  year  in 
1900,  the  first  time  for  a  long  period  that 
portraiture  had  achieved  such  a  success  over 
all  the  resources  of  imaginatipn  and  romance. 
The  success  was  not  wholly  due  to  the  skill 
of  the  artist ;  some  of  it  must  be  attributed 
to  the  personality  of  "The  Three  Sisters" 
themselves — Lady  Elcho,  Mrs.  Adeane,  and 
Mrs.  (now  Lady)  Tennant.  Mr.  Sargent 
had  previously  shown  the  technical  skill  he 
possesses  to  the  point  of  genius  in  other 
ladies'  portraits  at  the  Royal  Academy.  But 
this  skill  had  never  before  been  applied  to  so 
much  charm  of  feature  and  grace  of  manner. 
'I'here  is  a  marked  difference  of  years  in 
these  three  daughters  of  the  Hon.  Percy 
Wyndham,  but  there  is  a  sisterly  likeness 
in  beauty  which  gives  harmony  without 
monotony  to  the  work  of  the  painter. 

"  How  can  I  tell  ? "  replied  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds,  when  he  was  asked  how  some  part 
of  his  "  Infant  Hercules  "  had  been  painted. 
"There  are  a  dozen  pictures  under  this." 
Mr.  Sargent's  method  of  painting  a  portrait 
is  as  thorough,  although  quite  different  from 
that  of  Sir  Joshua.  He  never  "paints  out," 
but  puts  another  canvas  on  his  easel  and 
starts  afresh  when  anything  in  his  work  dis- 
pleases him.  The  number  of  "  false  starts  " 
he  thus  makes  is  sometimes  disconcerting  to 
a  sitter  who  can  see  no  tangible  result  of  two 
or  three  sittings,  and  probably  never  guesses 
that  it  is  the  difficulty  of  catching  some 
passing,  yet  very  characteristic,  expression  of 
a  woman's  face  which  is  the  cause  of  the 
apparent  failure.  Once  a  beginning  has 
really  been  made,  however,  the  painters 
rapid  use  of  his  brush  soon  makes  up  for 
what  the  lady  would  probably  describe  as 
"lost  time."  The  pearls,  for  example,  in 
"  The  Three  Sisters  "  were  each  the  result  of 
only  a  single  touch  —and  the  critics  declared 
that  never  had  pearls  been  so  well  painted. 
Mr.  Sargent,  indeed,  paints  at  such  high 
pressure  that  in  the  course  of  a  two  or  three 
hours'  sitting  several  breaks  of  a  few  minutes 
are  needed — even  more  needed  by  the  artist 
than  by  the  sitter,  tired  by  the  effort  to 
maintain  one  posture.  He  usually  spends 
these  brief  intervals  at  the  pianoforte,  music 
having  for  the  painter  in  the  midst  of 
work  the  value  of  both  a  sedative  and  a 
tonic. 

"  The  Three  Sisters,"  it  may  be  added,  was 
commissioned  by  the  ladies'  father,  the  Hon. 


Percy  Wyndham,  in  whose  house,  Clouds, 
near  Salisbury,  it  now  hangs.  Clouds  is 
frequently  the  scene  of  week-end  parties  of 
distinguished  politicians  and  others,  and  of 
its  art  treasures  none  presents  to  them  a 
more  attractive  interest. 

It  is  beauty  of  girlhood,  rather  than  of 
womanhood,  that  Mr.  J.  J.  Shannon  has 
depicted  in  his  portrait  of  Lady  Marjorie 
Manners,  daughter  of  the  Duchess  of  Rutland. 
When  she  was  Marchioness  of  Granby,  some 
years  since,  Mr.  Shannon  painted  a  portrait 
of  the  young  lady's  mother,  but  it  is  hardly 
recalled  by  the  present  picture,  so  different 
are  they  in  pose  and  colouring.  He  always 
takes  great  pains  with  the  pose  of  his  sitters, 
and  usually  tries  on  his  canvas  the  effect  of 
several  poses  before  he  is  convinced  that  he 
has  discovered  the  best.  As  a  rule,  a 
"  Shannon "  portrait  is  the  result  of  about 
thirty  sittings  of  two  hours  each,  and  he  has 
had  as  many  as  fifty.  Almost  at  the  eleventh 
hour,  so  to  speak,  he  will  sometimes  make  a 
complete  change  in  the  scheme  of  a  portrait. 

Lady  Marjorie  Manners's  portrait  can  have 
presented  no  problem  of  pose  or  colouring  ; 
it  looks  a  straightforward  piece  of  work  from 
start  to  finish.  But  in  the  case  of  ladies  of 
a  less  simple  type  of  beauty  a  portrait  has 
sometimes  se^n  strange  vicissitudes.  Mr. 
Shannon  had  almost  finished  the  portrait  of 
a  young  lady  in  evening  dress.  One  day  as 
she  came  into  his  studio  in  Holland  Park 
Road  his  Persian  cat  met  her  on  the  stair- 
case, and  she  playfully  took  it  into  her  arms. 
As  she  entered  the  room  Mr.  Shannon  ex- 
claimed:  "That  is  how  you  ought  to  be 
painted  ! "  There  was  the  effect  which  he 
had  been  striving  for.  He  destroyed  the 
almost  finished  portrait,  although  it  had  cost 
nearly  fifty  sittings,  and  painted  another  of 
the  lady  with  the  cat  in  her  arms. 

Several  artists  have  transmitted  to  canvas 
the  impressive  features  of  Mrs.  Patrick  Camp- 
bell, but  the  only  picture  which  lives  in  the 
memory  is  that  now  hanging  in  the  Arts 
Club,  London,  with  the  signature  of  Mr. 
Solomon  J.  Solomon.  It  is  some  years — 
fourteen,  to  be  exact — since  it  was  painted, 
when  "  Mrs.  Pat,"  as  her  jnany  admirers  love 
to  call  her,  was  in  the  heyday  of  her  stage 
career  with  the  title-part  in  Pinero's  play, 
"  The  Second  Mrs.  Tanqueray."  It  was  in 
that  character,  indeed,  at  a  critical  moment 
in  the  play,  that  the  artist  chose  to  paint  her. 
Mr.  Solomon  had  made  a  reputation  with 
"  Niobe,"  "  Samson  and  Delilah,"  and  other 
daring  classical  subjects,  but  was  not  known 
as  a  portrait  painter.     One  evening  he  went 
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to  the  theatre  to  see  "The  Second  Mrs. 
'lanqueray,"  and  was  so  taken  with  the 
artistic  effect  of  Mrs.  Patrick  CampbeH's 
appearance  in  one  of  the  scenes  that  he 
exclaimed  to  his  companion,  "  How  I  should 
like  to  paint  her  just  as  she  is  now  ! "  The 
remark  somehow  reached  the  ears  of  Mr. 
Pinero,  and  through  him  it  was  arranged  that 
the  picture  should  be  painted.  So  -Mr. 
Solomon  had  a  miniature  stage  fitted  up  at 
the  studio  he  then  worked  in  at  St.  John's 
Wood,  with  footlights  and  scenic  properties, 
in  order  that  the  play -picture  should  be 
exactly  reproduced. 

"  ^Irs.  Patrick  Campbell  was  a  splendid 
sitter,"  said  Mr.  Solomon,  in  giving  this 
account  of  the  picture,  "  but  was  rather  capri- 
cious, I  remember,  in  keeping  her  appoint- 
ments, which  is  apt  to  be  a  failing  with 
ladies,  sometimes  to  the  hindrance  of  a 
painter's  work.  And  the  portrait  was  finished 
rather  hurriedly  because  Mr.  Campbell,  the 
poor  fellow,  since  killed  in  South  Africa, 
came  home  'after  an  absence  of  nine  years. 
The  picture  was  painted  entirely  by  gas-light, 
although  I  corrected  faults  of  colour  by  day- 
light" The  portrait,  it  may  be  added,  was 
painted  in  ten  or  twelve  sittings,  each  sitting 
extending  to  about  three  hours. 

The  portraits  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Marshall 
Brooks  and  Mrs.  Anthony  Hope  Hawkins 
are  by  artists  who  are  famous  for  subject 
pictures.  Both  Sir  Luke  Fildes  and  the 
Hon.  John  Collier,  however,  have  had  many 
and  distinguished  sitters.  To  the  painter  of 
"The  Doctor,"  indeed,  has  been  given  the 
honour  of  executing  portraits  of  the  King 
and  Queen  and  the  Prince  and  Princess  of 
Wales.  He  has  painted  the  Hon.  Mrs. 
Marshall  Brooks,  who  is  the  wife  of  a  son  of 
Lord  Crawshaw,  in  a  style  he  has  much 
favoured  for  women's  portraits — head  and 
shoulders  in  an  oval  frame.  Sir  Luke  Fildes 
did  not  paint  his  first  portrait  till  1887, 
after  his  election  as  a  Royal  Academician, 
the  .subject  being  his  wife.  Of  the  many 
ladies'  portraits  he  has  since  painted,  that 
of  Mrs.  Marshall  Brooks  is  probably  the 
most  successful. 

The  Hon.  John  Collier  has  painted  many 
more  men  than  women,  and  mostly  men, 
too,  of  intellectual  distinction,  such  as  the 
late  Professor  Huxley  and  Mr.  Rudyard 
Kipling.  Some  of  these  men's  portraits 
have  been  very  much  admired,  but  in 
painting  the  wife  of  "Anthony  Hope"  he 
has  certainly  shown  that,  given  a  congenial 
subject,    he    can    be     no     less    happy    in 


delineating  the  charms  of  femininity  than  the 
powers  of  intellect  Mrs.  "  Anthony  Hope," 
who  is  the  daughter  of  a  New  York  gentle- 
man, was  married  to  the  novelist  in  1903, 
and  her  portrait  was  painted  by  Mr.  Collier 
about  two  years  ago. 

"  The  Countess  of  Clonmell "  is  the  work 
of  an  artist  who  has  made  quite  a  career 
of  the  painting  of  lovely  women.  Lady 
Clonmell  is  one  of  the  majority  of  the  most 
beautiful  women  in  London  society  during 
the  past  few  years  who  have  sat  to  Mr.  Ellis 
Roberts,  the  list  including  in  addition  the 
Duchess  of  Leinster,  the  Duchess  of  Suther- 
land, Lady  Chesterfield,  Lady  Dalkeith,  and 
Lady  Evelyn  Mason.  In  contrast  with  this 
brilliant  record  Mr.  Roberts's  artistic  begin- 
nings were  of  the  humblest  He  was  a 
painter  on  pottery  at  Minton's  Staffordshire 
works  until  the  winning  of  a  scholarship  of 
thirty  pounds  a  year  enabled  him,  with  rigid 
economy,  to  obtain  two  years'  training  at 
South  Kensington.  At  South  Kensington  he 
was  fortunate  enough  to  secure  a  travelling 
studentship — and  his  talents  did  the  rest. 

Mr.  Ellis  Roberts  painted  Lady  Clonmell 
only  a  few  months  ago.  But  it  is  safe  to  say 
that  ten  years  hence  it  will  look  as  fresh  and 
"  up-to-date  "  as  it  does  to-day.  At  any  rate, 
this  much  is  true  of  ladies'  portraits  which 
came  from  his  easel  ten  years  ago.  The 
secret  is  in  Mr.  Roberts's  care  as  to  the  dress 
worn  by  his  subjects.  He  induces  them,  if 
possible,  to  give  him  carte  blanche^  and 
having  carte  blanche  he  is  careful  to  exclude 
from  the  costume  any  distinctive  feature 
which  would  serve  in  the  course  of  a  short 
time  to  put  a  date  to  the  picture.  A  lady 
may  feel  inclined  at  first  to  rebel  against  such 
a  decree ;  she  would  prefer  to  be  arrayed 
in  all  the  latest  fashion.  But  when  it  is 
tactfully  explained  to  her  what  the  con- 
sequences may  be  she  gladly  yields  the 
point,  the  more  readily  if  she  is  at  all 
sensitive  to  the  lapse  of  time — and  what 
woman  is  not  ?  The  devising  of  an  attractive 
dress  with  these  limitations  may  be  full  of 
difficulties,  but  in  Lady  Clonmell's  case,  as 
in  others,  Mr.  Ellis  Roberts,  with  the  co- 
operation doubtless  of  his  fair  sitters,  has 
most  successfully  overcome  them.  Mr. 
Roberts's  artistic  gifts  are  beyond  all  ques- 
tion. But  it  is  possible  that  the  high  favour 
in  which  he  is  held  by  the  ladies  may  be 
partly  attributed  to  his  circumspection  in  this 
matter  of  clothes,  in  contrast  as  it  is  with  the 
glaring  indiscretion  shown  by  some  of  the 
most  distinguished  artists. 
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XIL— THE   ADVENTURE   OF  CHRISTOPHER   AND  THE   CHAUFFEUSE. 
By  C.  N.  and  a.  M.  Williamson, 

Authors  of  '*  The  Lightning  Conductor,"  "  My  Friend  the  Chauffeur,"  etc. 


HRISTOPHER  and  his  uncle 
had  just  been  to  look  at  the 
cars  that  were  to  start  next 
day  in  the  great  "freak  race," 
as  the  coming  event  was  popu- 
larly called,  and  for  which 
Scarlet  Runner  was  already  entered — at  the 
important  relative's  request.  - 

The  Royal  Automobile  Club,  under  whose 
auspices  the  race  was  to  be  run,  had  taken 
temporarily  a  big  new  garage  to  house  the 
competitors,  and  ever  since  early  morning, 
when  the  cars  had  begun  to  assemble  and 
to  put  themselves  on  view,  devotees  of 
motoring  had  been  pouring  in  and  out. 
Everyone  was  interested,  for  not  only  was 
a   well-known    millionaire    offering    a    ten- 

th 
in 


and  gold  restaurant  near  the  garage,  which 
for  the  last  day  or  two  had  been  practically 
given  over  to  the  motoring  world,  and  where 
he  was  to  be  his  nephew's  guest  at  luncheon. 

"  Well,  Chris,"  he  said,  as  they  sat  down 
at  the  table  Christopher  had  engaged,  "  you 
win  that  first  prize  and  there's  nothing  of 
mine  you  can't  have,  now  or  in  future.  It 
isn't  so  much  the  money  I'm  keen  on  for 
you,  though  it  would  be  a  tidy  little  sum  for 
you  to  add  to  the  allowance  I  mean  to  make 
you  again,  until  I'm  gone  and  you  come  into 
the  lot." 

Christopher  laughed.  "  Aren't  you  giving 
yourself  away  a  bit,  uncle?  You  weren't 
going   to  let  me  know   my  fate  until   next 


"YOU   WIN    THAT   FlRbT  PKIZK  AMU  TMKKS's  NOTHING  OF   MINE  YOU  CAN'T  HAVE,   NOW  OK  IN  FUTURE. 


selves  were  worth  seeing.  As  fpr  the  old 
man  who  held  Christopher  Race's  destiny  in 
his  hand,  as  the  driver  of  a  car  holds  his 
steering-wheel,  he  was  interested  for  several 
reasons,  though  his  interest  had  come  as  a 
surprise  to  Christopher. 

Now   he   was    talking    excitedly   as   they 
walked  together  into  the  big  white  and  red 
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month,    when    the    year  of    probation   will 
be  up." 

"It  was  you  who  set  the  limit  and  made 
the  stipulation,"  the  elder  man  reminded  the 
younger,  watching  the  champagne  as  it 
bubbled  into  his  glass.  "  You've  been  pretty 
plucky  this  last  year,  and  shown  that  you've 
good  stuff  in  you— better  stuff  than  I  thought 
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when  you  were  fooling  your  time  away  and 
running  into  debt  I've  been  pleased  with 
you ;  I  don't  mind  saying  I've  been  proud  of 
you  once  or  twice.  Instead  of  disgracing 
our  name,  as  I  was  afraid  you  were  going  to 
do  at  first,  hiring  yourself  to  Tom,  Dick,  and 
Harry  as  a  paid  chaufifeur,  you've  brought 
some  credit  to  it.  Whatever  happens,  now 
that  you've  proved  what  you're  made  of  I 
sha'n't  leave  you  penniless.  As  things  have 
fallen  out,  you  won't  have  to  wait  till  the 
ist  of  January  to  learn  as  much  as  that  from 
me.  I  intend  to  restore  your  old  allowance, 
not  because  you  need  it,  but  because  you 
don^t  need  it.  That's  where  you  deserve 
credit.  Also,  I  shall  certainly  leave  you 
something  in  my  will ;  enough  to  secure  you 
the  same  income  you  enjoyed  through  me  up 
to  eleven  months  ago,  and  will  now  begin  to 
enjoy  again — that  is,  eight  hundred  a  year. 
But  I  want  you  to  show  the  world  that  you're 
something  more  than  a  good  chauffeur  and 
the  owner  of  a  handsome  red  car — or  a 
second-rate  amateur  detective.  I  want  you 
to  show  that  you're  the  best  there  is,  and 
that  Scarlet  Runner's  the  same  kind.  Win 
this  prize,  my  boy,  win  it,  and  I  shall  say, 
'Here's  my  successor — a  young  man  who's 
done  something  for  the  world  to  talk  of,  and 
done  it  alone.' " 

"  First  prize  it  must  be  ?  Second  or  third 
won't  do  ?  "  Christopher  wanted  to  know. 

"  Decidedly  not.  Worse  than  nothing ! " 
protested  his  uncle.  "Think  of  your  name : 
*  Race.'  A  man  with  that  name,  if  he  does 
go  in  for  a  thing,  must  win  the  best  there  is, 
or  lose  all.  What  puns  they  could  make  on 
you  if  you  failed  !  " 

Before  Christopher  could  reassure  him, 
even  if  he  had  felt  inclined  to  do  so,  a  man 
who  had  been  about  to  pass  the  table  turned 
at  sound  of  the  excited  voice,  stopped 
abruptly,  and  came  back  a  step  or  two. 

"  How  do  you  do  ? "  he  asked,  speaking 
to  both  men,  but  putting  out  his  hand  to  the 
elder. 

It  was  Sir  John  Maverick,  ardent  motorist, 
millionaire  proprietor  of  the  Man  on  the 
Car^  and — the  organizer  of  the  freak  race. 
He  knew  Christopher  only  slightly,  having 
met  him  a  few  times  at  the  Automobile 
Club ;  but  his  father,  the  late  baronet,  had 
been  a  great  friend  of  Christopher's  uncle, 
and  young  Sir  John — who  had  not  seen  the 
old  man  for  some  years — had  memories  of 
him  in  early  boyhood. 

Old  Mr.  Race  was  delighted  at  the  meet- 
ing, as  much  for  his  nephew's  sake  as  his 
own,  for  he  felt  vaguely  that   it  would    be 


a  good  thing  for  Christopher  to  know  this 
important  person.  He  remembered  his  dead 
friend's  son  instantly,  for  Sir  John,  though 
he  was  some  years  older  than  Christopher, 
had  one  of  those  faces  which  remain  always 
boyish. 

**  Sit  down  and  have  some  lunch  with  us," 
suggested  Mr.  Race,  as  if  he  were  the  host, 
for  he  was  sure  that  Christopher,  as  a  com- 
petitor for  Sir  John  Maverick's  big  prize, 
would  not  trade  upon  a  slight  acquaintance 
to  give  such  an  invitation. 

The  millionaire  accepted  without  demur, 
saying  that  a  friend  whom  he  had  asked  had 
failed  him,  and  he  had  thought  himself 
doomed  to  eat  alone.  The  last  course  was 
reproduced  for  the  new-comer's  benefit,  and 
talk  was,  of  course,  all  about  the  race  which 
would  begin  to-morrow  morning. 

Sir  John  spoke  freely  of  his  object,  which 
was  to  encourage  inventors.  He  had,  he 
said,  made  the  first  prize  one  worth  winning, 
otherwise  good  men  would  not  have  thought 
it  worth  while  to  risk  building  cars  for  the 
competition.  Many  inventors  who  were  too 
poor  to  exploit  their  ideas  unaided  would  be 
able  to  get  themselves  financed  by  people 
who  would  hope  to  share  the  ten  thousand 
pounds  ;  and  as  the  big  plum  ought  to  fall  to 
the  car  combining  the  most  original  with  the 
most  practical  ideas,  a  result  extraordinarily 
interesting  should  be  worked  out  from  this 
thousand-mile  reliability  race. 

They  had  not  got  to  any  discussion  of 
Christopher's  car  when  the  old  man  found 
that  he  was  in  danger  of  making  himself  late 
for  an  engagement.  Had  he  and  his  nephew 
finished  their  luncheon  alone,  the  meal  would 
have  been  cut  short  to  suit  his  plans,  but  the 
arrival  of  the  unexpected  guest  had  made  a 
difference.  Mr.  Race  was  obliged  to  excuse 
himself  before  the  coffee  and  liqueurs,  but 
he  insisted  that  luncheon  must  not  be  cur- 
tailed by  the  others,  and  hurried  away  almost 
before  the  two  he  had  left  behind  could  rise 
from  the  table. 

The  table  was  near  the  entrance,  therefore 
Christopher  had  to  take  only  a  few  steps 
to  see  his  uncle  as  far  as  the  door.  As 
Mr.  Race  went  out,  two  ladies  came  in, 
passing  by  the  old  man  and  the  young  one 
apparently  without  a  glance.  But  if  they  did 
not  pay  the  smallest  attention  to  him,  Mr. 
Race  was  seized  with  the  most  lively  and 
compelling  interest  in  one  or  both  of  them. 
He  started,  stared,  and  peered  through 
his  gold-rimmed  eye-glasses,  his  lips,  just 
parted  for  a  last  word  with  Christopher, 
remaining  open. 
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"the  old  man  stood  lost  in  admiration." 


Even  when  the  two  ladies  had  passed  and 
their  backs  were  turned  to  him  the  old  man 
Btood  lost  in  admiration  or  emotion  of  some 
sort,  while  Christopher  looked  at  him  in  sur- 

Krise.  His  uncle,  during  his  knowledge  of 
im,  had  always  posed  as  more  or  less  of  a 
woman-hater. 

"  What's  the  matter,  uncle  ? "  asked  the 
young  man,  with  rather  a  humorous  light  in 
his  eyes.     "You  seem  rather  struck." 

"  Lord  bless  my  soul ! "  exclaimed  the  old 
man.  And  with  no  other  answer,  and  not 
so  much  as  a  glance  for  his  nephew,  whose 
very  existence  he  seemed  to  have  forgotten, 
Mr.  Race  marched  out  of  the  restaurant, 
looking  like  one  who  has  seen  a  ghost. 

Sir  John  Maverick,  at  the  table,  smiled 
as  Christopher  came  back.  He  had  caught 
the  expression  in  his  old  friend's  face  and  in 
the  eyes  that  peered  at  the  two  beautiful 
women  from  behind  their  glass  windows. 

"  I  didn't  know  Mr.  Race  was  a  ladies' 
man  in  these  days,"  he  said.  "But  that 
couple  are  attractive  enough  to  make  one  of 
Diogenes." 

"  I  shouldn't  have  thought  even  they  would 
have  that  effect  on  such  a  hardened  old  cynic 
as  my  uncle,"  said  Christopher. 

"  I  remember  my  father  saying  that  Mr. 
Race  had  had  a  great  disappointment  in  love 


as  a  young,  or  a  fairly  young,  man,"  remarked 
Sir  John,  "  and  that  it  was  quite  a  romance." 

"  I  never  heard  of  it,"  returned  Christopher. 
"  Anyhow,  neither  of  these  ladies  is  nearly 
old  enough  to  have  been  the  heroine  of  such 
an  episode.  One  is  a  girl,  and  the  other  can't 
be  much  over  thirty." 

"The  girl  I  never  saw  before,"  said  Sir  John, 
"  but  the  woman  I  know  by  sight,  and  I 
suppose  you  do.  No  ?  Why,  it's  Madame 
du  Guesclin,  the  famous  French  sportswoman. 
She  can  drive  a  racing  motor  like — like  a 
demon  or  an  angel.  A  very  handsome 
woman,  but  can't  quite  go  into  the  same  class 
with  the  girl,  eh  ?  " 

"They're  just  sitting  down  at  the  table 
behind  you,"  murmured  Christopher,  in 
a  low,  warning  tone.  "Apparently  there 
was  a  misunderstanding  about  some  other 
table  they  thought  they'd  engaged,  and 
they've  come  back  to  the  only  one  in  the 
room  that  isn't." 

"  Madame  has  probably  run  over  to  see 
the  *  freaks,'  and  the  start  to-morrow,"  said 
Sir  John,  dropping  his  voice,  "  but  I  thought 
the  girl  looked  English.  I  suppose  they 
have  friends  who  are  competing.  By  the  way, 
if  it  isn't  indiscreet  to  ask,  what  particularly 
novel  features  has  your  car?  Of  course,  I've 
heard  of  some  of  your  exploits  with  her,  but 
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I  got  the  idea  that  she  was  neither  more 
nor  less  than  an  exceptionally  good  touring 
car ;  and  she  must  be  a  year  old,  isn't  she  ? 
Or  are  you  coming  in  with  some^ing 
newer?" 

"  No,  it's  my  Scarlet  Runner,"^  answered 
Christopher.  "  My  uncle  persuaded'  me  to 
enter  for  the  race.  I  shouldn't  have  thought 
of  it  myself,  but  he's  tremendously  keen — 
rather  to  my  surprise ;  makes  a  great  point  of 
it."  Then  Christopher  went  on  to  explain 
the  originality  of  Scarlet  Runner's  system  of 
transmission  :  the  compressed  oil-drive  to 
turbines  on  the  back  axle.  He  told  how  he 
had  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  young 
inventor,  who  was  too  poor  to  experiment 
upon  a  grand  scale  on  his  own  account ; 
how  the  compressed  oil-drive  had  well 
repaid  him  for  the  money  spent,  and  how 
there  had  from  the  first  been  only  one 
difficulty.  Owing  to  its  compression  by  the 
force-pump,  the  oil  became  too  hot  and 
lost  some  of  its  consistency,  but — Christopher 
went  on  to  say — he  had  suggested  that  the 
whole  mechanism  should  be  water-jacketed. 
The  inventor  had  agreed,  the  thing  had  just 
been  done,  and  would,  Christopher  thought, 
prove  a  triumphant  success. 

"  I  mean  to  try  and  touch  your  money," 
he  finished,  laughing.  "  I've  had  a  look 
round  among  the  *  freaks '  in  that  Zoo  across 
the  way  this  morning,  and  though  Scarlet 
Runner  isn't,  perhaps,  in  her  first  youth,  and 
can't  flatter  herself  that  she's  a  monstrosity, 
she's  as  sweet  a  *  runner '  as  she  is  scarlet, 
and  the  proportion  of  engine-power  she 
manages  to  transmit  to  the  road-wheels  is  so 
enormous  that  I  have  the  highest  hopes 
for  her." 

"  Well,  I  wish  you  luck,  I'm  sure,"  said  Sir 
John  Maverick  ;  "  but  if  I  were  a  competitor 
I  think  I  should  be  a  bit  shy  of  the  freak 
that,  from  all  accounts,  out-freaks  everything 
else." 

"What,  the  gyroscopic  freak?"  inquired 
Christopher,  a  suspicion  of  a  sneer  in  his 
voice. 

As  he  asked  this  question  the  two  ladies 
who  had  lately  come  in  turned  quickly,  as  if 
on  an  impulse,  and  looked  round  for  the  first 
time.  They  had  both  taken  seats  on  the 
same  side  of  their  table,  with  their  backs  to 
that  at  which  sat  Sir  John  Maverick  and 
Christopher  Race.  In  thus  turning,  they 
could  not  see  Sir  John's  face,  if  they  had  not 
happened  to  notice  it  before,  but  they  could 
obtain  a  full  view  of  Christopher.  He,  how- 
ever, being  now  deeply  interested  in  the  con- 
versation  with   his   companion,    missed   the 


sudden  slight  flutter  at  the  adjoining  table. 
He  was  looking  straight  at  Sir  John,  and  had 
not  the  vaguest  idea  that  a  pair  of  large  and 
beautiful  grey  eyes  had  given  out  a  flash  in 
quick  response  to  that  veiled  sneer  of  his. 

"  The  gyroscopic  freak,"  echoed  Maverick. 
"It's  just  on  the  cards  that  that  particular 
freak  is  going  to  revolutionize  automobilism. 
I  would  not  care  to  bet  high  against  it." 

"  I  wouldn't  care  to  bet  high  on  it,"  laughed 

Christopher.     "  There  will  be  a  monstrosity, 

if  you  like,  judging  from   what   one   hears. 

•  But  it  doesn't  look  as  if  the  gyroscope  would 

*  gyre '  to-morrow." 

"  You  mean  because  the  thing  isn't  with 
the  lot  in  the  garage  ?  " 

"  Yes.  If  it  were  ready  it  would  be  there, 
getting  all  the  preliminary  *ad.'  that  was  to 
be  got." 

"You  think  old  Dick  Herbert  won't  run 
his  car  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  it's  premature  to  call  it  a 
car.  My  idea  is  that  it's  proved  a  big  dis- 
appointment." 

"  I  wonder.  Poor  old  chap  !  It  won't  be 
the  first  he's  had." 

"  No.  He  came  a  cropper  over  that  other 
invention  of  his,"  said  Christopher,  "  the 
compressed-air  engine  that  was  so  cracked  up 
in  the  halfpenny  papers." 

"If  he  comes  another  cropper,  so  much 
the  better  for  your  Scarlet  Runner.  One 
rival  the  less.  But  do  you  know  Herbert? 
I  never  saw  him  myself,  he's  lived  so  much 
abroad ;  but  I  have  friends  who've  met  him, 
and  say  he's  rather  a  fine  old  fellow." 

"  His  is  a  mere  name  to  me,"  answered 
Christopher,  "  associated  only  with  the  failure 
of  the  compressed-air  business ;  so,  naturally, 
I  don't  expect  much  now.  And  if  he's  old, 
he  may  well  funk  to-morrow." 

There  was  a  sudden  brisk  movement  at 
the  next  table,  so  brisk  that  it  attracted 
Christopher's  attention.  The  younger  of  the 
two  ladies  had  twisted  round  in  her  chair, 
sitting  with  her  arm  flung  over  the  back,  her 
flushed  face  turned  upon  her  surprised 
neighbour. 

"He  funks  nothing,"  she  said,  in  a  low 
but  intensely  angry  tone.  "  It's  sheer  jealousy 
which  makes  you  talk  like  that.  You  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  yourself.  It's  disgusting. 
To  call  your  sneers  at  a  brilliant  inventor  and 
his  invention  bad  taste  would  be  too  mild." 

"  Dorothy  ! "  protested  handsome  Madame 
du  Guesclin,  with  her  charming  French 
accent.  But  the  girl,  flaming  in  beauty  and 
rage,  like  a  wind-blown  poppy,  would  not 
listen. 
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"'beware  of   THB  monstrosity  to-morrow,'   SHB   WBNT  on,    HBR    VOICB  QUIVERING.* 


"  Beware  of  the  monstrosity  to-morrow," 
she  went  on,  her  voice  quivering.  "  Like  a 
monster,  it  may  devour  you  and  all  your 
self-conceit  When  youVe  swallowed  up, 
when  you're  just  simply  nowhere^  perhaps 
you'll  be  sorry  for  speaking  as  you  have 
of  a  man  like  Richard  Herbert  behind  his 
back." 

Christopher  was  overwhelmed  by  the 
torrent  of  her  wrath,  and,  vexed  as  he  was  at 
having  inadvertently  given  offence  to  such  a 
beautiful  young  creature,  he  was  half-inclined 
to  laugh  in  the  midst  of  his  astonishment,  so 
extraordinary,  so  almost  childish  was  her 
tirade. 

"  I  am  indeed  sorry,"  he  ventured,  "  to 
have  unintentionally  distressed  you.'* 

"  You  have  not  *  distressed '  me,"  broke  in 
the  girl.  **  You  wouldn't  have  the  power  to 
do  that.  You  have  annoyed  me,  for  I  hate 
jealousy  and  injustice,  and  I  felt  bound  to 
protest— that's  all." 

"Allow  me  to  say  that  I  think  you  exaggerate 
my  offence,"  pleaded  Christopher.  "  I  said 
nothing " 

"  You  call  it  *  nothing'!" 

"Nothing  against  Mr.  Herbert  or  his  in- 
vention, and  would  not  have  dreamed  of 
doing  so.  If  you  can  recall  what  I  did  say 
I  believe  you  would  have  to  admit  that,  as 
you  proclaim  yourself  a  friend  of  justice. 
But  I  don't  ask  you  to  admit  anything. 
On  the  contrary,  I  apologize  for  my  indis-- 
cretion  in  expressing  any  doubts  whatever 
of  any  invention,  without  stopping  to  think 


that  the  absent  inventor  might  have  present 
friends." 

As  he  made  this  apology,  worded  with  a 
spice  jf  boyish  malice,  to  which  he  was 
tempted  by  the  fury  of  the  girl's  onslaught, 
Christopher's  eyies  twinkled  a  little,  though 
his  face  was  perfectly  grave  and  expressive  of 
regret.  That  twinkle  was  as  the  glitter  on 
the  last  drop  of  water  in  an  overflowing  cup. 
The  girl  gave  him  an  indignant  look  from  her 
great  eyes,  and,  without  deigning  to  bandy 
further  recriminations,  turned  a  well-shaped 
and  slender  back  upon  him. 

Her  companion  asked  the  waiter  for  the 
bill,  and  three  minutes  later  both  ladies  had 
trailed  their  graceful  frocks  out  of  the 
restaurant 

Sir  John  Maverick  laughed,  and  so  did 
Christopher ;  nevertheless  the  latter  was  far 
from  happy.  He  was  a  little  amused,  for  his 
sense  of  humour  insisted  on  being  heard,  but 
he  was  more  angry  than  amused.  He  felt 
as  if  the  girl  had  boxed  his  ears,  and,  though 
he  laughed  and  talked  with  Sir  John,  they 
still  tingled. 

The  great  freak  race  was  to  start  from 
Regent's  Park,  and  finish,  after  a  roundabout 
thousand-mile  run,  at  Edinburgh.  It  was 
not  to  be  a  speed  test,  nevertheless  elaborate 
preparations  had  been  taken  to  protect  the 
public ;  and  there  was  a  tacit  understanding 
that  for  this  occasion  there  were  to  be  no 
police  traps.  Scouts  told  off  by  the  Auto- 
mobile Club  and  other  organizations  were  to 
be  stationed  at  all  dangerous  spots  to  warn 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    SC4RLKT  RUNNER. 


495 


cars  to  go  slowly,  and  any  chauffeur  driving 
to  the  public  danger  would  be  at  once  struck 
off  the  list  of  competitors. 

Early  on  the  morning  fixed  for  thci  start 
the  automobiles  b)egan  to  move  out  of  the 
big  garage  and  take  up  their  allotted. places. 
An  enormous  crowd  assembled  to  criticise  or 
admire  them.  Never  before  had  been  seen 
such  a  collection  of  fearful  and  wonderful 
cars.  It  reminded  many  of  that  famous 
foggy  November  day  in  1896  when  motors 
were  first  allowed  to  run  on  English  roads, 
and  twenty  or  thirty  coughing,  barking, 
shaking  machines  started  on  the  historic  run 
to  Brighton. 

Everyone  felt  that  this  occasion  was  also 
historic.  Accustomed  for  so  long  a  time  to 
the  conventional 
design  of  motor: 
cars,  people  could 
not  restrain  their 
laughter  at  some 
of  the  extra- 
ordinary -  looking 
creatures  that  came 
to  the  starting- 
point.  Inventors 
seemed  to  have 
taken  full  advan- 
tage of  the  licence 
allowed  by  the 
conditions  of  the 
race,  and  it  would 
be  difficult  to 
imagine  an  odder 
collection  of  self- 
propelled  vehicles. 
Race  himself 
stared  round  him, 
bewildered,  as  he 
had   fallen   to   him 


Christopher  was  sitting  inrhis  car  ready  to 
move  up  when  his  turn  should  come,  when 
an  **  0-o-o-h ! "  of  astonishment  from  the 
crowd,  sounding  like  the  sudden  indrawing 
of  a  breath,  made  him  turn  his  head  to 
glance  curiously  about  for  the  cause  of  the 
excitement. 

An  amazing  vehicle — if  vehicle  it  could  be 
called — was  gliding,  silent  and  stiake-like, 
towards  the  empty  place  in  front  of  Scarlet 
Runner.  In  shape  it  suggested  a  gigantic 
cigar ;  in  colour  it  was  black  ;  and  its  joint- 
less  metal  casing  glittered  in  the  wintry 
sunlight.  Half-way  down  its  length  the  great 
cigar  was  cut  out  into  a  nick,  and  in  the  nick 
sat,  very  upright  and  alert,  the  slender  figure 
of  a  woman.     She  wore  a  leather  jacket; 


"an  amazing  vehicle  was  gliding,  silent  and  snakb-like, 
in  front  op  scarlet  runner." 


TOWARDS  THE  EMPTY  PLACE 


took  the  place  that 
by  lot,  and  wondered 
if  he  had  not  stepped  by  accident  into 
pantomime  -  land.  Scarlet  Runner  looked 
strictly  conventional  among  all  her  queerly- 
shaped  rivals,  as  all  arrangements  for  the  oil- 
drive  were,  of  course,  under  her  body  ;  and 
to  the  ordinary  eye  Christopher  Race's  car 
proclaimed  no  special  feature  entitling  her  to 
rank  among  the  freaks. 

The  place  immediately  in  front  of  Scarlet 
Runner  was  vacant.  No  freak  had  yet  come 
to  take  it;  and  officials  organizing  the  race 
flitted  nervously  by,  now  and  then,  to  glare 
at  the  untidy  gap  caused  by  somebody's 
tardiness.  Very  soon  the  leading  car  would 
be  sent  off,  the  others  following  at  two- 
minute  intervals  ;  but  the  remaining  time  was 
slipping  away  without  bringing  any  arrival  to 
fill  the  vacancy. 


her  hair  was  covered  by  a  kind  of  curtain 
descending  from  her  leather  cap,  and  fasten- 
ing under  her  chin;  and  her  eyes  looked 
through  goggles  in  an  elfin  mask,  which 
protected  and  concealed  the  whole  upper 
part  of  her  face. 

"  A  woman  ! "  was  the  whisper  that  went 
round  the  crowd.;  and  Christopher  heard 
one  hurrying  official  say  to  another :  "  Only 
arranged  last  night  for  her  to  do  it.  Old 
Dick  Herbert's  hurt  his  right  hand,  and  so 
she " 

Race  caught  no  more,  but  he  instantly 
sprang  to  the  conclusion  that  the  trim  figure 
in  the  strange  car  must  be  that  of  the  famous 
woman  motorist  he  had  seen  yesterday, 
Madame  du  Guesclin,  the  pride  of  sporting 
France.  She  and  the  beautiful  but  bad- 
tempered  girl  in  the  restaurant  were  un- 
doubtedly on  terms   of  intimate   friendship 
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with  Richard  Herbert,  the  inventor  of  this 
gyroscopic  freak;  and  what  more  natural — 
since  Herbert  found  himself  unable  to  drive 
in  the  race — than  that  this  accomplished  lady 
should  offer  to  be  his  proxy  ? 

Whether  or  no  the  hidden  eyes  behind  the 
goggles  recognised  the  young  man  in  Scarlet 
Runner,  for  an  instant  the  masked  face 
turned  to  regard  him,  while,  by  means  of  a 
little  wheel,  the  "  chauffeuse  "  (as  people  were 
naming  her)  steered  her  extraordinary  car 
into  the  vacant  place.  Christopher  was  half- 
inclined  to  take  off  his  cap  to  her,  so  much 
did  he  admire  her  pluck  and  loyalty  to  her 
friend.  Indeed,  he  felt  as  if  they  had  a 
kind  of  acquaintance,  even  though  it  had  not 
begun  favourably. 

Everything  combined  to  focus  the  atten- 
tion of  the  crowd  upon  the  new  arrival.  A 
woman,  apparently  young,  certainly  brave 
and  skilful,  was  to  conduct  the  car  during  a 
long  and  trying  race,  and  that  appealed  to 
the  chivalry  and  romance  latent  in  most 
men's  hearts,  even  those  who  are  most  matter- 
of-fact.  Besides,  the  car  itself  was  so 
astonishing  that,  when  it  was  in  sight,  no  one 
would  look  at  any  other. 

So  swift,  so  stealthy,  so  snake-like  was  the 
motion  of  the  remarkable  machine  that  it 
produced  upon  the  minds  of  the  crowding 
onlookers  a  sensation  akin  to  awe.  In  no 
single  feature  did  this  car  copy  the  usual 
automobile,  and  all  the  assemblage  of  freaks 
suddenly  looked  quite  commonplace  com- 
pared with  it. 

The  thing  had  no  side  wheels ;  but  from 
under  the  metal  casing  two  central  wheels 
could  be  seen  revolving,  one  placed  behind 
the  other,  in  a  straight  line.  Running  as  it 
did  upon  these  two  central  wheels  alone,  the 
marvel  was  that  the  vehicle  could  keep 
upright.  Only  while  it  was  moving  could  it 
possibly  do  so,  after  the  manner  of  a  bicycle, 
thought  the  interested  spectators,  most  of 
whom  had  heard  of  this  new  invention 
without  really  believing  in  it  But  when 
the  gyroscopic  car  had  slid  into  its  place 
directly  in  front  of  Scarlet  Runner,  and  had 
come  silently  to  a  standstill,  it  still  remained 
upright  on  its  two  central  wheels.  Those 
who  were  completely  ignorant  of  the  real 
nature  of  the  invention  regarded  it  as  a  kind 
of  motor  miracle ;  but  Christopher  and 
others  who  had  read  with  intelligent  interest 
of  the  machine  which  was  being  made  under- 
stood more  or  less  what  was  happening. 
They  knew  that  the  cigar-shaped  vehicle  was 
kept  on  its  feet,  so  to  speak,  by  the  two. 
small  g)Toscopes  spinning  in  sealed  chambers. 


one  on  each  side  of  the  car,  and  driven  by 
the  current  from  a  small  electric  battery. 

People  who  had  looked  forward  to  seeing 
the  gyroscopic  motor  had  given  up  the  idea 
that  it  was  likely  to  run ;  therefore  its 
dramatic  arrival  at  almost  the  last  moment 
added  to  the  interest  created  by  its  extra- 
ordinary appearance.  A  shout  of  applause 
rose,  in  response  to  which  the  trim  chauf- 
feuse nodded  gaily,  as  if  she  took  part  of 
the  tribute  for  herself.  Then,  doubtless  with 
the  feminine  wish  to  "show  off"  what  her 
car  could  do,  she  jumped  lightly  out  to  speak 
to  an  old  man  who  came  towards  her.  She 
had  touched  a  hidden  spring,  and  a  step 
had  dropped  from  the  side  of  the  carriage, 
enabling  her  to  alight  with  ease.  This  was 
another  score  for  the  car,  but  there  was  better 
to  come ;  for,  sudden  as  was  the  displacement 
of  weight,  the  vehicle  only  swayed  through  a 
small  angle,  immediately  assuming  its  upright 
position  again. 

A  new  burst  of  applause  arose,  and  the 
throng,  pressing  from  all  quarters  to  gaze  at 
the  marvel,  nearly  broke  down  the  barriers 
put  up  to  prevent  interference  with  the  com- 
peting automobiles. 

This  time  the  young  woman  did  not  bow, 
for  she  was  talking  earnestly  to  the  old  man 
who  had  come  to  her  with  one  of  the  officials. 
He  had  his  right  hand  swathed  in  bandages, 
and  Christopher  was  sure  that  he  must  be 
Richard  Herbert,  the  inventor  of  the  now 
popular  favourite.  Race  recalled,  too,  having 
seen  the  face  in  newspaper  photographs  at 
the  time  when  the  earlier  invention  had  not 
yet  turned  out  a  failure.  It  was  a  fine  face, 
keen,  clever,  and  brave  in  outline,  and 
Christopher  asked  himself,  with  a  recurring 
qualm,  whether  he  really  had  said  anything 
sneering  about  the  old  man  to  Sir  John 
Maverick  yesterday.  He  did  not  think  so, 
except,  perhaps,  in  the  way  of  a  careless  gibe; 
but  if  he  had,  he  was  more  sorry  than  he 
had  been. 

He  was  thinking  complimentary  thoughts 
alike  about  the  inventor,  car,  and  chauffeuse 
when  the  masked  young  woman  raised  her 
voice  to  a  tone  loud  enough  for  him  to 
hear. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  laughing,  "we  are  the 
freakiest  freak  of  all.  And  I'm  glad  ;  for 
this  is  a  race  for  new  inventions,  and  the 
newest  ought  to  win.  I  really  don't  see 
what  that  poor,  old,  uninteresting  red  thing  is 
doing  in  this  galere^  do  you  ?  " 
.  It  was  the  voice  of  the  girl  who  had 
attacked  Christopher  in  the  restaurant  yes- 
terday ;  and  so  far  from  being  repentant,  she 
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was  now  gratifying  her  desire  for  revenge  by 
attacking  his  car. 

Abuse  of  Scarlet  Runner  was  to  Christopher 
what  a  red  rag  is  to  a  bull,  or  a  sneer  at  her 
first  baby  to  a  young  mother. 

"  Vicious  little  vixen  ! "  he  said  to  himself, 
turning  a  colour  to  match  his  car.  And 
instantly  a  furious  desire  to  beat  this  girl  in 
the  race  swept  over  him.  He  knew  that  it 
was  childish,  petty,  what  you  will  that  is 
stupid  and  wrong-headed,  to  care  in  the  least 
for  her  stabs  ;  but  he  was  as  angry  as  if  she 
had  stuck  her  hat-pins  into  one  of  Scarlet 
Runner's  beautiful  fat  tyres. 

"  I  can  beat  her,  and  all  the  rest  of  them, 
and  I  will.  Women  shouldn't  come  into  this 
sort  of  thing.  I  can't  stand  mannish  girls," 
he  thought.  "This  one  shall  see  what  the 
*  poor,  old,  uninteresting  red  thing '  can  do, 
anyhow." 

As  he  then  resolved,  the  freaks  were  busily 
getting  away.  The  girl  had  hopped  up  into 
the  gyroscopic  car  once  more,  an  official 
observer  from  the  club  by  her  side,  and  then, 
with  scarcely  a  sound  from  the  engines,  the 
black,  cigar-shaped  car  shot  ahead  like  a  shark 
chasing  its  prey.  Two  minutes  later  came 
Christopher's  turn,  his  own  "  observer " 
having  by  this  time  mounted  to  the  seat 
beside  him.  They  were  off  to  cover  the  first 
mile  of  the  thousand  which  would  complete 
the  test  And  not  one  man  but  was  his  own 
chauffeur. 

Through  London  and  the  stretch  of 
suburbia  that  lies  between  town  and  country 
the  long  line  of  strange-looking  automobiles 
— many  built  for  the  running  of  this  race — 
ran  slowly  enough,  serpentining  in  and  out 
of  traffic.     The  order  had  been  given  that  no 


competitor  must  pass  another  until  open 
spaces  had  been  reached,  therefore  Chris- 
topher was  compelled  to  keep  at  the  enemy's 
back.  He  had  but  too  many  opportunities 
for  observing  the  big  cigar  and  its  chauffeuse, 
of  seeing  the  ease  with  which  the  car  wormed 
in  and  out  among  big  vehicles,  how  ^leatly  it 
could  whisk  round  a  corner,  swinging  out- 
wards, not  inwards  as  other  motors  must ; 
how  sturdily  it  kept  upright  on  its  almost 
hidden  wheels,  and  how  the  stares  of  people 
in  the  street  followed  it  as  if  it  were  a  magic 
thing. 

Whatever  the  result  of  the  race  might 
be,  it  began  to  look  as  if  the  gyroscopic  car 
was  a  success,  and  had  come  to  stay. 

Of  its  speed  Christopher  had  been  able  to 
form  no  estimate  until  open  country  was 
reached,  but  then  it  shot  forward  with  the 
speed  of  a  newly-discovered  comet.  Opening 
Scarlet  Runner's  throttle  he  also  leaped 
ahead,  keeping  close  on  the  enemy's  heels ; 
and  he  realized  with  delight  that,  even 
without  acceleration,  he  was  holding  his 
own  in  the  race  which  seemed  now  to  be 
beginning. 

Soon  the  gyroscope,  with  Scarlet  Runner 
close  behind,  gained  upon  the  other  cars 
that  had  started  before  them.  Two  were 
swiftly  passed ;  others  still  ahead  could  be 
seen  clearly  through  a  light  haze  of  dust, 
then  more  rivals  were  outdistanced ;  and  so 
the  day  went  on. 

North-westward  swept  the  long  string  of 
cars,  keeping  to  the  course  mapped  out ; 
flying  through  English  landscapes  that  were 
charming  despite  naked  tree  branches  and 
frozen  grass  ;  slowing  down  for  the  controls 
in  town  after  town ;  speeding  out  again  to 


Vol.  xxxtv.— 63. 
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white  roads  between  bare  meadows.  And 
always  the  cigar-shaped  car  gained  upon  those 
that  had  started  in  advance,  passing  them 
one  by  one.  Always,  too.  Scarlet  Runner 
gave  chase,  never  outdistancing  the  gyroscope, 
but  never  getting  far  outdistanced  herself. 
Sometimes  Christopher  had  the  queer  black 
thing  well  in  sight,  sometimes  he  lagged  a 
few  miles  behind,  according  to  the  road 
surface ;  for  the  gyroscope  had  the  great 
advantage  of  running  on  a  single  track, 
inequalities  of  the  road  mattering  little ; 
besides,  less  surface  was  presented  to  the 
wind. 

The  Cigar  (as  Christopher  began  to  call 
the  Herbert  invention)  and  Scarlet  Runner 
had  started  in  the  race  fifteenth  and  sixteenth 
respectively ;  at  the  end  of  the  first  day  the 
former  was  already  ninth,,  the  latter  tenth. 
But  Christopher  was  b)eginning  to  doubt  his 
power  to  keep  continually  close  to  the  enemy, 
much  less  to  pass  ahead;  and  he  tried  to 
console  himself  by  thinking  that  his  dangerous 
rival  ought  not  to  have  been  admitted  as  a 
competitor  in  this  race.  The  thing  was  too 
much  like  a  racing  car. 

The  first  night  halt  was  in  an  important 
Midland  town,  where  all  the  automobiles 
were  driven  to  garages  and  locked  up,  so 
that  no  driver  could  touch  his  car  without 
the  knowledge  of  his  own  official  observer. 
Most  of  the  competitors  stopped  at  the 
largest  hotel  in  the  place,  and  Christopher 
bad  the  doubtful  pleasure  of  seeing  the  fair 
chaufFeuse  (very  smart  and  pretty  in  her, 
dinner  dress)  being  congratulated  in  the 
dining-room  by  a  number  of  her  chivalrous 
rivals.  Madame  du  Guesclin  (for  whom  he  had 
mistaken  the  girl  before  the  start)  had  arrived 
by  train,  to  chaperon  her  friend  and  hear  the 
latest  news.  Once,  from  across  the  room, 
Christopher  saw  her  draw  the  attention  of 
the  chaufTeuse  to  himself;  but  the  girl  imme- 
diately looked  away  again,  shrugging  her 
shoulders  daintily.  She  appeared  anything 
but  mannish  now,  yet  Christopher  repeated 
to  himself  that  she  was  one  of  those  detestable 
young  persons  who,  with  all  a  woman's  vanity, 
aped  man.  Even  when  he  learned  through 
a  motoring  acquaintance  that  she  was  Richard 
Herbert's  daughter  and  only  child,  driving  in 
her  father's  place  because  he  was  disabled, 
Race  did  not  soften  towards  her  in  his  heart. 
He  wanted  to  beat  her  because  she  had 
made  fun  of  Scarlet  Runner ;  and  in  his 
desire  to  do  that  he  half-forgot  how  much 
winning  meant  to  him  in  other  ways,  until  he 
received  an  encouraging  telegram  from  his 
uncle.     Then  he  remembered. 


The  race  was  to  last  five  days,  the  com- 
petitors zigzagging  about  England  to  fill  up 
the  allotted  distance  before  finishing  at 
Edinburgh  ;  and  for  the  Cigar  and  Scarlet 
Runner  the  second  day  was  almost  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  first.  Both  passed  other  cars,  but 
Christopher  could  not  pass  Miss  Herbert, 
try  as  he  might. 

On  the  third  day  she  had  only  three  rivals 
in  front  of  her,  and  the  contest  seemed  .to 
be  resolving  itself  into  a  duel  between  the 
gyroscope  and  Scarlet  Runner,  the  rest 
nowhere;  for  those  still  ahead  were  hardly 
holding  their  own. 

Not  once  during  the  long,  hard  hours  had 
the  black  Cigar  made  an  involuntary  halt, 
and  Scarlet  Runner  could  have  uttered  the 
same  boast  if  she  had  cared  to  waste  time 
in  talking.  Public  excitement  was  whipped 
up  by  long  reports  in  the  newspapers,  and 
crowds  lined  the  roads  outside  towns  and  big 
villages  to  cheer  Miss  Herbert  and  her 
dogged  pursuer, 

"  Ke«p  it  up  !  "  or,  "  Spurt,  why  don't 
you  ? "  boys  would  yell ;  and  on  the  fourth 
day  Christopher  obeyed.  He  did  "spurt," 
and  to  his  wild  joy  shot  past  the  Cigar,  to 
take  the  lead. 

By  this  time  the  two  were  well  in  front  of 
all  pursuers,  and  they  were  breasting  a  steep 
hill  when  the  gyroscope  seemed  to  lose  power 
and  falter  a  little  on  the  difficult  incline. 
Perhaps  there  was  a  temporary  failure  of 
petrol  pressure  ;  perhaps  a  fault  of  ignition  ; 
but  whatever  the  explanation,  Christopher 
was  quick  to  seize  his  chance.  With  a  few 
gay  notes  of  his  musical  siren  he  flashed  past, 
leaped  to  the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  swooped 
down  on  the  other  side.  But  despite  the 
lightrring  speed  at  which  his  manoeuvre  was 
accomplished,  Christopher  had  had  time  to 
glance  at  Miss  Herbert  as  he  tore  by. 

Up  till  now  she  had  been  distinguished  for 
her  neatness,  but  it  was  as  if  excitement  and 
anxiety  had  somehow  disarranged  the  girl. 
A  curling  lock  of  hair  the  colour  of  a  copper- 
beech  leaf  had  escaped  from  its  leather 
covering  to  fly  in  the  wind  like  a  flag 
signalling  distress.  Her  mask,  unfastened  on 
one  side,  was  hanging  from  the  dust-covered 
cap  by  a  cord,  and  the  beautiful  young  face 
was  pale  and  strained.  Christopher  suffered 
from  a  brief  spasm  of  compassion,  and  his 
delight  in  triumph  was  dashed  for  a  moment, 
but  he  said  to  himself  that  the  winning  of 
the  race  meant  far  more  to  him  than  it  could 
to  her.  She  would  have  no  mercy  upon  him, 
nor  did  he  want  it.  She  would  wish  for  none 
from  him  or  any  man   if  she  were  a  true 
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sportswoman,  and  this  she  really  did  appear 
to  be,  though  Christopher  liked  her  none  the 
better  for  that.  If  women  would  thrust 
themselves  into  the  sports  of  men,  there  was 
little  credit  to  them  in  not  claiming  chivalrous 


straight,  so  did  they  obscure  his  view.  Never- 
theless, on  the  principle  that  disagreeable 
things  are  always  the  ones  easiest  to  see,  he  was 
able  to  make  out,  in  that  swift  bird-flight,  that  a 
small  gloved  hand  threw  him  a  mocking  salute. 


•a  small  glovbo  hand  threw  him  a  mocking  salute." 


forbearance,  for  they  would  probably  not 
know  how  to  appreciate  it  if  it  were  offered. 

He  pressed  Scarlet  Runner  for  all  she  was 
worth,  and  was  happy  in  maintaining  the  lead 
■throughout  the  rest  of  the  day.  Naturally  it 
fell  to  him  to  start  first  next  morning,  an 
advantage  he  expected  to  use  to  the  utmost  \ 
but  it  is  an  old  story  that  pride  comes  often 
before  a  fall 

For  once  Scarlet  Runner  did  not  work 
loyally  with  her  master.  What  was  the 
matter  Christopher  could  not  tell,  for  she  had 
no  recognisable  symptoms,  and  of  all  things 
he  did  not  wish  to  stop.  But  she  was  listless 
and  out  of  sorts  ;  her  engine  did  not  pull 
with  its  usual  joyous  energy.  Evidently 
bracing  northern  winds  were  not  so  much  to 
her  taste  as  the  milder  airs  of  the  south. 
The  red  x:ar's  heart  beat  sluggishly,  and  ten 
miles  beyond  the  last  halting-place  he  heard 
a  horn-blast  in  his  ear,  pulled  a  little  to  his 
near  side,  and  saw  the  Cigar  dash  by  in  an 
insulting  cloud  of  dust.  So  swiftly  flew  the 
gyroscopic  car  that  it  tossed  up  a  tornado  of 
tiny  whirling  stones,  which  gave  Christopher 
all    he   could  do  to   keep    Scarlet  Runner 


As  if  conscious  of  her  wrongdoing,  no 
sooner  had  the  Cigar  swept  out  of  sight,  and 
the  cloud  subsided,  than  Scarlet  Runner 
picked  up.  strength  and  energv,  leaping 
forward  like  a  bound  that  strains  at  his 
leash.  There  were  still  some  hours  left  of 
this  last  day.  Who  could  tell  what  the  good 
car  might  do  yet  to  retrieve  her  fortunes  ? 

The  morning  fled.  Christopher  came  to 
the  next  control  without  having  had  another 
glimpse  of  the  gyroscope.  There  he  learned 
that  the  enemy  must  be  at  least  five  miles  in 
advance  of  him — an  easy  victory  at  last  within 
reach,  as  it  must  seem  to  everyone. 
.  Race,  bitterly  chagrined,  tried  to  choke 
back  his  disappointment  and  make  the  best 
of  it ;  but  he  felt  that,  if  his  successful  rival 
had  been  anyone  else  rather  than  this  revenge- 
ful-tempered young  woman,  it  would  have 
been  less  hard  to  bear  defeat. 

In  his  first  rage  at  the  news  which  seemed 
to  mean  failure  he  blurted  out  something  of 
what  was  in  his  mind  to  the  official  observer 
who  had  been  his  close  companion  from  the 
start. 

"  Pretty  and   young  as   she   is,  that  girl 


Digitized  by 


Google 


500 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


seems  to  have  not  one  feminine  grace  which 
isn't  of  the  body,"  he  said,  venomously. 
"  What  bad  form  to  wave  her  hand  as  she 
passed  me  !  But  you  can't  make  a  woman 
understand  how  to  play  the  game." 

"  I  think  you  do  her  injustice,"  returned 
the  observer,  whose  name  was  McLellan. 
"  I  believe  she's  a  very  nice  girl,  really  ;  but 
her  father  is  her  idol.  She'd  do  anything  for 
him,  people  who  know  her  say.  It  nearly 
broke  her  heart  that  other  invention  of  his 
proving  a  failure  a  few  years  ago,  when  she 
was  fifteen  or  sixteen.  Old  Dick  Herbert 
practically  brought  her  up  by  hand.  He  was 
middle-aged  when  he  married  her  mother, 
who  died  tit  the  girl's  birth,  and  the  two  have 
been  everything  to  each  other  since.  She 
learned  motor-driving  and  something  of 
mechanics  to  please  her  father,  because  she 
knew  he  was  inventing  this  gyroscopic  car, 
and  she  thought,  as  he  was  old,  a  little  prac- 
tical chauffeuring  might  come  in  handy  in  • 
the  family.  A  friend  of  theirs  told  me  the 
other  day  that  this  girl — Dorothy,  1  think  her 
name  is — has  nearly  used  up  a  legacy  left  her 
by  some  relatives  as  a  dot  in  having  this  car 
built.  It  must  have  cost  a  good  bit  of 
money,  and  they  have  next  to  nothing  to  live 
on.  If  the  car  wins  the  first  prize  a  big  syn- 
dicate has  promised  to  take  up  the  invention, 
I  understand,  and  will  manufacture  for  the 
market.  That'll  mean  fortune  as  well  as 
fame  for  Dick  Herbert,  so  you  see  it  isn't 
exactly  unfeminine  in  the  girl  to  want  to  win 
the  race." 

"I  see,"  said  Christopher;  and  he  did 
see  —  several  things.  Having  an  almost 
uncomfortably  strong  sense  of  justice,  he 
understood  in  this  flash  of  enlightenment 
exactly  how  Dorothy  Herbert,  the  father- 
worshipper,  must  have  felt  when  she  heard 
him  freely  discussing  her  idol  and  his  inven- 
tions with  the  organizer  of  the  race.  Well, 
at  least  she  was  going  to  have  her  revenge ! 
It  was  hard  on  him ;  but  suddenly  he 
realized  that  he  did  not  grudge  it  to  her  as 
he  had  done  five  minutes  ago. 

"  Look  !  "  exclaimed  McI^Uan,  abruptly 
breaking  a  long  silence.  "  What's  that  we've 
just  come  in  sight  of — down  there,  under  the 
third  hill  ?  " 

"  By  Jove  !  it's  the  Cigar  !  "  cried  Chris- 
topher. 

There  it  was,  a  mere  flying  speck,  seen  far 
away  across  broken  and  undulating  land,  as 
Scarlet  Runner,  with  heated  pneus,  topped  a 
commanding  hill. 

At  first  there  was  doubt  in  Christopher's 
mind.     It  might  be  the  Cigar;  it  might  be 


some  other  automobile  not  connected  with 
the  race  at  all.  But  curiously  soon  doubt 
merged  into  certainty.  There  was  no  mis- 
take about  that  queer,  long  shape ;  therefore, 
since  he  was  going  at  his  top  speed,  the 
gyroscopic  car  must  have  slowed  down. 
Something  was  wrong ;  clearly  something 
was  wrong. 

Assuredly  Christopher  was  gaining  on  his 
rival,  and  gaining  rapidly.  He  could  see  the 
outline  of  Miss  Herbert's  slim  figure,  with 
the  broad  back  of  the  stolid  official  observer 
by  her  side. 

Scarlet  Runner  was  at  her  very  best,  but, 
until  now,  that  best  had  not  been  enough  to 
defeat  this  conquering  enemy. 

Christopher  felt  like  patting  the  car  as  if 
she  had  been  a  mare,  and  chirruping  words 
of  encouragement. 

"  You've  got  a  chance  yet,"  said  McLellan; 
and  Race's  heart  leaped. 

He  vvas  hot  on  his  rival's  trail  now — so  near 
that  to  his  surprise  and  almost  horror  he 
could  see  that  the  snaky  gyroscope  was 
slowing,  and  rocking  strangely  from  side  to 
side. 

The  stolid  observer  seated  in  that  strange 
"  nick  "  of  the  Cigar  was  stolid  no  longer.  In 
alarm  he  half-rose  from  his  seat ;  the  car 
swayed  more  violently,  like  a  ship  wallowing 
in  the  trough  of  the  sea;  then  two  little 
legs  shot  down,  one  on  either  side,  as  if  in 
self-defence.  1'he  black,  shark-like  object 
ran  in  towards  the  near  side  and  came  to 
a  standstill. 

"  Was  the  stop  involuntary?"  Christopher 
eagerly  asked  himself.  It  looked  as  if  it 
were.  And,  if  so,  his  own  chance  of  winning 
was  redoubled.  The  car  that  got  in  first 
and  had  had  the  fewest  mishaps  would  win. 
He  had  had  no  mishaps  yet,  and  it  only 
remained  for  him  to  arrive  first  at  the 
winning-post. 

So  far  he  and  Miss  Herbert  were  the 
two  drivers  who  had  not  had  to  make 
involuntary  stops.  Others  had  had  two  or 
three  each.  Now,  he  alone  had  had  none; 
for  even  as  he  thought  it  became  clear  that 
the  gyroscope  was  in  trouble. 

It  stood  sturdily  upright,  but  helpless,  on 
its  little  metal  legs,  and  as  Christopher  came 
up  the  girl  had  just  got  down,  utter  dejection 
in  every  line  of  her  figure  and  the  droop  of 
her  once  proud  head.  Something  in  himself, 
which  he  did  not  understand  and  could  not 
account  for,  made  him  disconnect  the  oil 
force-pump  and  put  on  the  brake.  Scarlet 
Runner  stopped,  pulsing,  by  the  side  of  the 
sad  Cigar. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    SCARLET   RUNNER. 


501 


"  What  on  earth  are  you  about  ?  "  growled 
McLellan.  "  Don't  you  know  you're  giving 
away  your  race  ?  " 

"  Can't  help  it.  Think  something's  wrong 
with  me,"  Christopher  muttered,  a  misleading 
answer.  For  if  something  were  wrong  with 
him,  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  his  car. 

He  got  down  from  his  car  and  walked 
towards  her. 

"Can  I  do  anything  for  you,  Miss 
Herbert?"  he 
asked  correctly, 
raising  his  cap, 
as  if  he  had 
come  across  a 
stranded  motor 
on  an  ordinary 
road  excursion. 

The  girl  was 
gazing  at  him  in 
astonishmen  t. 
Her  mask  was  off 
and  her  charm- 
ing face,  white  to 
the  lips,  was 
bathed  in  dusty 
tears.  Oh,  no, 
there  was  no- 
thing mannish 
about  her  now ! 
But  Christopher 
had  forgotten 
that  he  had  ever 
accused  her,  in 
his  mind.  She 
looked  so  young, 
so  forlorn,  so  broken-hearted,  that  her  brave 
attempt  to  rally  and  ignore  her  tears  at  sight 
of  him  seemed  doubly  pathetic  to  Christopher. 

"  Do  •anything  for  me  ?  "  she  echoed,  in 
astonishment  so  profound  as  to  reveal  how 
entirely  she  had  regarded  him  as  the  implac- 
able enemy.  "  1— don't  understand.  I'm 
en  panne.  You've  beaten  me.  Please  go 
on.     I— I  can't  start  again,  that's  all." 

Her  voice  wavered  and  choked.  She 
turned  away  her  face  to  hide  tears  that  would 
begin  to  fall  again  to  water  the  dead  ashes  of 
her  hopes. 

"  I  should  like  to  help  you,  if  I  can,"  said 
Christopher. 

"  But — but  why  ?  "  asked  the  girl,  almost 
suspiciously.  **  I've  been  most  horribly  rude 
to  you — not  that  you  didn't  deserve  it.  But 
anyhow,  /  don't  deserve  anything  of  you 
now,  except— except  hatred." 

**  You  haven't  exactly  put  yourself  out 
to  please  me,"  returned  Christopher,  dryly. 
"  But  why  should  you  ?     And  I'm  not  doing 


'  THE  GIRL   WAS  GAZING   AT    HIM    IN    ASTONISHMBNT. 


this  to  please  you.  It's  because  I  can't  do 
anything  else.  What  do  you  think's  the 
matter?"  he  inquired. 

"Oh,  short-circuit  somewhere,  and  the 
gyroscopes  won't  spin,"  she  answered,  desper- 
ately. "  If  they  don't  turn,  the  car  can't 
keep  upright  when  in  motion.  You're  awfully 
kind — quite  incredibly  kind,  heaping  coals  of 
fire  on  my  head.  But  you  can't  do  anything 
for  me,  except  go  on  and  leave  me  to  my 

fate." 

"  Let    me   see 
if     I    can't     do 
something,"    the 
young    man    pa- 
tiently  persisted. 
"  Dog    can't   eat 
dog,  you  know." 
There  was  no- 
thing concerning 
mechanism,  or 
accu  m  ulators, 
batteries,    and 
wires,  that  Chris- 
topher Race  had 
not   studied  and 
learned  by  heart. 
From     remote 
days    of    early 
Benzes  and  origi- 
nal L^on  Bolides 
he   had  wrestled 
with  these  things 
by   the   roadside 
until    knowledge 
of    their   myriad 
eccentricities  had  eaten  into  his  very  being. 
Now,  it  needed  no  very  profound  research  to 
discover  what  had  happened   to  the  Cigar. 
One   accumulator   was   exhausted,   as    Miss 
Herbert  would  soon  have  found  out  when  she 
had    had   a   chance   to  examine    the    inner 
workings  of  her  car.     There  had  been  short- 
circuiting  through  a  badly-insulated  wire. 

"  Accumulator  used  up,"  announced 
Christopher. 

"  1  was  afraid  so.  Oh,  poor  father  !  What 
will  become  of  me?"  wailed  the  girl,  in  a 
very  small,  heart-broken  voice. 

"  I  have  a  spare  one,"  Christopher  said. 
"You're  very  welcome  to  it." 

"  No,"  she  cried,  "  I  wouldn't  take  it  from 
you.  I  couldn't  possibly.  Oh,  you  don't 
know  how  you're  making  me  feel,  offering 
me  the  chance  to  win  the  race  from  you, 
when  already  it  was  as  good  as  yours.     And 

you — of  all  people  !     1 " 

"  Don't  say  any  more,"  cut  in  Christopher. 
"  I  want  you  to  have  the  accumulator.    Then 
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we  can  start  fair  again,  when  you  have  your 
chance.  I  shouldn't  enjoy  a  win  now  unless 
you  had  that  chance.  No  credit  to  me,  you 
see.  If  we  linger  here  some  of  the  others 
will  be  on  us,  and  neither  of  us  will  win. 
What  ?     It  won't  take  a  minute  to  fit." 

The  temptation  was  too  great  for  her. 
She  let  him  run  back  to  his  car  (which  she 
couldn't  help  remembering  that  she  had 
called  a  "  poor,  old,  uninteresting  red  thing  ") 
and  take  from  under  the  seat  that  spare 
accumulator  which  might  mean  salvation  for 
her  and  defeat  for  him. 

Then  he  began  working  with  quick,  deft 
fingers  at  the  Cigar,  while  the  two  oflftcial 
observers,  who  had  seized  the  opportunity 
for  cigarettes,  looked  at  their  stop-watches 
and  made  a  hasty  jotting  or  two  in  their 
note-books. 

"  There  ! "  exclaimed  Christopher.  "  You've 
plenty  of  power  for  your  gyroscopes  again. 
See,  they're  spinning  round  like  mad.  Now 
you  can  get  off." 

As  he  spoke  the  girl  sprang  to  her  seat, 
the  observer  following  her  example,  as 
McLellan  climbed  expectantly  back  into 
Scarlet  Runner.  "  I  can  never  thank  you 
enough  for — for  the  coals  of  fire,"  Miss 
Herbert  said,  her  hand  on  the  steering-wheel. 
"  But — I'm  going  to  let  you  start  first.  Oh, 
why  dorCt  you  go?  We  mustn't  wait.  I 
almost  think  I  see  a  car  coming  in  the 
distance  behind." 

"  No,  you  mustn't  wait,"  echoed  Chris- 
topher, laconically. 

He  was  standing  against  one  of  his  own 
driving-wheels,  looking  up  at  her  with  an 
odd  expression  in  his  eyes,  as  if  he  were 
suddenly  very  tired.  She  was  no  longer 
white.  A  bright  colour  stained  her  cheeks, 
but  it  was  Christopher  who  was  pale  under 
dust  and  tan.  He  felt  rather  dejected,  for  he 
was  in  the  act  of  doing  a  hideous  thing — 
wounding  his  best  friend.  Also  he  was 
throwing  away  ten  thousand  pounds,  and  a 
fortune  from  his  uncle,  just  because  a  girl 
had  cried  and  looked  forlorn  —a  young  girl, 
brave  and  loyal,  who  had  impoverished  her- 
self for  her  father  and  was  fighting  for  him 
now  against  all  odds. 

Christopher  had  quietly,  stealthily  taken  a 
penknife  from  his  pocket  and,  with  his  hand 
behind  him,  had  driven  the  little  blade  deep 
into  Scarlet  Runner's  tyre.  Poor,  faithful 
Scarlet  Runner,  who  had  served  him  so  well, 
and  whose  heart  was  throbbing  still  with  the 
desire  and  power  to  bear  him  on  to  victory  ! 
Yet  he  couldn't  take  that  victory,  and  see 
the  girl  lose.      He  had  hated  her,   but  he 


didn't  hate  her  now.  He  simply  couldn't  be 
the  cause  of  making  her  fight  in  vain. 

"  I  said  we  mustn't  wait.  And  you  must 
go  first,"  she  repeated. 

"Sorry,"  said  Christopher,  dully,  with  a 
lump  in  his  throat,  as  he  hoped  that  Scarlet 
Runner  would  forgive  him.  "  I'm  afraid  I 
can't  obey.  I  appear  to  be  hung  up  too. 
Tyre  down,  I  see." 

Dorothy  Herbert  stared  at  the  flattening 
rubber,  and  Mcl^ellan  whistled  faintly, 
making  a  sound  rather  like  the  escaping 
air  which  gushed  from  the  tyre's  wounded 
inner  tube. 

"  It  would  be  quixotic  of  you  to  wait  for 
me  now,"  went  on  Christopher.  "Fortune 
of  war.  But  I  don't  give  up  yet.  It  won't 
take  me  long  to  replace  this  tyre,  and  I  have 
a  fighting  chance  still.  But  there's  no  fun 
for  either  of  us  if  you  don't  start  at  once.  I 
beg  you  to  go  on." 

Hesitating,  half- reluctant,  half-eager,  the 
girl  let  herself  be  hypnotized  by  the  com- 
mand in  her  late  enemy's  eyes.  Almost 
mechanically  her  foot  pressed  the  clutch 
lever;  a  touch  on  another  lever  drew  up 
the  supporting  metal  legs.  The  car  moved 
forward.  Once  the  driver  looked  back, 
maskless ;  a  few  seconds  later  she  had 
dropped  over  the  brow  of  a  hill. 

"I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  record  this — 
er — stop  against  you,"  said  McLellan,  as 
Christopher  renewed  the  inner  tube  and 
forced  on  the  cover  by  means  of  the  new 
American  tool  which  had  served  him  bravely 
not  long  ago,  on  a  certain  eventful  journey  to 
Bamet.  "  It's  my  duty  to  do  that.  All  the 
same,  I — well,  I  think  it's  about  the  finest 
thing  I've  ever  known  a  man  to  do — ^jolly  lot 
finer  than  the  record  you  might  have  made, 
if  you  hadn't  done  it." 

"There  are  some  things  you  must  do — 
you  don't  know  why,"  grumbled  Christopher, 
once  more  taking  his  seat. 

Far  beyond  the  outskirts  of  Edinburgh 
crowds  began  to  line  the  roadway  on  either 
side — cheering,  enthusiastic  crowds,  prepared 
to  give  the  winners  a  hearty  Scotch  welcome. 
Then,  thicker  and  thicker  grew  the  press  in 
the  southern  suburbs.  It  seemed  that  Low- 
lands and  Highlands  had  banded  together  to 
form  one  huge,  shouting  throng. 

"  Put  on  a  spurt,  master  !  "  roared  a  tall 
soldier  in  kilts.  "The  lassie's  no  far  ahead 
o'  ye  the  noo  ! " 

Christopher  smiled,  but  not  very  gaily.  He 
was  beating  down  the  temptation  to  lessen  the 
distance  between  the  cars,  and  he  had  con- 
quered it  just  enough  to  give  that  smile. 
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At  last  he  struck  the  superb  line  of  Princes 
Street,  and  far  away  at  the  other  end  he 
could  see  a  crimson  banner,  which  marked 
the  winning-post  Speeding  towards  that 
flutter  of  red  (yet  not  so  fast  as  it  might  have 
gone  if  the  chaufTeuse  had  chosen)  was  the 
gyroscope. 

The  air  rang  with  applause  as  the  snake- 
like car,  with  the  pale  girl  driving,  passed 
beneath  the  flag;  and  Christopher,  hearing, 
could  not  have  analysed  the  feelings  which 
surged  in  his  breast. 

He  had  timed  his  own  arrival  as  he 
followed,  and  he  came  in  at  the  finish 
precisely  as  he  had  started,  exactly  two 
minutes  behind  the  car  which  set  out  before 
him. 

Those  who  did  not  know  doubtless  thought 
he  ought  to  be  glad  and  proud  to  win  the 
second  prize,  an  exceedingly  handsome  gold 
cup ;  but  Christopher  knew,  and  if  he  had 
not  known  he  would  have  become  un- 
pleasantly certain  when  he  saw  his  uncle's  face. 

The  old  man  had  come  by  train  to 
Edinburgh  to  meet  the  winner  of  the  first 
prize,  who,  from  telegraphic  accounts,  he  had 
little  doubt  would  be  his  nephew. 

He  had  taken  a  suite  of  rooms  at  the  hotel 
which  he  considered  best,  and  had  ordered 
the  most  elaborate  dinner  the  chef  could 
produce,  to  be  accompanied  by  plenty  of  the 
most  expensive  champagne. 
And,  behold,  his  joyous 
preparations  were  wasted  ! 

This  was  bad  enough,  but 
a  few  words  from  McLellan 
(to  whom  he  had  been  in- 
troduced on  the  day  of  the 
start)  made  matters  worse. 
The  two  met  in  the  hall  of 
the  hotel  where  Mr.  Race 
was  all  but  dancing  with 
rage  as  he  waited  to  berate 
the  Failure  who  was  putting 
up  Scarlet  Runner  in  the 
garage.  A  few  words,  well 
meant  on  McLellan's  part, 
and  spoken  in  praise  of 
Christopher's  chivalrous 
generosity,  gave  the  old 
man  some  idea  of  the  true 
state  of  the  case. 

Unable  to  trust  himself 
longer  in  the  society  of  his 
fellow  -  man,  he  stumbled 
upstairs  to  the  private 
dining  -  room,  where  the 
flower-decorated  t^ble  com- 
pletely maddened  him.    He 


had  left  word  for  his  nephew  to  follow,  and 
when  Christopher  arrived  he  was  in  the  act 
of  throwing  a  large  bunch  of  hot-house  roses 
into  the  fire. 

"  Don't  do  that,  uncle.  It's  murder,"  said 
the  young  man,  whose  mother  had  taught 
him  to  respect  the  rights  of  flowers. 

"I — I  want  to  commit  murder,"  stam- 
mered Mr.  Race,  too  furious  to  be  coherent. 
"  I'd — I'd  like  to  murder  you,  and  smash  up 
your  beastly  car." 

"Come,  isn't  that  rather  hitting  a  man 
when  he's  down?"  suggested  Christopher. 
"  I  didn't  enjoy  getting  beaten,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  didn't  you,  indeed  ?  Then  why  did 
you  let  yourself  be  beaten  ? "  shouted  his 
uncle.  "  You  needn't  think  to  deceive  me. 
1  know  what  you  did.  You'd  play  Quixote, 
would  you  ?  Well,  you'll  find  it  an  expensive 
part  to  keep  up.  Perhaps  you  didn't  think 
I  meant  what  I  said  ;  but  I  did,  every  word 
of  it.  You've  chucked  away  ten  thousand 
pounds  of  good  money  you  might  have  had  for 
the  taking,  and  a  hundred  thousand  besides— 
which  I'm  not  going  to  leave  to  a  love-sick  fool." 

"Love-sick  fool?"  echoed  Christopher, 
surprised.     "  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  you  didn't  know  that  McLellan 
saw  you  stick  a  knife  into  your  tyre  because 
you'd  fallen  in  love  with  some  baby-faced 
girl,  who " 


TAt.K    TO    HIM    LIKE    THAT  *,      I    DON't   CAKE   WHO    YOU   ARE  I' 
^HE    EXCI-AIMIvU." 
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"  Oh,  did  you  stick  a  knife  into  it  ?  "  cried 
a  horrified  voice  at  the  door. 

Neither  man  had  heard  a  knock,  or  seen 
the  door— which  had  not  been  closed — 
gently  pushed  open. 

Dorothy  Herbert  had  lain  in  wait  vainly 
outside  for  someone  who  had  deliberately 
(but  from  the  best  intentions)  avoided 
meeting  her.  Then  she  had  inquired,  and 
learned  that  Mr.  Race  had  a  private  sitting- 
room — No.  19 — on  the  first  floor.  She  had 
asked  to  be  taken  there,  not  knowing  that 
there  was  more  than  one  Mr.  Race ;  and, 
hearing  an  angry  voice,  had  been  seized  with 
a  terrible  idea.  l*he  man  who  had  made  a 
great  sacrifice  for  her  was  being  reproached, 
she  thought,  by  some  official  connected  with 
the  race  for  giving  it  away.  She  must  defend 
him  !  .  .  .  But  though  she  had  suspected 
something,  she  had  not  known  what  effectual 
means  he  had  taken  to  give  her  a  long  start 
at  the  end. 

As  both  men  turned  to  look  at  her,  and  she 
saw  the  elder's  fierce  old  face,  dark  red  with 
anger,  her  spirit  rose. 

"You  shall  not  talk  to  him  like  that;  I 
don't  care  who  you  are ! "  she  exclaimed. 
"  It's  nonsense  to  say  he  cared  about  my 
'baby  face,'  for  yw  the  girl  he  allowed  to 
beat  him.  Why,  he  hates  me — and  1  deserve 
it.  He  did  the  noble,  chivalrous  thing  you're 
scolding  him  for,  simply  because  1  was  a 
woman,  crying  there  in  the  road,  and  perhaps 
because  he  knew  how  much  it  meant  for  me 
to  win.     My  father  is  Richard  Herbert " 

"  I  don't  care  who  your  father  is,  child— 
but,  for  Heaven's  sake,  who  was  your 
mother?"  faltered  Mr.  Race,  in  a  changed 
voice,  staring  with  eager  eyes  at  the  girl. 
'*!  saw  you  in  London  the  day  before  the 
start.  You  were  in  a  restaurant.  I — you 
are  the  image  of  someone  I  once  knew — 
someone  I  once  loved — who  went  out  of  my 
life  and  disappeared." 

"  They  say  I'm  like  my  mother,"  said  the 
girl,  her  face  softening.  "Her  name  was 
Dorothy  Lindell." 

"  I  thought  so  ! "  exclaimed  the  old  man. 
"  You  are  Dorothy  Lindell  over  again.  She 
was  the  only  woman  I  ever  cared  for,  though 
she  was  almost  young  enough  to  be  my 
daughter.  She  promised  to  be  my  wife ; 
but  before  the  time  came  she  ran  away,  and 
left  a  note  saying  she  couldn't  make  up  her 
mind  to  have  me ;  she'd  only  consented  to 
please  an  aunt  of  hers  who'd  brought  her 
up — consented  because  I  was  rich.  I  never 
saw  her  again,  and  I  hated  her  for  a  while, 
but  she  wasn't  the  kind  a  man  could  hate 


long,  no  matter  what  she  did  to  him,  or  how 
hard  he  was.  I  forgave  her  in  time — ^so 
thoroughly  that  last  year,  when  I  had  cause 
to  be  disgusted  with  my  nephew  here,  I  half 
made  up  my  mind  to  advertise  for  her  or  her 
heirs  and  leave  one  or  the  other  all  I  have  in 
the  world.  So  you're  the  girl  Christopher 
Race  risked  ruining  himself  for  ?  " 

"  I'm  the  girl  to  whom  he's  behaved  like  a 
knight  of  King  Arthur's  table,"  Dorothy 
Herbert  answered. 

"Then — I  wish  he  would  be  a  love-sick 
fool.  Anyhow,  I  forgive  him  now.  I 
wouldn't  have  had  him  do  anything  different 
Do  you  hear  that,  Chris?    Shake  hands." 

Christopher  shook  hands.  And  even  as 
he  did  so  he  began  to  realize  that,  perhaps, 
after  all,  he  was  what  his  uncle  called  him. 
He  had  often  been  half  in  love,  but  never 
wholly  in  love  until — could  it  be  possible  he 
was  f — now.  But  then  he  had  never  known 
such  a  girl.  There  never  could  have  been  such 
a  girl,  not  even  Dorothy  Lindell,  who  was  the 
"kind  that  no  man  could  hate  for  long." 

After  all,  they  ate  the  elaborate  dinner  and 
drank  the  expensive  champagne,  and  Mr. 
Race  sent  down  for  more  roses — many  more 
roses,  because  Dorothy  Herbert,  the  winner 
of  the  race,  and  her  friend  Madame  du 
Guesclin  were  his  guests. 

By  the  time  the  evening  was  over  Christo- 
pher did  not  wonder  any  more  about  the  matter, 
but  was  quite  sure,  once  and  for  all,  that  be 
was  a  love-sick  fool.  When  his  uncle  accused 
him  of  it  again — in  a  very  different  tone — he 
confessed.     No  scolding  followed,  however. 

"She'll  get  a  rich  husband  if  she  takes 
you,"  the  old  man  said.  "But — I  don't 
believe  she'll  be  marrying  you  for  your  money. 
You  have  certain  attractions,  and  I've  an 
idea  she's  aware  of  them  already.  It's  only 
fair  you  should  get  a  prize  of  some  sort,  and 
I  expect  she'll  see  that.  She  seems  wonder- 
fully fair-minded — for  a  woman,  and  not 
conceited,  either ;  so  whether  she'll  think 
she's  good  enough  to  make  up  to  you  for  the 
ten  thousand  pounds  you  flung  her,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  hundred  thousand  you'd  have 
lost  if  she  hadn't  had  her  mother's  face,  who 
can  tell?" 

Nobody  could  tell.  But  Christopher  asked 
that  question,  or  something  equivalent,  and 
Dorothy  answered  that  she  would  do  her 
best>  It  is  easy  for  a  girl  to  "do  her  best " 
for  the  man  she  loves  ;  and  the  chauffeuse 
of  the  gyroscope  thought  the  chauffeur  of 
Scarlet  Runner  the  only  man  in  the  world — 
except  Dick  Herbert. 
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By  William  Dalton, 

Author  of  "  Dalton  on  Bridge^'  *'  *  Saturday '  Bridge,''  "  Bridge  at  a  Glance,''  etc. 


I  HEN  I  mentioned  to  my  friends 
that  I  had  been  asked  to  write 
an  article  on  "  Blunders  at 
Bridge,"  they  said:  "That's 
easy  enough.  You  have  only 
got  to  watch  So-and-so  for  half 
an  hour  to  get  any  amount  of  material," 
naming  their  own  particular  pet  aversion  at 
the  bridge  table.  Certainly  one  sees  plenty 
of  mistsdces  and  makes  plenty  of  mistakes 
every  day  that  one  plays  bridge,  but  still  it 
is  not  altogether  easy  to  quote  remarkable 
instances.  The  result  of  mistakes  varies  so 
very  much.  Sometimes  quite  a  small  error 
will  have  the  most  dire  consequences,  and  at 
other  times  one  may  make  a  bad  blunder  and 
yet  not  lose  much  by  it. 

Everybody  who  plays  bridge  regularly  is 
bound  to  make  mistakes.  That  is  an  absolute 
certainty.  Do  not  run  away  with  the  idea  that 
the  faculty  of  making  blunders,  and  bad 
blunders,  is  confined  to  indifferent  players. 
^Iobody  is  perfect  at  anything.  We  are  told 
that  even  Homer  nodded  at  times,  and  in  the 
same  way  even  the  finest  bridge-players  will 
occasionally  be  caught  napping.  The  only 
difference  is  that  when  the  good  player  has 
made  a  blunder  he  will  generally  be  the  first 
to  recognise  the  fact  and  to  acknowledge  it, 
whereas  the  indifferent  player  will  try  to 
defend  himself  and  to  argue  that  he  was  right. 
There  are  certain  common  and  rather 
expensive  errors  which  inexperienced  players 
are  very  apt  to  fall  into.  Perhaps  the  most 
common  of  them  all  is  not  returning  their 
partner's  original  lead  at  No  Trumps  because 

VoL  xxxiv.— 64. 


they  can  see  a  winning  card,  or  possibly  a 
tenace,  in  the  dummy.  They  fail  to  recog- 
nise that  that  winning  card  or  that  tenace  is 
there  and  is  bound  to  make  in  any  case, 
whether  they  lead  up  to  it  or  not,  so  instead 
of  continuing  with  the  original  suit  they 
open  another  one  at  random,  and  the  result 
is  generally  disastrous. 

There  can  be  no  more  aggravating  partner 
than  the  player  who  will  not  return  your 
original  lead  at  No  Trumps.  He  will  say 
afterwards,  "I  could  not  return  your  lead 
right  up  to  the  ace  or  the  king."  But  why 
not  ?  That  ace  or  that  king  is  going  to  win  a 
trick,  and  the  sooner  it  is  got  rid  of  the  better. 

A  similar  instance  is  when  a  player  has  to 
lead  up  to  dummy  and  holds  king  and  one 
other  of  a  suit  of  which  neither  the  ace  nor 
the  queen  is  in  the  dummy  hand.  Nothing 
will  induce  th^  indifferent  player  to  touch 
this  suit.  He  will  lead  anything  rather.  He 
will  cling  on  like  grim  death  to  that  singly- 
guarded  king,  although  it  is  absolutely  use- 
less unless  his  partner  has  either  the  ace  or 
queen.  This  lead  of  the  king  from  king  and 
one  up  to  weakness  in  dummy  is  a  very 
favourite  one  with  all  good  players,  especially 
against  a  suit  declaration.  It  can  do  no 
possible  harm,  Jtnd  it  may  be  so  very  useful. 
I  remember  once  leading  from  this  com- 
bination up  to  the  knave  and  two  others  in 
dummy.  My  king  won  the  trick  and  I 
followed  with  the  small  one;  my  partner  won 
with  the  queen  and  led  another  small  one, 
which  I  trumped.  The  dealer  had  the  ace 
all  the  time,  but  he  had  tried  to  play  what 
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is  known  as  the  "  Bath  coupj'  with  the  result 
that  he  did  not  win  a  trick  in  the  suit  at  all. 

Some  players  are  very  wooden.  Not  long 
ago  I  was  playing  with  a  partner  of  this 
pattern  against  a  No-Trump  declaration  made 
by  the  dummy.  My  partner  had  the  open- 
ing lead,  and  things  had  gone  very  badly  for 
us — in  fact,  we  had  not  won  a  single  trick. 
At  last  he  got  the  lead.  Every  suit  was 
marked  against  us  except  spades,  which  had 
not  been  touched.  My  partner  had  king 
and  one  other,  and  the  queen,  lo,  and 
another  were  in  dummy.  The  game  was 
absolutely  lost  unless  I  held  the  ace  and 
knave  of  spades.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  had 
them  both  and  three  others,  but  do  you 
suppose  that  he  would  lead  that  king  of 
.spades  ?  Not  a  chance.  He  led  something 
else  and  we  lost  the  game.  When  it  was 
over  I  suggested,  very  mildly,  "  Could  not 
you  have  tried  me  with  a  spade?  It  was 
the  only  chance  of  saving  the  game."  He 
replied,  in  a  most  aggrieved  tone  of  voice, 
"  I  couldn't  possibly  lead  that.  I  had  only 
king  and  one  other,  and  I  was  certain  to 
make  a  trick  in  the  suit  if  I  sat  tight  with  it." 
He  did  sit  tight  with  it,  and  we  made  one 
trick  in  the  suit,  but  that  was  all  we  did 
make ;  and  we  lost  five  by  cards  instead  of 
losing  only  the  odd  trick.  Yet  nothing  on 
earth  would  have  induced  that  man  to 
acknowledge  that  he  had  played  wrong. 

Leading  an  ace  "  to  have  a  look  round  "  is 
another  very  common  form  of  giving  away 
tricks.  Certainly  the  look  round  is  obtained, 
but  often  at  a  heavy  expense,  and  the  look 
round  is  usually  of  very  little  use  when  it  is 
obtained.  Some  players  never  seem  to 
realize  that  an  ace  has  other  uses  besides 
winning  one  trick.  Its  proper  office  is  to 
slay  a  king  or  queen,  and  to  stop  that  suit 
for  the  time  being.  Also  it  is  invaluable  as 
a  card  of  re-entry,  and  those  precious  cards 
of  re-entry — how  dearly  we  miss  them  when 
they  have  been  lightly  parted  with  early  in 
the  hand.  The  value  of  an  ace  is  nowadays 
recognised  by  almost  everybody  in  the  No- 
Trump  game,  but  against  a  suit  declaration  it 
is  still  a  favourite  practice  with  weak  players 
to  lead  out  an  ace  if  they  have  one  so  as  to 
see  the  dummy  hand  before  parting  with  the 
lead,  and  many  a  game  is  sacrificed  by  so 
doing. 

One  sometimes  sees  the  most  extraordinary 
and  inexplicable  blunders,  but  I  think  that 
the  worst  I  ever  saw  made  by  a  player  with 
any  pretensions  to  knowledge  of  the  game,  or 
even  to  common  sense,  was  the  following. 

The  score  was  Y  Z  24,  A  B  i8. 


Z  dealt  and  left  it  to  Y,  who  declared 
diamonds.  A  had  to  lead.  A's  hand  and 
Y*s  were : — 

Hearts— Qurcn,  knave,  7,  6,  s,  4,  3. 
Diamonds— ro,  3. 
Clubs — Queen,  4. 
Spades— Ace,  6. 


Hearts— 8,  3. 
Diamonds — Ace,  king, 
queen,  7. 
Clubs— King,  luiave,  5. 
Spades — King,  queen, 
9.3. 

Trick  2. 
A 


9   ^ 
9   ^ 

1        ^ 

s? 

A  B,  X 

^ 

YZ,i 

,   0     0 

o    o\ 

o 


A  now  had  to  lead.  His  partner  was 
marked  with  the  best  trump,  the  knave,  and 
the  only  remaining  heart.  The  only  possible 
chance  of  saving  the  game  was  that  his 
partner  had  the  ace  of  clubs,  but  what  a 
chance  it  was.  If  his  partner  had  the  ace  of 
clubs,  which  he  had,  the  7  of  trumps  in 
dummy's  hand  could  be  drawn  and  all  the 
hearts  were  good — three  by  cards  and  the 
game.  The  dealer  had  played  the  hand  very 
badly.  He  ought  to  have  cleared  his  spade 
suit  before  he  touched  the  trumps  at  all.  If 
he  had  done  this  the  game  would  never  have 
been  in  doubt,  but  he  did  not  do  it.  By 
taking  out  the  trumps  before  getting  rid  of 
the  ace  of  spades,  he  presented  his  opponents 
with  a  splendid  opportunity  of  turning  the 
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tables  on  him ;  and  fancy  a  man  being 
oflTered  such  a  chance  as  this  of  getting 
6ut  of  a  tight  place  and  not  availing  himself 
of  it.  It  seems  hardly  credible,  but  it  is  a 
fact  that  after  serious  thought  A  led  the 
knave  of  hearts,  dummy  made  his  little 
trump,  and  all  that  A  B  made  were  the  knave 
of  trumps  and  the  ace  of  clubs,  losing  three 
by  cards  instead  of  winning  three.  A's 
partner  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  and 
said  nothing — his  feelings  were  too  deep  for 
words. 

A  hand  occurred  lately  in  which  the  lead- 
ing of  a  wrong  card  brought  about  the  most 
disastrous  result.  The  case  was  much  dis- 
cussed and  opinions  were  greatly  divided  as 
to  which  of  the  two  partners  was  wrong. 

The  score  was  A  B  24,  Y  Z  6,  the  last 
game  of  the  rubber.  Z  dealt  and  declared 
no  trumps.  B  doubled.  A  led  the  ace  of 
diamonds  and  the  dummy  hand  was  put 
down. 

Hearts— None. 

Diamondsi — Ace,  queen,  knave,  9,  8,  6,  4,  2. 

Qubs— 6. 

Spades— 9,  8,  7,  4- 


Z  Y 

(dummy) 

B 


Hearts— 10,  7,  3. 
Diamonds — 5. 
Clubs  -10,  9,  8,  5,  3. 
Spades— 6,  5,  3,  2. 


The  first  trick  was  : 
A 


O 
O 
O 


o    o 
o 

10    o 


A  then  had  to  con- 
sider what  to  play 
next.  It  was,  of 
course,  quite  obvi- 
ous to  him  that 
his  partner  had 
doubled  on  hearts ; 
but  he  had  not  got 
one.  The  posi- 
tion of  all  the 
diamonds  was  also  marked.  The  dealer  had 
the  king,  lo,  7  remaining.  Just  ask  yourself 
how  you  would  have  continued  this  hand, 
without  knowing  anything  about  the  dis- 
position of  the  unknown  cards.  The  state. 
of  the  score  had  considerable  bearing  on  it. 
With  a  game  and  24  against  him  the  dealer's 
declaration  was  very  likely  to  have  been  a 
desperation  one,  and  B  might  easily  have  an 
entry  card  in  spades  or  clubs,  or  even  in  both. 
He  had  directed  his  partner  by  his  discard 
not  to  lead  a  club ;  therefore  A  had  two 
courses  open  to  him — either  to  lead  a  spade 
in  the  hope  that  B  might  have  the  ace,  or  to 
put  Z  in  by  leading  the  queen  of  diamonds 
and  so  compel  him  to  open  a  fresh  suit  up  to 
B.  He  elected  to  take  the  latter  course,  and 
led  the  queen  of  diamonds,  and  by  so  doing 


lost  the  game  and  rubber.  The  dealer  had 
six  clubs  headed  by  the  quart  major,  which, 
with  the  king  of  diamonds,  gave  him  the  odd 
trick  and  game. 

B's  hand,  on  which  he  doubled,  was  a  very 
singular  one : — 

Hearts — Ace,  king,  queen,  9,  6,  5,  4,  3. 

DiamoDds — None. 

Clubs— 7. 

Spades— Ace,  king,  queen,  knave. 

Directly  his  partner  led  the  ace  of  diamonds 
he  said  to  himself,  "  If  I  discard  my  single 
club,  my  partner  must  lead  me  either  a  heart 
or  a  spade,  and  in  either  case  there  is  a  laid 
down  grand  slam,"  but  he  was  a  little  hasty 
in  his  judgment.  He  could  see  eleven  hearts, 
eight  in  his  own  hand  and  three  on  the  table, 
and  it  ought  to  have  occurred  to  him  that 
it  was  not  only  possible,  but  even  probable, 
that  his  partner  was  void  in  hearts,  and  would 
be  very  much  on  the  horns  of  a  dilemma  as 
to  how  to  put  him  in.  If  this  had  occurred 
to  him,  he  would  surely  have  discarded  his 
ace  of  spades  so  as  to  leave  his  partner  in 
no  possible  doubt.  He  had  an  absolute 
certainty  of  the  small  slam,  by  discarding  the 
ace  of  spades,  at  24  points  per  trick,  but  this 
was  not  enough  for  him ;  he  tried  to  squeeze 
an  extra  trick  and  an  extra  20  points  for 
grand  slam,  and  by  so  doing  lost  the  game 
and  rubber.  Instead  of  taking  the  certainty 
of  164  points  and  winning  the  rubber,  he 
lost  24  points  and  the  rubber  as  well,  amount- 
ing to  a  net  loss  of  388  points. 

A  and  B  were  both  first-rate  players,  and 
after  it  was  over  each  blamed  the  other  for 
having  played  wrong,  B  arguing  that  A  ought 
to  have  tried  him  with  a  spade,  after  he  had 
discarded  the  club,  as  being  the  only  p)ossible 
chance,  A  retaliating  by  saying  that  B  ought 
to  have  discarded  the  ace  of  spades  to  the 
diamond  trick,  so  as  to  show  him  what  to  lead. 
The  onlookers  joined  in  the  discussion,  some 
taking  one  side  and  some  the  other,  and  the 
hand  was  afterwards  submitted  to  two  or 
three  leading  lights  of  the  game  of  bridge, 
but  again  opinions  were  divided.  Anyhow, 
whichever  was  to  blame,  it  was  certainly  a 
record  difference  to  be  made  by  the  play  of 
one  wrong  card. 

Playing  too  quicWy  to  the  first  trick,  with- 
out giving  oneself  time  to  thoroughly  review 
the  situation,  is  a  very  fruitful  source  of  error  ; 
in  fact,  nearly  all  the  bad  muddles  made  by 
the  dealer  in  manipulating  his  two  hands  can 
be  traced  to  this  cause.  The  most  common 
blunder  which  is  made  in  this  way  is  winning 
the  first  trick  in  the  wrong  hand.  This 
situation  is  constantly  occurring  in  different 
forms.     Let  us  take  a  simple  instance  : — 
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Dralkr. 
Hearts — lo,  2. 
Diamonds— 10^  9,  4,  3. 
Clubs — Ace,  king,  9,  8,  4,  3. 
Spades—  Knave. 


Dealer's  Hand. 
Hearts — Ace,  4,  2. 
Diamonds— Ace,  king,  8,  3. 
Clubs — Ace,  queen,  8,  5. 
Spades — 5,  2. 

Dummy's  Hand. 
Hearts— Queen,  knave,  10. 
Diamonds — 10,  7. 
Clubs — 8,  5. 
Spades — King,  queen,  knave,  10,  4,  3. 

The  dealer  declares  no  trumps,  a  small 
heart  is  led,  and  dummy's  lo  is  good.  If  the 
dealer  plays  a  small  one  quickly  from  his  own 
hand,  he  has  no  possible  chance  of  ever 
putting  dummy  in  again  after  the  spades  are 
established,  but  if  he  takes  over  the  I'o  of 
hearts  with  his  ace  dummy  can  get  in  again 
with  either  the  queen  or  knave  of  hearts  and 
make  his  long  spades. 

Many  and  many  a  game  is  lost  by  the 
dealer  not  stopping  to  think  the  situation 
out  before  he  plays  a  card  at  all.  I  threw 
away  a  game  myself,  quite  recently,  through 
this  very  blunder. 

Our  opponents  were  i8  up  and  we  were  8. 
I  dealt  and  left  it  to  my  partner,  who  declared 
no  trumps.     The  two  hands  were  : — 

Dummy. 
Hearts— Ace,  4. 
Diamonds — Ace,  knave,  7,  2. 
Clubs — Knave,  7. 
Spades — Ace,  queen,  3,  6,  4. 

The  5  of  spades  was  led.  Sometimes  one 
makes  up  one's  mind  that  a  particular  card 
is  in  one  hand,  and  feels  so  certain  of  its 
being  there  that  one  does  not  stop  to  think 
what  will  happen  should  the  presumption  be 
wrong.  I  did  so  in  this  case.  I  at  once 
placed  the  king  of  spades  with  the  leader  and 
played  the  4  from  dummy  without  having 
reviewed  the  situation  at  all.  If  I  had  given 
it  a  moment's  thought  before  playing  to 
the  first  trick  I  should  have  seen  that  I 
had  an  absolute  certainty  of  winning  the 
game  by  putting  on  the  ace  of  spades 
at  once,  and  giving  away  the  first  trick  in 
clubs,  unless  there  were  four  clubs  in  one 
hand,  which  was  not  likely.  Five  tricks  in 
clubs  and  the  other  three  aces  would  have 
given  me  the  game.  What  happened  was 
that  the  third  player  won  the  first  trick  with 
the  king  of  spades,  and  at  once  opened  the 
heart  suit,  of  which  he  had  six.  I  won  with 
the  ace  of  hearts,  and  led  the  knave  of  clubs  ; 
it  was  covered  by  the  queen,  and  my  only 
possible  hope  of  winning  the  game  then  was 
to  drop  the  10  of  clubs  on  the  second  round. 
It  did  not  come  off,  and  we  lost  the  odd 
trick  and  the  game,  instead  of  winning  two 
by  cards,  game,  and  rubber.  My  partner — 
good,  honest  man — said  not  a  word,  probably 
because  lie  failed  to  recognise  what  possi- 
bilities I  had  missed  ;  but,  unfortunately  for 
me,  a   very   observant   friend   of  mine  was 


looking  over  my  hand,  and  he  spotted  it  at 
once.  "What  in  the  world  is  the  use  of 
your  writing  books  on  bridge,"  he  said,  "il 
you  don't  practise  what  you  preach  ?  That 
hand  was  almost  identical  with  an  Illustra- 
tive Hand  which  you  quoted  and  explained 
in  *  Bridge  Abridged.' "  The  accusation  was, 
alas !  only  too  true.  I  had  given  almost 
exactly  the  same  hand,  and  expatiated  at 
some  length  on  the  importance  of  putting  on 
the  ace  at  once  and  risking  nothing. 

One  of  the  most  curious  blunders  which  I 
ever  saw,  and  at  the  same  time  a  very  profit- 
able one  for  my  partner  and  myself,  occurred 
in  the  final  round  of  a  mixed  bridge  tourna- 
ment. 

Each  side  had  won  one  rubber  and  one 
game  in  the  deciding  rubber.  The  man  on 
my  right,  who  was  an  extremely  pleasant  and 
agreeable  player,  but  who  appeared  to  have  a 
somewhat  elementary  knowledge  of  the  finer 
points  of  the  game,  dealt,  and  declared  no 
trumps  on  a  good,  sound  hand  with  three 
aces.  His  partner  put  down  five  diamonds 
headed  by  queen,  knave,  10,  the  king  of 
clubs,  and  no  other  possible  card  of  entry. 
He  got  in  at  once,  put  his  partner  in  with  the 
king  of  clubs,  and  led  the  queen  of  diamonds. 
I  held  king  and  two  small  ones,  and  I 
naturally  allowed  the  queen  to  win.  The 
knave  was  then  led,  which  I  won  with  my 
king.  I  noticed  my  opponent  give  a  little 
start  of  surprise  when  my  king  appeared  on 
the  second  round.  The  diamond  suit  was 
now  blocked  by  his  own  ace,  and  he  only 
won  two  by  cards.  He  appeared  to  think 
this  rather  a  fine  coup^  and  said  to  me  when 
the  hand  was  over,  "  I  quite  thought  I  should 
win  the  game  when  the  queen  of  diamonds 
made."  I  said,  "  Yes,  it  was  a  lucky  inspira- 
tion of  mine  holding  up  the  king,"  although 
it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  it  was  a 
most  simple  and  ordinary  proceeding. 

It  was  then  my  deal,  and  the  situation  was 
rather  a  desperate  one,  with  a  game  and  24 
to  love  against  us.  I  declared  no  trumps  on 
the   following  rather  sketchy  hand : — 

Hearts— King,  5. 
Diamonds — 7,  2. 
Clubs  — Ace,   king,    10,   9,  y 

6,4. 
Spades— Queen,  10.  3. 

The  7  of  hearts 
was  led  and  my  part- 
ner put  down  : — 

Hearts — Knave,  9. 
Diamonds  —  Ace,     queen, 

knave,  6,  3. 
Clubs— Knave,  5,  2. 
SpadcSf— 9,  8,  6. 

The 
was : — 


first     trick 
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The  prospect  was  then  very  bad  indeed 
for  us.  There  were  four  winning  hearts  at 
least  in  one  hand,  and  the  ace  and  king  of 
spades  also  against  us.  My  only  chance 
of  winning  the  game  was  to  find  the  king  of 
diamonds  on  my  left  and  to  succeed  in 
dropping  the  queen  of  clubs.  I  led  the 
2  of  diamonds  and  finessed  the  queen,  which 
won  the  trick.  That  was  one  fence  passed. 
I  then  led  dummy's  knave  of  clubs ;  it  was 
covered  by  the  queen  and  there  was  the  game 
won — six  tricks  in  clubs,  two  in  diamonds, 
and  one  in  hearts — and  we  won  the  rubber 
and  the  tournament 

I  may  mention  that  I  had  no  temptation 
to  finesse  the  diamonds  a  second  time,  as 
the  player  on  my  left  had  discarded  her 
remaining  two  small  ones  on  the  clubs,  and 
the  situation  was  disclosed.  The  fourth 
player  had  the  king  of  diamonds  all  the  time, 
but  he  had  been  so  struck  by  the  success  of 
my  holding  up  the  king  in  the  last  hand  that 
he  tried  the  same  coup^  but  with  a  very 
different  result.     His  hand  was  : — 

Hearts— Queen,  6,  3. 
Diamonds— King,  lo,  8. 
Clubs— Queen,  7,  2. 
spades— Ace,  king,  8,  5, 

and  his  projected  coup  was  about  as  bad  as 
anything  could  be.  By  a  simple  application 
of  the  Eleven  Rule  his  partner  was  marked 
with  at  least  three  winning  hearts,  and  prob- 
ably four — as  a  matter  of  fact  she  had  five 
left.  Anyhow,  supposing  that  she  had  only 
three,  he  could  see  a  certainty  of  six  tricks — 
three  in  hearts,  one  in  diamonds,  and  two  in 
spades,  with  no  possibility  of  losing  the  game 
and  a  good  chance  of  winning  it.  As  the 
cards  were  placed  we  must  have  lost  two  tricks, 
but  the  lucky  coincidence  of  my  having  held 
up  the  king  of  diamonds  in  the  previous  hand 
not  only  saved  the  game,  but  won  us  the 
rubber,  and,  incidentally,  the  tournament 
also. 

The  blunders  made  by  beginners,  simply 
from  a  want  of  knowledge  of  the  game,  some- 
times produce  most  unexpected  results,  and 
have  been  known  to  upset  altogether  the 
calculations  of  more  experienced  players,  as 
the  following  little  anecdote  will  illustrate. 

A  certain  man,  whom  we  will  call  the 
Neophyte,  had  been  elected  a  member  of  a 
well-known  London  club  where  a  great  deal 
of  bridge  is  played,  and  where  the  standard 
ef  play  is  distinctly  good.  He  had  a  very 
shadowy  and  imperfect  knowledge  of  the 
game,  but  he  had  played  a  good  deal  with 
people  of  his  own  calibre,  and,  so  far  from 
being  conscious  of  his  limitations,  he  really 
fancied  himself  very  much  as  a  bridge-player. 


What  he  lacked  in  knowledge  he  made  up  for 
in  self-confidence. 

The  very  first  time  that  he  appeared  in  the 
card-room  of  his  new  club  he  happened  to 
cut  in  to  a  rubber  with  three  of  the  best 
players,  where  he  was  hopelessly  outclassed. 
His  proposer  was  present  and  said  to  him, 
"  I  must  warn  you  that  you  are  trying  yourself 
rather  high  playing  in  this  company.''  "  Oh, 
I'm  not  afraid,"  he  replied;  "  give  me  the  cards 
and  I  can  hold  my  own  with  the  best  of  them." 
"All  right,"  said  his  friend;  "go  ahead." 

I'he  first  few  hands  were  comparatively 
simple.  The  Neophyte  held  very  good  cards 
and  did  not  commit  any  particularly  egfegious 
blunders.  Then  the  opponent  on  his  right 
had  the  deal.  The  score  was  one  game  all, 
and  8  to  love  against  the  dealer.  The  dealer 
left  it  and  dummy  declared  no  trumps. 

The  four  hands  were  : — 

Hearts— 8,  6,  2. 
Diamonds — 10,  9,  8,  5,  3. 
Clubs — Knave,  7,  3. 
Spades — 8,  5. 


Hearts — 10,  x. 
Diamonds — Queen,  6. 
Clubs— Queen,  6,  2. 
Spades--King,    queen, 
10,  6,  4,  a 


A 

^neophyte) 
(dealer) 

Z  Y 

(dummy) 
B 


Hearts— King, 

knave,  5. 
Diamonds — Ace, 

knave,  4. 
Clubs — Ace,  king,  10, 
9>  8,5* 
Spades — Ace. 


Hearts— Ace,  c]ueen,  9,  7,  4. 
Diamonds — King,  7,  a.         • 
Clubs — 4. 
Spades — Knave,  9,  7,  3. 

The  Neophyte  had  to  lead  from  a  very  bad 
hand.  He  had  a  hazy  sort  of  notion  in  his 
head  that  when  he  had  a  sequence  he  ought 
to  lead  one  of  them,  but  he  did  not  think  it 
mattered  which  he  led,  so  he  selected  the 
8  of  diamonds. 

The  sequel  is  really  very  instructive.  The 
4  was  put  on  from  dummy,  and  the  third 
player  saw  at  once,  by  the  Eleven  Rule,  that 
the  dealer  could  not  beat  the  8,  so  he  passed 
it,  only,  to  his  utter  consternation,  to  see  it 
taken  by  the  queen  in  the  dealer's  hand. 

The  dealer  could  now  see  the  grand  slam 
if  he  could  succeed  in  catching  the  knave  of 
spades,  and  a  certainty  of  the  small  slam  in 
any  case,  the  king,  lo,  9  of  diamonds  being 
plainly  marked  in  the  Neophyte's  hand. 

The  first  six  tricks  were : — 


Trick  2. 
A 


/ 


♦ 
♦ 


♦    I 
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As  he  played  the  knave  of  diamonds  from 
dummy's  hand  the  dealer  threw  down  his 
cards  and  said,  "It's  no  good  playing  iL 
The  clubs  are  good  against  the  cards,  but 
I  must  give  you  one  trick  in  hearts. 
We  win  the  small  slam,  72  below  and 
50  above." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  fourth  player,  putting 
down  the  king  of  diamonds.  **I  win  that 
trick,  and  6ne  or  two  more."  And  he  calmly 
proceeded  to  gather  the  trick. 

The  dealer's  face  was  a  study.  He  was  a 
very  careful  player,  who  rather  prided  him- 
self on  extracting  the  utmost  value  from 
every  hand,  and  never  in  his  life  before  had 
he  failed  to  win  a  game  which  was  absolutely 
at  his  mercy,  but  the  Neophyte's  original 
lead  of  the  8  of  diamonds  had  marked  the 
king,  10,  9  so  plainly  in  his  hand  that  the 
dealer  did  not  regard  the  play  of  the  knave 
instead  of  the  ace  as  being  a  finesse  at  all, 
nor  did  he  dream  for  a  moment  that  he  was 
taking  any  possible  risk.  If  a  thunderbolt 
had  come  through  the  roof,  it  would  not 
have,  surprised  him  so  much  as  the  appear- 
ance of  the  king  of  diamonds  from  B's 
hand.  The  game  proceeded.  B  led  the 
ace  and  queei 
dropped  on  t 
and  he  made 


hearts,  and  then  led  the  knave  of  spades  to 
the  twelfth  trick.  The  dummy  was  now  left 
with  the  ace  of  diamonds  and  the  ace  of 
clubs,  and  the  dealer  had  to  discard  one  of 
them.  He  had  been  so  upset  by  the  very 
unexpected  turn  of  affairs  that  he  had 
n^lected  to  watch  the  discards  as  closely 
as  he  would  otherwise  have  done.  The 
Neophyte  meanwhile  had  discarded  all  his 
diamonds  and  left  himself  with  the  knave 
and  7  of  clubs.  At  the  twelfth  trick  some 
glimmering  of  intelligence  prompted  him  to 
discard  the  knave  and  keep  the  7.  The 
dealer,  who  was  driven  into  a  comer,  grasped 
at  this  chance,  and,  placing  the  remaining 
club  in  B's  hand,  discarded  dummy's  ace  of 
diamonds,  with  the  result  that  B  made  his 
last  diamond,  and  won  two  by  cards  and  the 
game  and  rubber. 

When  it  was  over  there  was  a  stony 
silence  for  a  few  moments.  Then  the 
Neophyte's  partner  said  to  him,  "  That  8  of 
diamonds  of  yours  was  rather  a  peculiar  lead, 
wasn't  it?  Don't  you  generally  lead  your 
fourth  best?  "  "  Oh,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  pay 
any  attention  to  the  'book'  leads.  I  play 
by  the  light  of  common  sense.  When  I  have 
three  cards  in  sequence  I  always  lead  one  of 
them,  and  I  did  it  in  this  case.  It  came  oflf 
all  right,  didn't  it  ?  "  "  It  certainly  did  that," 
said  his  partner,  "  but  at  the  same  time  it  is 
apt  to  be  rather  misleading.  When  you  lead 
from  a  top  sequence  it  is  usual  to  lead  your 
highest."  "  That  is  the  worst  of  you  ultra- 
scientific  players,"  said  the  Neophyte ;  "  you 
play  too  much  by  rule."  Then,  turning  to 
the  dealer,  he  proceeded  to  explain  the 
situation.  "If  I  had  been  in  your  place, 
now,  I  should  have  made  sure  of  winning 
the  game  when  I  could  see  it  on  the  table, 
without  trying  any  experiments.  I  always 
believe  in  winning  the  game  when  one  can." 
The  disconsolate  dealer  answered  not  a  word. 
Any  attempt  at  explanation  was  quite  beyond 
him.  The  Neophyte  not  only  had  the  best 
of  the  argument  but  the  best  of  the  settle- 
ment also  ;  still  I  do  not  fancy  that,  if  he 

*  I  in  good 
[y  to  find  it 
ble  pastime. 
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How  Wild  Beasts  are  Caught  for  the  Zoo. 

By  a.  W.  Rolker, 


Author  of  "  Babies  of  the  Zoo,''  etc. 


HE  business  of  the  modern 
wild  animal  dealer  is  much  like 
that  of  any  other  tradesman 
— he  takes  his  orders  from  all 
the  points  of  the  compass,  and 
sends  his  agents,  or  trappers, 
to  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe  to  fill  the 
commissions.  These  sturdy,  courageous 
hunters,  braving  fevers  and  privations  and 
unafraid  of  man,  beast,  or  devil,  penetrate 
]ands  and  wildernesses  where  no  white  man's 
foot  has  stood  before.  They  reach  into 
Nature's  storehouse  of  forest,  swamp,  and 
jungle,  snaring,  hunting,  trapping,  and  kid- 
napping the  strange,  wild  captives  seen  in 
our  menageries.  The  work  of  these  ad- 
venturous men,  who  sometimes  enlist  entire 
villages  of  savages  to  aid,  is  an  interesting 
chapter,  being  an  account  of  the  earliest 
history  of  the  different  species  of  our  wild 
beast  friends. 

Among  the  easiest  victims  of  the  wild 
animal  trapper  of  to-day  are  the  very  species 
commonly  supposed  the  most  dangerous — 
those  most  fascinating  of  all  ferocious  beasts, 
the  big  cat  animals.  Time  was  when  even 
those  miracles  of  strength  and  agility,  the 
tawny  lion  and  his  faithful  mate,  were 
betrayed  into  pitfalls  and,  snarling  and 
broken-hearted,  were  ignominiously  jolted 
from  the  interior  towards  the  coast,  hundreds 
of  miles  over  ruts  and  stones,  in  rude  wagons 
drawn  by  scores  of  howling,  yelling  Kaffirs, 

But  in  these  days  the  experienced  trapper 
rarely  tries  for  adult  beasts.  Like  the  stock- 
raiser,  he  looks  upon  a  grown  pair  of  lions  as 
his  assets — not  to  be  slaughtered  unless  in 
the  necessity  of  self-defence,  nor  to  be  taken 
at  risk  of  death  in  captivity,  but  to  supply 
him  at  intervals  with  fine  young  whelps. 
With  but  little  chance  of  failure  these  cubs 
may  be  reared.  Neither  wagons  nor  hosts 
of  savages  are  required  to  transport  them. 
Cuddling  close,  sleeping  much,  and  imbibing 
goats'  milk  through  rubber-nippled  bottles, 
they  may  be  carried  in  arms  or  in  baskets 
throughout  an  overland  journey  of  a  thousand 
miles  or  more. 

To  steal  a  litter  of  lion  cubs  is  not  so 
difficult  a  feat  as  might  be  supposed.  In  the 
heart  of  the  deepest,  darkest  tangle  of  cane, 
thorn,  and  bushrope,  the  lion  mother  has 
worked  a  clearing  and  scratched  and  gathered 


a  nest  of  leaves  and  grass  upon  which  to 
bed  her  young.  Here  the  yellow  babies  lie, 
huddled  and  mewing,  or  sprawling  over  one 
another  in  kitten  play,  while  the  anxious 
mother,  fawning  close  beside  her  magnificent 
lord  and  master,  lies,  chin  on  forepaws,  eyes 
closed,  and  ears  alert  and  twitching.  Not  in 
the  wide  world,  it  would  seem,  was  family 
ever  so  protected.  And  yet,  safely  hidden 
in  a  thicket  to  leeward,  where  no  wind  can 
carry  the  strong  human  scent,  recognisable 
to  almost  every  warm-blooded  creature  except 
man  himself,  the  trapper  is  hard  at  work. 
Beside  him  is  a  pair  of  Kaffir  hunters  with 
his  guns  and  repeating  rifles,  and  hour  after 
hour  the  men  sit  silently  until  the  lion 
parents,  unsuspicious  of  impending  danger, 
depart  to  hunt  for  their  meaL  Often,  as  a 
preliminary,  the  male  lion  lowers  his  nose 
toward  the  ground  and  emits  that  terrifying, 
reverberating  bass  roar  that  strikes  panic  to 
the  hearts  of  all  living  things  within  ear- 
shot and  startles  them  to  a  betraying  flight — 
the  very  object  of  the  roar,  it  is  supposed. 
The  crack  of  a  dried  twig  sounds  sharply ; 
scarcely  more  than  as  if  wafted  by  a  sudden 
breeze  the  brush  and  bushes  rustle  and  part, 
and  with  kingly  head  uplifted  and  nostrils 
scenting,  the  magnificent  monarch  steps,  soft- 
padded  and  noiseless,  through  the  thicket, 
followed  by  his  regal  spouse. 

One  hour,  two,  and  even  three  may  pass 
before  the  lions  have  struck  down  their  buck  ; 
and  the  kidnappers,  making  sure  only  that 
the  formidable  beasts  have  gone,  move  to 
their  robbery.  On  hands  and  knees,  creeping 
and  crawling  as  only  experienced  hunters 
can,  noiseless  and  ever  ready  for  sudden 
attack,  the  men  progress  through  the  maze 
of  cane  and  vine  and  bush  until  they  come 
to  the  thicket  where  the  young  ones  lie 
asleep.  They  may  be  kittens,  with  eyes 
scarcely  more  than  open,  and  may  be  picked 
up  and  bagged  before  they  can  stagger  away 
on  tiny  legs ;  or  they  may  be  four-week-old 
whelps,  lively  and  frisky,  showing  their  in- 
born hatred  of  man  by  spitting  and  trying  to 
scratch  when  picked  up  in  arms.  Four,  five, 
even  six  young  lions  may  be  gathered  up  in  ^ 
this  way  to  be  borne  to  the  nearest  station  and 
raised  in  captivity,  while  out  of  the  depths 
of  the  jungle,  deep  into  the  night,  roll  the 
rumbling  challenges  of  the  bereaved  parents. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


512 


THE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 


Frequently  it  happens  that  the  cubs  are 
grown  so  tall  that  the  family  has  left  its  lair, 
and  the  lithe,  yellow  mother,  at  this  stage 
often  deserted  by  her  mate  and  more  alert . 
and  ferocious  than  ever,  emerges  grim,  gaunt, 
and  sinewy,  her  sturdy  cubs  playing  and 
tumbling  about  her.  If  such  a  family  is 
located,  unless  the  mother  is  trapped  by  pit- 
fall, she  must  be  killed  either  by  the  white 
man's  bullet  or  by  a  hurricane  of  the  Kaffirs' 
assegais  before  a  desecrating  hand  may  rest 
upon  her  babes,  who,  the  protectress  dead, 
are  easily  run  down  and  roped  or  snared. 

How  a  lion  is  caught  by  pitfall  is  best  told 
in  connection  with  the  trapping  of  tigers, 
those  magnificent,  huge,  orange-black-striped 
felines  that  equal  the  lion  in  size,  strength, 
and  agility,  and  certainly  excel  him  in 
ferocity,  elegance  of  form,  grace  of  movement, 
and  splendour  of  skin.  Infinitely  more  blood- 
thirsty and  daring  than  the  lion,  the  adult- 
caught  tiger  is  less  proud  and  sensitive  than 
his  magnificent  half-brother,  and  less  apt  to 
die  owing  to  captivity.  For  this  reason,  and 
because  of  facilities  for  safely  transporting 
these  heavy,  mighty  beasts  to  near-by  sea- 
ports, the  monarch  of  India  is  frequently 
trapped  even  when  full  grown. 

Into  the  heart  of  the  tiger  district  the 
intrepid  hunter  plunges,  news  of  his  coming 
mysteriously  flying  ahead  of  him  from  village 
to  village,  where  natives  are  only  too  anxious 
to  decry  the  cattle-killing  marauder.  But 
how  to  capture  one  of  these  suspicious, 
treacherous,  seven-hundred-pound  cats,  and 
cage  him  or  else  lead  him  through  a  hundred 
or  more  miles  of  jungle,  is  a  problem  that 
might  puzzle  anyone  but  an  East  Indian  or 
1  wild  animal  trapper.  The  trap,  known  as 
a  "pitfall,"  is  excavated  within  convenient 
distance  of  the  tiger  lair,  and  near  a  watering- 
place,  where  footprints  betray  where  the 
animal  drinks.  Not  far  from  here,  in  the 
densest  tangle  of  cane  and  creeper  thicket, 
where  no  sun-ray  ever  pierces,  lies  the  culprit 
in  his  forbidding  home.  The  dry,  brown  grass 
is  pressed  and  matted  where  he  has  stretched 
himself.  Dark  orange  hairs,  short  and  shiny, 
shed  from  the  gorgeous  coat,  lie  thickly  here 
and  there.  Skulls  and  bones,  delicate  and 
thin,  stout  and  heavy,  are  strewn  about.  In 
a  corner  is  the  rust -red  mark  where  the 
most  recent  victim — a  bullock,  judging  by 
the  horns — was  dragged.  The  trapper  sits, 
rifle  across  knees,  and  eyes  and  ears  strained 
for  a  surprise,  while  two  brown  men  sink  the 
"  pitfall  "  wherein  the  beast  will  be  decoyed 
to  hurl  himself.  Down  goes  the  huge, 
bottle-shaped  hole,  ten  feet  deep,  ten  feet  in 


diameter  at  the  base  and  seven  feet  across  at 
the  surface,  while  a  third  native  weaves  cane 
and  bamboo  into  network  to  cover  the 
gaping  mouth  of  the  trap.  A  kid  with  a  stone 
tied  to  it  is  secured  to  the  middle  of  the  frail 
cover,  which  is  then  shoved  across  the  opening. 

The  unfortunate  kid  bleats  piteously  as  the 
men  withdraw.  Far  into  the  jungle  the 
mournful  sound  penetrates  almost  incessantly 
-^for  hours,  sometimes  for  several  days, 
before  the  lazy  slayer  stirs.  Then  he  comes, 
noiseless  as  a  shadow.  The  thickest  cane, 
through  which  it  seems  only  a  hare  could 
squirm,  the  lithe,  magnificent  beast  pierces 
without  the  rustling  of  a  leaf.  Guided  by 
sound  and  scent  he  approaches  nearer  and 
nearer^  white  belly  to  the  ground.  Whether 
attacking  man  or  beast,  his  attack  is  a  sur- 
prise and  a  spring.  He  could  advance  in  the 
open  and  outdistance  even  the  fleetest  buck 
in  a  few  bounds ;  but  this  is  not  the  nature 
of  the  beast,  even  when  attacking  a  tethered 
kid.  Crouching  low,  nervous  quivers  running 
across  his  specklessly  groomed  skin,  and  eyes 
gleaming,  he  aims.  A  crash — the  great  body 
describes  a  long,  wide  arc,  and  with  a  snarl 
he  lands  on  his  prey,  dashing  headlong,  kid, 
network,  and  all,  into  the  dark  pit.  Surprised, 
frightened,  and  maddened,  the  trapped  brute 
unreasonably  fights  right  and  left,  tearing  the 
kid,  splintering  the  fatal  network,  and  attack- 
ing the  walls  of  the  pit.  When  his  first  fury 
is  expended  he  espies  the  opening  overhead. 
With  all  the  experience  and  cuteness  and 
wonderful  agility  of  the  beasts  of  his  family, 
he  estimates  and  tries  to  spring  out  of  the 
hole ;  but  the  overhanging  walls  lend  no 
foothold,  the  feat  being  even  more  difficult 
than  that  of  a  man  jumping  out  of  a  hogs- 
head. Again  and  again  the  animal  springs, 
bringing  down  clawfuls  of  dirt  and  stone, 
until  he  begins  to  be  exhausted,  and,  snarling, 
paces  his  nairrow  prison,  seeking  an  exit. 

But  a  tiger  in  a  pitfall  is  a  tiger  only  half- 
caught.  The  problem  is  to  pull  him  out  of 
his  predicament  and  to  market  him.  Of^en, 
especially  in  pitfalls  dug  for  lions,  a  gigantic 
mouse-trap  is  placed  in  the  pit,  so  that  the 
animal  falls  directly  into  the  stout  cage,  when 
the  doors  relentlessly  snap  after  him.  In  that 
case,  trap,  captive,  and  all  are  simply  pulled 
out  of  the  pit,  the  animal  having  caged  itself. 
But  the  East  Indian  prefers  a  more  spec- 
tacular method  for  noosing  his  tiger.  A  net 
of  rattan  ropes,  stout  beyond  all  tearing  and 
ten  feet  square,  is  thrown  into  the  pit,  and  the 
tiger,  frenzied  with  the  sound  of  voices  and 
the  mysterious  thing  thrown  at  him  in  semi- 
darkness,   attacks    it    furiously,    biting    and 
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"WITH    A   SNARL    HH    LANDS   ON    HIS   PREY,   DASHING    HEADLONG,    KID,    NETWORK,   AND   ALL,   INTO   THE   DARK    PIT. 

a  permanent  cage.  Frequently  a  tiger  is  tug-of-war,  the  tiger  being  as  powerless  as  if 
actually  led  to  market.  A  rattan  collar  riveted  to  the  middle  of  an  iron  bar. 
having  been  woven  around  the  beast's  neck,  Interesting  though  the  work  of  the  wild 
a  pair  of  twenty-foot  ropes  are  attached  to  animal  trapper  is  while  hunting  the  big 
the  opposite  sides  of  this.  Then  each  rope  felines,  at  best  it  is  retail  compared  to  hunt- 
is  manned  by  hunters,  who,  while  proceed-  ing  expeditions  when  white  men  enlist  entire 
ing,  pull  against  each  other  in  a  continual  Kaffir  villages  to  scour  the  deserts  and  jungles 
Vol.  xjodv.— e6. 
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of  Africa  for  one  of  the  big  "  drives,"  by  which 
are  caught  zebra,  giraffe,  buffalo,  antelope, 
and  many  species  of  deer  often  seen  in  our 
menageries.  Preliminaries  to  this  extensive 
hunt,  in  which  from  one  thousand  five 
hundred  to  two  thousand  Kaffirs  participate, 
often  require  weeks  of  preparation.  An  enor- 
mous circular  stockade,  ten  feet  high  and  a 
mile  in  diameter  and  equipped  with  a  huge, 
V-shaped  entrance,  opening  one  or  two  miles 
across  from  point  to  point,  is  erected.  Like 
an  endless  black  snake,  the  regiment  of 
hunters  threads  through  the  wilderness, 
travelling  hours  into  the  heart  of  the  hunt- 
ing-ground, where  the  line  of  men  is  turned 
to  a  gigantic  horseshoe,  four  or  five  miles 
across  the  open  ends.  Stumbling,  breaking, 
and  crashing  through  the  thicket  the  human 
drag-net  advances,  sweeping  everything  in 
front  into  the  stockade.  So  dense  is  the 
vegetation  that  only  now  and  then  a 
glimpse  of  the  startled  game  may  be  seen. 
Fragile  and  graceful,  a  herd  of  a  hundred 
antelope  appears  in  the  distance,  dashing 
for  dear-  life  over  a  knoll  in  the  fateful 
direction.  The  long,  slim  necks  of  giraffes 
may  be  discerned  towering  high  above 
the  cane  and  grass,  the  fleet  -  footed 
animals  racing  at  breakneck  speed,  with  a 
herd  of  startled  zebras  trampling  a  wide 
swath,  mown  like  a  road.  Everywhere, 
as  if  pursued  by  fire,  the  wild  creatures  flee 
at  the  mysterious,  terrifying  din  from  two 
thousand  savage  throats  and  the  clanking  of 
shields  and  spears  by  as  many  pairs  of  knotty 
arms.  And,  finally,  as  the  van  of  the  drive 
enters  the  arms  of  the  V  and  the  fleeing 
beasts  may  be  seen,  the  racket  is  increased 
a  hundredfold.  Antelope,  eland,  deer,  buffalo, 
giraffe,  zebra,  ostrich,  and  even  a  rhinoceros 
or  two  may  be  seen  running  in  panicky  fright 
amid  hyenas,  jackals,  leopards,  and  even 
lions,  the  beasts  forgetting  common  enemies 
in  the  flight  for  life  which  is  upon  all. 

Running  at  top  speed,  swinging  shields 
and  spears  and  yelling  like  demons,  the 
Kaffirs  close  in,  driving  the  laggards  into  the 
opening,  while  the  animals  behind  crowd 
those  in  front  into  the  huge  circle,  where 
there  is  a  Noah's  ark  of  confusion.  On  and 
on  drive  the  Kaffirs.  Here  a  buffalo  or  a 
jaguar  realizes  the  trap  ahead  and  turns  on 
his  pursuers,  but  a  shower  of  assegais  or  the 
crack  of  a  white  man's  rifle  ends  the  dispute, 
and  the  ebony  drivers,  panting  and  dripping 
sweat,  rush  ©nward,  leaping  over  beasts 
crushed  or  maimed,  until  the  last  is  in  the 
stockade. 

Time  was  when  the  Kaffir  killed  every 


creature  so  trapped.  But  in  these  days  the 
white  man  has  taught  his  black  brother  to  be 
provident,  and  those  beasts  required, by  the 
trappers  are  only  lassoed,  while  the  lai^gest 
ones  of  use  to  the  KaflSr  are  speared  or  shot, 
the  rest  of  the  captives  being  released. 

As  might  be  expected,  among  the  most 
dangerous  animals  to  capture  are  those  huge 
beasts,  the  pachyderms ;  and  one  of  the  most 
difficult  of  these  to  get  is  that  three-ton, 
waddle-legged  picture  of  stumpy  awkward- 
ness, the  hippopotamus.  To  capture,  cage, 
and  transport  one  of  these  giants  up  and 
down  hill,  over  rocks  and  stones  and  fallen 
tree  trunks,  through  hundreds  of  miles  of 
virgin  forest,  is  manifestly  impracticable.  It 
is  the  baby  "  hippo,"  the  chubby,  pink, 
bumpy-faced  little  calf,  which  the  trapper 
kidnaps  after  a  momentous  duel  with  its 
mother. 

About  the  surest  way  of  catching  one  of 
these  calves  is  by  the  spectacular  native 
method  of  harpooning  the  colossal  parent, 
which,  aroused  and  in  its  element,  is  one  of 
the  most  formidable  antagonists  among  wild 
animals.  The  expedition  consists  of  five  or 
six  canoes  each  containing  two  hunters  and 
a  harpooner,  the  former  to  propel  the  vessel 
and  to  guide  and  look  after  the  rope,  once 
the  man  with  the  lance,  standing  in  the  bow, 
has  hurled  his  murderous  weapon.  The 
harpoon  is  a  ponderous  thing.  The  shaft,  of 
hardwood,  is  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  termina- 
ting in  a  one-foot,  iron,  spear-shaped  head 
supplied  with  a  barb. 

Not  a  word  is  whispered  ;  not  even  the 
swish  of  a  paddle  is  heard  as  the  fleet  drifts 
toward  the  unsuspicious  animals.  The  sounds 
of  the  grunting,  snorting,  and  splashing  giants 
come  from  ahead.  Like  so  many  water- 
rounded  rocks  the  wet,  dark  backs  of  the 
beasts  become  visible,  and  ever  and  anon  one 
of  these  disappears,  to  rise  at  a  considerable 
distance. 

Diving  from  the  broad  neck  of  a  big  cow, 
a  queer  little  caricature  of  a  hippopotamus 
may  be  seen  as,  frightened,  it  jumps  into  the 
water.  The  mother  is  a  marked  victim.  On 
glide  the  canoes,  their  naked,  black  crews 
worked  to  the  highest  pitch  of  excitement 
The  boats  enter  the  midst  of  the  herd,  which, 
heads  submerged,  is  still  unconscious  of 
danger.  Steadily  the  nearest  canoe  bears 
down  on  the  cow.  The  harpooner  arises 
cautiously,  tall  and  sinewy,  and  steadies  his 
lance.  Not  until  the  frail  craft  almost  touches 
the  thick  skin  does  he  let  drive.  Then,  with 
every  ounce  of  might,  he  sinks  the  point  of 
the  forty-pound  lance  deep  into  the  beast's 


Digitized  by 


Google 


HOW    WILD    BEASTS   ARE    CAUGHT  FOR    THE    ZOO.        515 


back  and  drops  into  his  seat  to  paddle. 
A  rush,  a  splash,  and  up  comes  the  huge, 
dripping  head  of  the  wounded  hippopotamus 
with  a  squeal  of  pain  and  fright,  while  the 
water  reddens  and  the  shouts  and  yells  of 
the  men  mingle  with  the  startled  cries  of  the 
other  "hippos"  as  splashing  they  flee  in 
alarm.  The  cow  dives  to  the  river  bottom, 
darting  right  and  left  to  free  herself  of  the 


paddle-wheels  of  a  small  steamer,  the  cow 
suddenly  turns  short  to  the  attack.  One 
root  of  the  frightful  head  or  a  single  thrust 
with  a  tusk,  and  a  canoe  is  upset,  side  torn 
out,  bottom  stove  in,  or  broken  into  halves, 
while  the  infuriated  animal  seizes  the 
floundering  men,  crunching  them  to  pulp 
between  the  dull,  broad  grinders  of  its 
tremendous   jaws — a   frightful   death   which 


"  ONE  ROOT  OP  THE  FRIGHTFUL  HEAD  OR  A  SINGLE  THRUST  WITH  A  TUSK,  AND  A  CANOB  IS  UPSET,  SIDE  TORN 

OUT,    BOTTOM   STOVE   IN.** 


iron  so  relentlessly  fastened  in  her  thick 
hide,  and,  like  whalers  playing  a  whale,  the 
blacks  pay  out  rope  or  haul  in  slack  in  the 
long-drawn  fight  of  tiring  out  the  immense 
creature. 

Rarely  at  this  stage  does  the  cow  attack. 
With  a  snort  of  fright  she  darts  off*,  churning 
the  dark  water  white,  emitting  squeals  of  pain, 
and  towing  the  boat  at  a  surprising  pace  in  a 
vain  effort  to  escape.  Not  until  after  an  hour 
or  more  of  the  most  violent  exertion  does 
strength  fail  and  fight  begin.  With  bloodshot 
eyes,  mouth  wide  open,  head  uplifted,  and 
the  great  forefeet  churning  the  water  like  the 


overtook  Gustave  Hagenbeck,  brother  of  the 
well-known  animal  dealer  and  trainer.  Often 
the  attack  is  so  vicious  that  the  rope,  fastened 
to  a  buoy,  must  be  thrown  overboard  while 
the  men  flee,  picking  up  the  -buoy  only  after 
the  beast  has  exhausted  herself. 

As  the  beast  fails  the  end  of  the  rope  is 
carried  ashore,  a  "  turn  "  is  taken  around  a 
tree,  and  slack  is  hauled  in  on  the  struggling 
'animal  until  it  is  brought  into  shallow  water, 
where,  for  the  first  time  exposing  a  vital 
shoulder,  a  well-aimed  shot  or  a  shower  of 
assegais  brings  the  fine  cow  down.  Then  the 
baby,  which,  frightened  out  of  its  wits,  has 
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been  floundering  and  squealing  in  its  mother's 
wake,  is  picked  up,  caged,  and  borne  to  the 
hunter's  head-quarters,  where  for  six  or  eight 
months  it  is  fed  on  goats'  milk,  until  old 
enough  to  be  sent  oversea,  the  idol  of 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  sightseers. 

Strange  though  it  may  seem,  one  of  the 
most  easily  trapped  animals  is  the  largest, 
most  powerful,  and  most  intelligent  of  them 
all — the  elephant.  In  India,  the  home  of 
the  elephants  seen  in  our  menageries,  as 
many  as  one  hundred  and  twenty  of  those 
ponderous,  grey,  lumbering  beasts  have 
been,  trapped  at  the  same  time ;  while 
captured  herds,  numbering  forty,  sixty,  and 
even  eighty — bulls,  cows,  and  calves — are 
the  rule  rather  than  the  exception. 

The  most  spectacular  and  ingenious  method 
of  hunting  elephants  is  by  kheddah  or  stock- 
ade, used  by  the  Government  elephant -catch- 
ing stations  in  India.  The  sight  of  a  hunting 
party  from  one  of  these  stations  is  an  inspiring 
one,  even  as  an  army  moving  to  the  front.  In 
the  van  are  the  dozen  or  score  of  koomkies — 
those  biggest,  tallest,  and  most  majestic  high- 
caste  elephants,  on  whom  will  fall  the  brunt 
of  the  battle.  Stripped  of  every  superfluous 
strand,  the  ^xvt  beasts  lumber  through  the 
jungle,  trunks  swaying,  tusks  glistening,  white- 
turbaned  mahouts  sitting  astride  the  ponder- 
ous necks.  Behind  the  koomkies  follow  as 
many  low-caste  elephants — beasts  of  burden, 
laden  with  ropes,  axes,  shovels,  picks,  and 
the  hundred  and  one  implements  needful  to 
an  army  of  twelve  hundred  or  two  thousand 
brown  beaters  who  follow  afoot,  armed  with 
horns,  tom-toms,  matchlock  guns,  and  other 
ear-splitting  instruments.  And  yet  this  extra- 
ordinary gathering  is  not  all.  Miles  ahead, 
in  the  maze  of  jungle,  a  hundred  of  the  most 
skilful  trackers  have  been  at  work  for  weeks 
locating  a  herd  to  notify  the  chief  elephant 
catcher  where  to  set  out.  At  the  appointed 
place  the  he^  tracker  and  the  catcher  meet, 
and  as  the  expedition  nears  the  game  all  is 
silence.  For  the  time  even  the  koomkies  and 
the  pack  elephants  are  left  behind,  and  only 
the  beaters  are  led  to  the  front. 

Cautiously,  with  hardly  a  betraying  sound 
and  as  only  East  Indian  bushmen  can  tread 
their  way  through  thicket,  the  men,  armed 
with  their  horns  and  tom-toms,  press  forward 
through  cane  and  creeper  and  underbrush, 
jumping  rocks  and  fallen  tree- trunks,  and 
travelling  in  a  mile-diameter  circle  until  the 
herd  of  scrawny,  ill-fed,  grass  anti  mud 
plastered  giants  has  been  surrounded.  So 
silently  and  quickly  do  these  trained  men 
work  that  not  until  almost  the  last  link  in  the 


chain  has  closed  do  the  huge,  shy  brutes 
scent  trouble,  become  restive,  lumber  right 
and  left,  and  rend  the  stillness  with  their 
scalp-raising  trumpet  screams.  Thoroughly 
startled,  the  animals  investigate,  and  the  herd 
of  hillocks  forges  ahead,  drawing  nearer  and 
nearer  a  point  in  the  circle,  when  suddenly, 
as  though  sprung  out  of  the  ground,  an 
unearthly  din  of  howls  and  yells  and  cries, 
accompanied  by  the  racket  of  horns  and 
tom-toms,  sends  the  beasts  scurrying  in  the 
opposite  direction,  where  presently  they  meet 
the  same  experience.  Absurd  though  it  may 
seem,  this  aggregation  of  might  and  strength, 
which  could  override  an  enemy  ten  times  as 
strong  as  the  puny  tormentors,  is  held  in 
check  by  a  circle  of  fear.  .  Again  and  again 
the  line  is  assailed,  the  fine,  naturally  docile 
brutes  becoming  more  and  more  puzzled 
with  each  repulse,  until  after  hours  of  fruitless 
effort  they  huddle  close  in  the  centre  of  the 
circle,  an  excited,  frightened,  animated 
avalanche,  requiring  the  most  careful  nursing 
for  fifty  or  sixty  miles  through  the  broad 
forests  to  prevent  stampeding  over  the 
human  chaff". 

If  a  herd  happens  near  a  former  kheddah 
the  elephants  are  carefully  driven  into  the  big 
stockade,  where  they  are  overwhelmed  by  the 
koomkies^  one  after  another.  But  oftenest 
the  stockade  is  built  around  the  encircled 
animals,  the  sounds  of  picks,  shovels,  axes, 
saws,  and  fallen  trees  enduring  day  and  night 
by  the  weird  orange  flames  of  the  beaters' 
fires,  who  thus  hold  the  beasts  within  the 
circle  until  the  monstrous  fence  of  tree  trunks 
rears  ten  feet  or  more  high.  Even  this  pro- 
tection would  be  as  nothing  were  one  of  the 
beasts  left  to  try  his  strength;  but  outside 
the  stockade  a  line  of  beaters  is  maintained 
to  keep  watch  with  the  terrifying  din  of  blank 
charges  and  tom-toms  so  soon  as  a  point  in 
the  stockade  is  threatened. 

Only  when  the  last  pile  has  been  driven  or 
set  the  real  capture  begins  with  the  koomkies^ 
those  splendid  rascals  who  once  roamed 
the  jungle  themselves,  and  who  take  visible 
delight  in  pushing,  shoving,  butting,  prodding, 
and  bullying  their  former  colleagues  into  sub- 
mission. Tall,  majestic,  and  self-reliant,  the 
fine  animals  stride  into  the  arena  guided  by 
their  mahouts,  each  beast  bearing  from  six  to 
ten  native  elephant-catchers,  who  cling  to  the 
backs  of  their  mounts  by  a  network  of  ropes 
which  enables  them  to  descend  to  work  or  to 
ascend  out  of  danger,  Uke  so  many  monkeys. 
For  it  is  a  curious  fact  that  only  rarely  will  an 
elephant  attack  a  man  mounted  on  another 
elephant.    Generally,  the  koomkies  are  made 
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to  work  in  pairs.  The  sight  of  six  pairs  of 
elephants  simultaneously  at  work  capturing 
a  half-dozen  struggling,  trumpeting  mates* 
is  an  imposing  one.  Like  a  pair  of  animal 
policemen  arresting  a  prisoner,  the  great  beasts 
sidle  alongside  a  victim,  take  him  between 
them,  and  jostle  and  squeeze  and  worry 
him,  tail  first,  toward  a  tree.  Every  inch 
is  contested  by  the  herculean  fighters,  until 
nearing    a   stout   tree    or    stump   the    little 


calf  that  is  wanted,  and  she,  unfortunately, 
must  be  killed  before  the  baby  may  be  stolen. 
How,  occasionally,  a  "rhino"  is  rounded  up 
has  been  described,  but  nowadays  the  beasts 
are  becoming  too  scarce,  even  in  Abyssinia, 
the  favourite  home  of  the  animals,  to  be  relied 
on  for  supplying  the  market,  unless  by  direct 
hunt.  In  fact,  so  rare  are  these  interesting 
creatures  that  some  species  are  supposed 
extinct.     However,  in  Abyssinia,  as  well  as  in 


brown  elephant-catchers  slide  from  their 
mounts  to  the  ground,  crawl  under  the  pon- 
derous bellies  and  shuffling,  kicking  feet,  slip 
cable  slings  about  a  hind  foot,  and  take  a 
turn  around  a  tree.  Back  staggers  the 
victim,  butted,  prodded,  and  bullied  farther 
and  farther,  the  men  taking  up  slack  until 
the  great,  grey  leg  is  tied  hard  and  fast 
against  the  tree,  where  the  captive  is  left, 
struggling  and  panting  in  despair,  to  see  the 
herd  fettered  one  after  another. 

The  capture  of  only  one  other  species 
belonging  to  the  big  pachyderms  remains  to 
be  described — that  of  the  ponderous  yet 
fleet  and  agile  savage  of  viciousness,  the 
rhinoceros.  As  in  the  case  of  its  near  relative, 
the  hippopotamus,  it  is  impracticable  to  trans- 
port this  active,  five-thousand-pound  beast 
through  virgin  wilderness  to  the  sea-coast — 
at  least,  until  some  railroad  opens  the  heart 
of  the  continent    It  is  the  mother  with  a  little 


many  other  countries,  natives  have  learned  to 
anticipate  the  coming  of  the  white  trappers, 
and  frequently  tliis  ferocious  beast,  capable 
of  impaling  a  horse  with  a  single  blow,  is 
laid  low  and  robbed  of  her  calf  by  the  crude 
weapons  of  the  savage. 

Three  hundred  dusky  hunters,  armed  only 
with  assegais  and  huge  two-handed  swords, 
take  part  in  the  hunt.  Deep  into  the  wilder- 
ness, skirting  rivers  and  swamps  where  the 
"  rhino  "  loves  to  wallow  in  mud,  the  trapping 
expedition  penetrates  until  recent  spoors  and 
the  deep,  wide  track  of  the  big  beast  and 
the  footmarks  of  her  calf  are  struck.  Stealing 
forward  the  hunters  advance,  stealthily  en- 
closing the  two  animals  in  a  circle.  The 
snapping  of  twigs  marks  the  spot  where  the 
cow  is  plodding  beside  her  calf,  and  the 
breaking  of  cane  and  brush  is  heard  as  the 
little  one  moves  about  noisily,  while  with  a 
grunt  of  contentment  the  cow  splashes  into 
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a  wallow,  only  to  struggle  to  her  feet  with 
incredible  speed.  The  tiny  rhinoceros- birds, 
those  faithful  little  feathered  guardians  who, 
sitting  on  the  backs  of  these  pachyderms, 
feed  on  parasites,  and  in  return  give  alarms 
of  danger,  are  fluttering  uneasily.  And  now 
the  wonderful  scent  of  the  cow  forewarns  her. 
Down  goes  the  big,  overhanging  lip  toward 
the  ground.  The  dangerous  horns  are  tilted 
forward.  Brush,  cane,  and  bushes  crack,  and 
with  remarkable  agility  and  frightful  impact 
the  beast  charges  doggedly,  snorting  and 
grunting  with  rage,  and  tearing  all  in  her 
path.  Straight  towards  the  nearest  hunter 
she  charges.   The  trained  savage  jumps  aside, 


strikes  against  a  hind  leg  just  above  the  foot, 
and  with  a  snap  a  tendon  parts,  making  the 
limb  useless.  Limping  on  three  legs,  the 
cow  turns  like  lightning,  but — **  hough  ! " — a 
second  snap,  and  the  crippled  animal  stands 
rooted  to  the  spot,  at  the  mercy  of  her 
enemies,  who  a  little  later  track  the  frightened 
calf  and  transport  it  to  captivity  to  await  the 
coming  of  the  white  man,  the  wild  animal 
agent,  who  pays  in  silver,  in  glass  beads,  in 
gaudy  calicoes,  and  copper  wire. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  captures  the 
wild  animal  trapper  makes  is  that  of  the 
crocodile  —  that  dreaded,  voracious,  man- 
eating  river  hyena  which   infests  Asia  and 


"like  down  in  a  gai.e  the  men  scattkr,  some  knocked  prone  as  thf  mighty  bodv  brushes  by. 


and  with  yells  and  cries  of  excitement  the 
hunters  bear  down  as  the  cow  turns  to 
charge,  this  time  at  a  group  of  men  who 
draw  the  beast's  attention.  Like  down  in  a 
gale  the  men  scatter,  some  knocked  prone  as 
the  mighty  body  brushes  by.  But  another 
group  of  tantalizers  is  ahead,  and  as  the 
fierce    cow    charges — "  hough  !  "—a    sword 


Africa.  In  North  Africa,  where  this  long, 
squatty,  black,  horn- hided  creature  of  mouth 
and  teeth  attains  a  length  of  twenty-two  feet, 
native  hunters  catch  the  frightful  antagonist 
with  their  bare  hands. 

During  the  cold  season,  when  the  tepid 
waters  of  the  blue-grey  rivers  have  been 
nipped  with  the  chill  of  night,   the  long, 
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yellow-eyed  faces  of  the  monsters  appear  on 
the  surface  of  the  water,  and  lazily  the  end- 
less, knotty-skinned  animals  drag  themselves 
high  up  on  the  sand-hills  to  sleep  and  bask 
in  the  warm  sun.  Sprawling  over  one  another 
in  heaps,  like  tangled  tree-trunks,  the  saurians 
lie  for  hours  without  the  least  sign  of  life — 
ready  victims  for  the  trapper;  for  on  land 
this  beast  is  but  a  timid,  cowardly  creature 
until  attacked.  Only  then  the  vicious,  mighty 
animal,  handicapped  by  fighting  out  of  its 
own  element,  develops  a  mine  of  boundless 
fury.  Impelled  by  the  lowest  order  of 
intelligence,  which  once  aroused  knows  no 
fear,  the  animal  flings  itself  at  the  enemy, 
never  ceasing  attack  until  the  last  breath 
of  its  wonderfully  tenacious  life  has  been 
exhausted. 

Drifting  down  river  on  rafts,  the  crocodile 
trapper  and  a  score  of  native  hunters  noise- 
lessly  approach  the  shore  to  intercept   the 
flight   of  the   slumbering   reptiles   into    the 
river.     From  afar,  by  means  of  field-glasses, 
the  victim  has  been  singled  out.     Not  until 
the  rafts  grate  upon  the  sand  are  the  semi- 
torpid  beasts  aroused.     Wild,  fierce  squirm- 
ing, the  shuffle  of  scurrying  feet  and  dragging 
bodies,  and  with 
mouths    wide 
open,    squatty 
legs  scraping  and 
long    tails     drag- 
ging,   each   is    in 
flight,  scrambling 
and    sprawling 
and  splashing    in 
full  retreat   head- 
long   over    em- 
bankments     into 
the   river.      Only 
the   flight  of  the 
victim    has    been 
intercepted. 
Armed  with  long 
poles  the  hunters 
prod  and  beat  the 
crocodile,    which, 
realizing    that   its 
only   safety  is  in 
the  river,  refuses 
to  be   driven   in- 
land,   while     the 
men  aim    simply 
to  goad  the  rep- 
tile to  attack. 


Sweeping  wide  arcs  with  its  monstrous, 
death-dealing  tail  the  infuriated  saurian  darts 
forward,  only  to  meet  a  blow  across  the  nose 
that  would  fell  a  bull.  But  life  takes  hold 
of  every  bone  and  shred  and  fibre  in  the 
monster's  body,  and  the  injury  but  maddens 
it  to  further  attack,  while  the  hunters  fight  in 
what  seems  a  most  reckless  manner.  Still, 
always  barring  the  threshing,  ten-foot  tail  that 
would  bring  down  an  ox  like  a  trip-hammer, 
there  is  little  danger  from  the  crocodile 
ashore.  A  man  could  outrun  the  reptile 
and  its  frightful  battery  of  conical,  needle- 
pointed  teeth  that  would  snap  one  in  halves 
like  a  pipe-stem.  Prodding,  butting,  and 
beating,  the  unequal  fight  is  continued  for  a 
half- hour  or  an  hour — until,  with  the  first 
show  of  exhaustion,  a  terrific  blow  across  the 
broad,  hideous  head  momentarily  stuns  the 
fighter.  In  an  instant,  then,  the  hunters  are 
on  top  of  the  beast,  sitting  astride  the  body, 
lying  across  its  tail,  and  pinning  every  inch 
of  the  herculean  frame  to  the  ground,  while 
in  a  twinkling  the  trapper  has  slipped  ropes 
about  each  ankle,  draws  the  legs  back,  and 
secures  them  around  the  body,  rendering 
the  reptile  practically  helpless^.      A  rope  is 

slung  around  the 
wide  -  open  jaws, 
and  these  are 
drawn  together 
and  tied  shut, 
while  with  every 
//  lash  of  the  big 
,/  tail  the  unfooted 
/  monster  rolls  over 
and  over  until, 
self-exhausted,  he 
lies  still.  Then 
the  poles  are 
stretched  along- 
side the  animal, 
and  its  two-hun- 
dred-and-fifty  or 
three-hundred- 
pound  body  rolled 
upon  them  and 
lashed  around 
and  around,  and 
— there  lies  one  of 
the  fiercest  of  all 
menagerie  cap- 
tives, trapped  and 
harmless  as  a 
baby. 


'there  lies  one   op   THR   fiercest  op   all   MFN'ACSRIB  CAPTIVES, 
TRAPPEP  AND   HARMLESS  AS  A   HABV." 
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1  HO  is  Cherokee  Bill  ?  "  asked 
Helen,  propping  up  the 
blue-eyed  boy,  kicking  and 
sputtering,  on  the  bed,  and 
drawing  open  the  square 
mouth  of  RialFs  brown 
leather  handbag. 

"  Briefly,"  replied  the  correspondent, 
standing,  hands  in  his  pockets,  near  his 
wife's  side,  "  he  is  the  king  of  red  criminals. 
You  know,  Helen,  nations  make  treaties  with 
nations,  but  nations,  as  a  rule,  do  not  make 
treaties  with  individuals." 

"  Ah  !  "  returned  Helen,  smiling. 

"That  is  so,"  Riall  continued,  also  smiling  ; 
*'  but  in  the  case  of  Cherokee  Bill  a  nation 
has  made  a  treaty  with  a  man.  First  this  man 
preyed  only  upon  the  white  people.  Then, 
the  reconciliation  between  the  white  and  red 
races  beginning,  he  preyed  also  upon  the 
Indians,  particularly  harrying,  robbing,  and 
slaying  his  own  tribesmen.  Nobody  has  been 
able  to  take  him,  and  at  last  the  Cherokee 
Government,  at  its  wits'  end,  has  concluded 
a  compact  with  him,  the  nation  forgiving  all 
his  crimes,  and  Cherokee  Bill  agreeing  to 
come  in  from  the  forest  and  be  a  good 
Indian." 

"  But,"  questioned  Helen,  "  will  the  United 
States  Government  absolve  this  desperado  ?  " 

Riall  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  At  any  rate,  you  are  to  interview  him  ?  " 
half  soliloquized  the  young  wife,  setting  to 
work  to  pack  the  bag. 

"If  he  isn't  too  quick  with  his  scalping- 
knife." 


Helen  shot  a  startled  look  at  her  husband. 

"  Now,  don't  get  alarmed,"  begged  Riall. 
"  If  Cherokee  Bill  wants  the  right  of  way, 
ril  let  him  have  it." 

"  But  are  you  never  to  stop  running  into 
danger  ?  "  exclaimed  Helen.  "  Are  you  to 
be  for  ever  flying  off,  leaving  sonny  and  me 
alone  in  this  big  town — leaving  me  to  wait 
sleeplessly  for  you,  my  heart  bounding  into 
my  mouth  at  every  sound  on  the  stair  ?  The 
Chippewa  war,  the  race  riots  —  they  were 
awful  nightmares  to  me  !  The  Indian  Ter- 
ritory, I  hear,  is  a  very  terrible  place — 
Indians,  negroes,  and  white  men  always 
embroiled  in  deadly  strife." 

"  My  darling,"  said  the  correspondent, 
taking  her  tenderly  into  his  long,  sinewy 
arms,  "  with  all  my  heart  I  sympathize  with 
you.  It  is  for  you  and  sonny  that  I  go — 
you  and  sonny,  who  are  in  my  thoughts  all 
day  and  in  my  dreams  all  night.  Never  have 
I  had  an  assignment,  Helen,  in  which  you 
and  sonny  did  not  play  the  most  important 
part." 

Soundly  she  kissed  him  on  the  lips. 

"To  interview  Cherokee  Bill,"  he  went  on, 
"  is  the  managing  editor's  command,  and  not 
for  the  *  Yap '  reporter  is  it  to  pick  and 
choose.  Like  the  soldier,  he  gets  an  order 
to  move,  and  instantly  he  moves.  But  this 
unsettled  life,  these  risks,  are  for  only  a  little 
time ;  one  day,  with  God's  help,  I'll  be  my 
own  master,  and  when  I  am  I'll  stick  tight 
to  the  brown-eyed  girl  and  the  blue-eyed  boy. 
Put  all  your  money  on  that !  " 

At  two  in  the  morning,  in  the  mellow 
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nightlight,  Helen  fed  the  baby,  her  black 
hair  falling  loose  and  luminous  on  her  snowy 
gown.  Feebly  pulsed  the  great  city.  Pre- 
viously by  some  hours  Riall  had  loaded  his 
six-shooter,  slipped  a  bowie  knife  into  his 
inside  coat  pocket,  taken  his  brown  leather 
bag,  and  gone  away.  Wide  open,  the  big 
blue  eyes  of  the  boy  dwelt  upon  the  face  of 
his  mother. 

"  Sweet  sonny,"  said  Helen,  "  do  you  not 
know  that  all  journalists  are  cast  in  an  un- 
heroic  mould  ?  Has  not  this  legend  reached 
even  your  pink  little  ears?  All  my  life  / 
have  heard  it.  Low-grade  fellows,  irreverent, 
dissolute,  uncultured,  untruthful,  sneering  at 
high  deeds  of  principle,  cold  towards  all 
really  glorious  phases  of  character " 

Wider  opened  the  blue  eyes,  strangely 
curious  grew  the  cherub  face. 

"My  lovely  boy,"  whispered  the  mother, 
cuddling  him  close  to  her  heart,  "don't  you 
believe  this  evil  story;  it  is  a  monstrous 
calumny  ! " 

Dust-smirched  and  jaded,  behind  him 
twenty-four  hours'  fast  travelling,  Riall  got 
out  of  a  Pullman  car  on  to  a  long,  wide 
plank  platform,  crowded  with  shirt-sleeved 
men  of  almost  every  hue  of  skin — pure  Cau- 
casians, full-blooded  red  men,  yellow  Chinese, 
coal-black  negroes,  neutral-coloured  mixed 
breeds.  Night  was  falling,  and  the  corre- 
spondent's attention  was  divided  between  the 
motley  throng  on  the  platform  and  the  aspect 
of  the  weather.  As  for  the  people,  never 
before  had  he  seen  frames  so  wiry,  faces  so 
lean,  eyes  so  piercing,  miens  so  furtive  and 
vigilant.  As  for  the  weather — the  sky  an 
angry  yellow,  the  wind  coming  in  sharp, 
frequent  puffs,  each  blast  more  forcible  than 
that  before  it — Riall  was  awed  by  its  extra- 
ordinary and  ominous  strangeness. 

At  the  station  hotel,  which  he  reached 
after  a  stiff  bout  with  the  wind,  Riall  had  just 
written  his  name  in  the  register  when  he  was 
handed  a  telegram  from  the  managing  editor, 
stating  that  the  Washington  Government  had 
ordered  an  immediate  move  to  capture 
Cherokee  Bill,  and  requesting  the  Morning 
Star  man  to  "  work  with  all  possible  dispatch." 
The  telegram  added  that  it  appeared  to  be 
the  purpose  of  the  authorities  to  send  the 
marshals  and  soldiers  down  on  the  north- 
west border  of  the  Indian  Territory. 

"Then  the  scene  of  action,"  muttered 
Riall,  bitterly,  "is  fifty  miles  across  the 
prairie." 

Deeply  absorbed  in  his  problem,  yet  his 
thoughts  kept  turning  to  the  storm.     It  had 

gun   to   shriek.      Occasionally   the    hotel 

oL  xxxiv.— 66. 


trembled.  Strong  men  gathered  at  the 
windows,  pale  and  ill  at  ease.  Striding 
towards  the  door,  his  face  a  painful  study, 
Riall  felt  again  the  old  tyrannous  terror  of 
the  "  Yap  "  reporter — the  terror  of  defeat. 

"What  do  you  want  for  him?"  cried  the 
correspondent,  bursting  into  the  storm  and 
bounding  down  the  steps  to  where  a  tall 
plainsman  had  alighted  from  a  bronco. 

"  Little  Steam  Engine  ? "  shouted  the 
plainsman,  bracing  himself  against  the  wind 
and  glaring  at  Riall. 

"  Yes,  if  that's  his  name.  What'll  you  take 
for  him — saddle,  bridle,  equipment,  and  all — 
likewise  those  spurs  ?  " 

"  Blest  if  this  ain't  suddent !  "  exclaimed 
the  Westerner.  "  What's  wrong  with  y', 
kid?" 

"  Nothing,"  said  Riall.  "  I  want  to  cross 
the  prairie  quickly,  and  need  a  pony.  What's 
your  price  ?  " 

"  Why,  bust  me  ! "  cried  the  plainsman, 
"  I'd  ruther  sell  my  right  arm  !  " 

"Hire  him  to  me,  then,"  cried  Riall. 
"Here's  two  hundred  dollars" — the  bills 
buzzed  in  the  wind — "keep  it  till  I  come 
back,  and  charge  me  what  you  like  ! " 

From  earliest  boyhood  at  home  on  horse- 
back, Riall  grasped  the  rein  and  swung  into 
the  saddle. 

"  By  Heaven ! "  exclaimed  the  amazed 
owner  of  Little  Steam  Engine,  unbuckling 
his  spurs,  "  y'  may  be  crazy,  but  y're  game ! 
Two  days'  rations  in  the  roll  behmd  y',  and 
under  y'  the  toughest,  swiftest  brute  in  the 
Territory." 

Standing  out  upon  the  prairie,  the  trail 
stretching  away  to  the  north-west,  Riall  and 
Little  Steam  Engine  found  themselves  pitted 
against  a  doughty  antagonist.  The  rider 
drew  his  hat  tight  over  his  head  and 
buttoned  his  coat  to  the  neck.  The  wind, 
in  nautical  phrase,  was  on  their  port  beam. 
Coming  now,  for  the  most  part,  in  a  steady 
gale,  it  ironed  the  long  grass  close  to  the 
earth — flat,  motionless,  glistening.  Only  the 
man  and  the  bronco  stood  up,  and  the  air 
countered  with  clamorous  and  staggering 
pugnacity.  leaning  heavily  to  windward, 
Riall  clove  close  to  Little  Steam  Engine. 
When  the  pony,  swept  off  the  trail  by  an 
irresistible  blast,  started  to  scud,  Riall  righted 
him  with  a  savage  dig  of  the  rowel  and  twist 
of  the  scissor-bit. 

"If  it  gets  no  worse,"  thought  the  corre- 
spondent, striking  a  comparative  calm,  in 
which  the  bronco  shot  forward  at  lightning 
speed,  "  I  may  be  in  at  the  *  killing '  yet." 

Scanning    the   south-western    skies,    Riall 
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observed  that  their  appearance  was  under- 
going a  rapid  change.  The  peculiar  yellowish 
glow  was  dying  out,  and  in  its  place,  over  a 
vast  segment  of  the  horizon,  was  rising  an 
inky  object.  The  edges  of  this  great  phe 
nomenon  were  wind-frayed,  and  its  whole 
look  gave  an  impression  of  tremendous 
movement.  It  was  attended  by  continual 
ghostly  flashings  and  vibrant  mutterings.  So 
fascinated  was  the  journalist,  so  eager  to  see 
what  mighty  thing  travelled  in  the  wake  of 
this  splendid  herald,  that  before  he  knew  it 
the  prairie  had  grown  quite  dark,  the  trail 
was  blotted  out.  Tiven  Little  Steam  Engine 
remained  only  as  something  resolutely  and 
swifily  in  motion  beneath  the  saddle. 

"  What  a  beastly  nuisance,"  thought  Riall, 
"that  this  Stygian  blackness  should  come 
just  as  the  wind  falls ! " 

Scarcely  had  the  reflection  crossed  his 
mind  when  the  prairie  stood  forth  in  a  blind- 
ing light.  Literally  it  was  a  blinding  light  ; 
and  yet,  before  it  blinded,  it  revealed — 
etched  out  with  thrilling  distinctness — every 
detail  of  the  plain.  Hard  upon  the  flash 
came  the  thunder— a  benumbing,  shattering 
peal  that  sent  Little  Steam  Engine  into  the 
air  in  an  ecstasy  of  fright.  Coming  at  a 
frenzied  gallop,  fifty  yards  away,  Riall  beheld 
a  group  of  horsemen,  in  compact  mass,  anon 
speaking  in  hoarse  tones.  Also,  off  to  the 
left,  the  journalist  caught  a  glimpse  of  what 
resembled  a  wave  of  the  sea  bearing  down 
upon  the  fleeing  plainsmen.  Then  again 
the  darkness — impenetrable,  overwhelming. 
With  a  great  effort  Riall  set  Little  Steam 
Engine  back  upon  his  haunches,  and  the 
next  instant  swung  him  to  his  feet  to  the 
right-about.  As  the  lightning  blazed  again 
the  galloping  horsemen  swept  abreast  of  the 
journalist,  and  Little  Steam  Engine  flashed 
forward  with  the  column. 

In  that  second  intense  burst  of  light  Riall 
took  in  much  of  the  story,  but  not  all,  nor 
yet  the  gravest  part.  In  the  centre  of  the 
group  of  riders,  on  a  huge  black  horse,  sat  a 
gigantic  Indian.  His  face,  slightly  lifted,  was 
hard  set,  and  he  stared  straight  ahead,  the 
feathers  about  his  brow  extending  horizontally 
backward  and  violently  fluttering  in  the  wind. 
His  hands,  holding  the  rein,  were  chained 
together,  and  on  either  side  rode  a  soldier 
gripping  a  thick  strap  attached  to  the  bit  of 
the  Indian's  charger.  Immediately  in  front 
was  a  third  soldier,  immediately  behind  a 
fourth.  Vanguard,  flanks,  and  rear  were 
composed  of  civil  officers,  troopers,  cowboys, 
and  persons  whom  Riall  guessed  to  be  news- 
paper  men.     Instantly   he   realized   that  at 


last  Cherokee  Bill  had  fought  a  losing  fight 
with  his  age-long  enemy  of  the  pallid  skin. 
But  what  meant  the  blanched  faces,  the 
terrified  eyes,  the  furious  onrush  of  the  victors 
in  the  fray? 

"  I  say,  Major !  "  suddenly  cried  a  flanker 
on  the  extreme  right,  "they're  crowdin'  us 
on  this  side;  we've  got  to  swerve  to  the  left ! " 

"  Impossible  ! "  yelled  a  horseman  on  the 
opposite  edge  of  the  column;  "  they're  crowdin' 
us  on  this  side  too  !  " 

"  Straight  ahead,  men!"  rang  out  the  voice 
of  the  commander. 

"  Tell  me  !  "  Riall  shouted  up  to  a  stalwart 
cowboy,  sitting  his  speedy  bay  gelding  like  a 
bronze  statue;  "what's  the  matter?" 

"  Matter,  pardner!"  exclaimed  the  cowboy. 
"  Have  y'  jist  wal^  up  ?  Th'  ain't  nothin' 
th'  matter  but  a  stampede  of  ten  thousand 
bullocks ! " 

"Good  heavens!"  gasped  Riall,  closing 
upon  his  rein  with  a  sterner  grip  and  settling 
himself  more  firmly  in  the  saddle. 

In  quick  alternation,  gleam  and  gloom. 
The  lines  of  the  lightning,  zigzag,  rapid^  far- 
leaping,  were  almost  too  keen  for  the  eye- 
nerve  to  endure.  And  the  thunder  ! 
Synthetized  from  a  hundred  battles  seemed 
its  crash  and  roar.  The  inky  cloud, 
stretching  eager  arms  along  the  horizon,  and 
swiftly  mounting  to  the  zenith,  had  veiled 
two-thirds  of  the  heavens.  Fading  out  of  it 
was  the  intense  colour,  dashes  of  rain  had 
begun  to  fall,  and  the  wind  was  increasing 
in  velocity.  Above  his  head  Riall  could 
hear  a  fierce  sibilance  like  that  of  a  tempest 
in  a  ship's  rigging.  The  force  of  the  gale  he 
did  not  feel,  sheltered,  as  he  was,  by  the  big 
bay  gelding  and  the  brawny  cowboy  by  his 
side.  In  a  land  of  extreme  meteorological 
eccentricity  and  violence,  the  journalist 
scarcely  knew  which  to  fear  the  more — the 
death-fraught  elements  or  the  storm-crazed 
herd. 

With  the  sudden  crowding  of  the  horses 
together,  as  if  caught  in  a  vice,  Riall  recog- 
nised the  advent  of  dire  and  immediate  peril. 
At  the  same  moment  he  began  distinctly  to 
hear  the  bellowing  of  the  bullocks  and  the 
thunder  of  their  hoofs.  On  the  flanks  and 
in  the  rear,  already  involved  in  the  stampede, 
with  all  their  might  the  horsemen  were 
crying  out  and  discharging  their  rifles  and 
pistols,  in  a  wild  effort  to  arrest  or  divert  the 
living  avalanche.  Little  Steam  Engine,  under 
the  average  height,  exposing  him  to  the 
imminent  danger  of  being  crushed  between 
the  bronco's  taller  running  mates,  Riall  got 
upon  his  knees  in  the  saddle,  and  rode  thus. 
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"tHEKE   was  the  thud  of   heavy   bodies  in   conflict,   the  shouts   and   AGONIZKD   OUTCRIES  OK   MEN." 

balancing  himself  by  clinging  to  a  blanket-  was   the  thud  of  heavy   bodies  in   conflict, 

ring  in  the  cowboy's  saddle-frame.  the   shouts  and  agonized  outcries   of   men, 

Shortly,    to  the   right,   the   correspondent  and  Riall  realized  that  horseflesh  and  human 

became  aware  of  a  desperate  struggle.    There  might  were  proving  unequal  to  the  blind  and 
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merciless  charge  of  the  brute  mass.  Save  in 
front  alone,  on  all  sides  the  column  was  sore 
beset.  From  time  to  time  a  horse  went 
down,  the  fall  marked  by  a  rider's  smothered 
cry.  Suddenly,  breaking  through  on  Riall's 
left,  plunged  forward  a  huge  ox,  his  great 
horns"  making  gory  havoc.  Before  this 
frenzied  onset,  stridently  neighing,  half-a- 
dozen  horses  lunged  and  fell,  carrying  down 
their  riders  in  a  writhing  chaos.  The  jour- 
nalist dropped  quickly  into  the  saddle  as  his 
bronco,  seizing  the  TSeway,  leapt  ahead  like  a 
powder-driven  missile.  Home,  then,  Riall 
Slink  his  dripping  spurs.  The  pressure  about 
him  fell  away.  He  stood  forth  unscreened 
against  the  storm.  Gratefully  its  rude  buffet- 
ings  beat  upon  his  throbbing  and  enfevered 
brow. 

Suddenly  appeared  a  huge  form,  forging 
full  abreast  of  Little  Steam  Engine.  The 
lightning  gleamed,  and  Riall  found  himself  in 
the  lee,  almost  under  the  flank,  of  Cherokee 
Biirs  black  charger.  Another  flash,  and  the 
correspondent  took  in  the  Indian,  his  giant 
figure  erect,  his  face,  as  before,  slightly  lifted 
and  hard  set,  the  rein  still  tight  in  his  hand- 
cuffed grasp.  *The  quartet  of  guards  was 
gone ;  the  heavy  guide-reins  flew  loose  from 
the  charger's  bit.  Sounding,  at  this  moment, 
to  the  rear,  a  staccato  of  rifle  volleys,  the 
white  man  and  the  Indian  wheeled  in  their 
saddles.  The  remnant  of  the  column,  having 
quickly  halted,  was  crouching*-  behind  a 
bulwark  of  prostrate  horses  and  steers.  Other 
cattle,  mounting  the  heap,  were  felled  with 
bayonet  or  bullet,  automatically  adding  their 
bulk  to  the  height  of  the  defence.  Heart 
aleap,  Riall  saw  that  the  desperate  measure 
had  won — that  the  herd,  split  in  twain,  was 
rushing  harmlessly  by  on  either  hand. 
Another  moment,  and  the  imprisoned  persons 
had  disappeared ;  all  that  rose  above  the 
storm  was  the  deep,  muffled,  tremendous 
sound  of  the  sea  of  bullocks  in  resistless 
flood. 

Straight  on  sped  Cherokee  Bill  and  the 
"  Yap  "  reporter,  the  latter,  for  the  moment, 
riding  aimlessly,  the  Indian  riding  for  liberty. 
All  at  once,  upon  Riall's  mind  flashed  the 
brightly-lit,  strenuous,  clattering  office  of  the 
Morning  Star.  Again  he  heard  the  managing 
editor's  measured,  impressive  accents  :  "  Mr. 
Riall,  this  Cherokee  Bill  is  no  ordinary 
bandit;  he  is  probably  the  greatest,  surely 
the  bravest,  of  living  red  men."  To  Riall, 
temporarily  benumbed,  this  memory  came  as 
an  electric  shock.  "  Explore  his  mind ;  reflect 
fully,  impartially,  his  racial  point  of  view." 
Skyward  loomed  the  Indian,  the  big  body 


pitched  slightly  forward,  the  manacled  hands 
clutching  the  rein,  the  iron  face  cleaving  the 
tumult  with  the  steady  majesty  of  a  liner's 
prow.  "I  say!"  cried  Riall.  "I  say!" 
Time  after  time.  But,  quite  ineffectual,  his 
fervent  exclamations  were  roughly  beaten 
back  by  the  wind. 

"  Behold  !  "  abruptly  shouted  the  Indian, 
for  the  first  time  relaxing  his  rigid  posture, 
and  turning  his  face  upon  Riall.  They  were 
entering  the  town  from  which,  an  hour  or  so 
before,  the  journalist  had  set  out.  The  awe- 
some black  cloud,  whipped  to  a  spectral  mist, 
had  scudded  away  to  the  north-east,  unveil- 
ing a  limpid  firmament,  sparkling  with  stars. 
Riall  had  left  a  town  of  orderly  streets  and 
substantial  buildings  ;  in  the  soft  glow  of  the 
storm  -  cleared  air  he  saw  a  twisted  and 
shattered  waste — brick  structures  crumbled, 
frame  buildings  roofless  and  reeling,  churches 
without  spires,  great  columns  of  smoke  rising 
from  smouldering  ruins,  all  the  surviving 
population  feverishly  fighting  fire,  erecting 
shelters,  tending  the  wounded,  recovering 
and  grieving  over  the  dead.  Riall  and  those 
with  hiryi  had  imagined  they  were  in  a  storm, 
but  here  had  been  the  real  path  of  the  dis- 
turbance, and  the  disturbance  had  been  a 
narrow- based  tornado. 

"  Behold  !  "  repeated  Cherokee  Bill,  look- 
ing now  at  Riall,  now  at  the  surrounding 
desolation  ;  "  the  Great  Spirit  breathes  death 
upon  a  brigand  race  !  " 

Somehow  that  wild  cry,  bursting  from  that 
great  barbarian,  i3suing  from  the  lips  of  that 
strangely  exalted  face,  thrilled  the  "Yap" 
reporter  to  his  inmost  soul.  Expressive,  it 
seemed,  of  all  the  pent-up  feeling,  the  sear- 
ing resentment,  of  all  the  red  men  since  the 
red  man's  debacle. began. 

"  I  think,"  muttered  Riall,  grimly,  reining 
Little  Steam  Engine  to  a  halt ;  "  I  think  I 
have  Cherokee  Bill's  point  of  view  !  " 

Evidently  the  Indian  had  crossed  the 
border  of  the  town  unwittingly,  for  abruptly 
he  swung  the  charger  round  and  made  for 
the  prairie.  Riall  watched  him  go,  leaning 
rigidly  forward  as  before,  his  feathers  flutter- 
ing behind,  his  big  body  moving  in  easy 
unison  with  the  movement  of  his  mount. 

"  Is  there  a  telegraph  -  wire  standing  ? " 
asked  Riall  of  a  man  hurrying  past  with  an 
armful  of  blankets. 

"Great  Jupiter!"  was  the  retort.  "Th' 
ain't  enough  o'  th'  telegraph  system  left  to 
wad  a  shot-gun." 

"  How  far  to  the  nearest  railway  junction 
point?"  asked  Riall,  spurring  the  pony 
forward  to  keep  up  with  the  pedestrian. 
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"  Twenty-five  miles  south-west." 

**Any  trail?" 

"  Alongside  th'  railroad." 

"  Know  the  extent  of  the  disaster  here  ?  " 

"  Town  ruined,  two  hundred  people  dead, 
more'n  a  thousand  injured,  an'  th'  count 
unfinished." 

The  next  instant  the  paved  street  rang  with 
the  bronco's  galloping  hoofs.  "Twenty- five 
miles,"  thought  the  corre- 
spondent ;  "if  the  wires  to 
the  east  from  the  junction 
are  not  down,  I  should  be 
able  to  get  off  my  story  by 
a  roundabout  route  a  little 
before  midnight." 

Pressing  vigorously  along 
the  trail,  the  "Yap"  had 
covered  about  half  the  dis- 
tance to  the  junction,  when 
he  was  seized  with  conster- 
nation ;  the  swift  feet  be- 
neath him  were  slowing 
down  ;  the  bronco  wa^ 
violently  trembling.  Spring- 
ing off  Rial!  peered 
anxiously  into  the  pony-s 
face.  Already  the  head  was 
heavy,  the  eyes  were  be- 
ginning to  glaze,  and  a  few 
minutes  later,  stretched  at 
full  length  by  the  trail.  Little 
Steam  Engine  was  perma- 
nently resting  from  his  life- 
long struggles  and  fatigues. 
In  his  sides  gJiped  two  red- 
lipped  wounds,  and  as  Riall 
looked — looked  and  remem- 
bered—  his  eyes  were  wet, 
and  out  of  his  throat  broke 
something  like  a  groan. 

In  the  centre  of  the  rail- 
way   was    a   narrow    beaten 
path,   and  along    this   Riall 
rapidly     strode,      refreshing 
himself  as  he  went  with  food- 
from  the  abandoned  saddle- 
roll.      Complete   silence 
reigned  on  the  prairie.     The 
stairs    were    very    beautiful; 
the  air,  blowing  briskly  from  the  west,  was 
deliciously  crisp  and   sweet.      Drenched   to 
the    skin,   sore  of  foot    and    limb,   cruelly 
harrowed  in  mind,  the  correspondent  pressed 
doggedly    on.       Some    five    or     six    miles 
nearer  his  goal,  his  progress  was   suddenly 
arrested    by  a   huge   freight   locomotive  at 
a    standstill  on   the    track,    its   lights  burn- 
ing,   its   cylinders    hot,    the   fire    aglow    in 


the  furnace,  but  no  engineer  or  fireman  to 
be  seen. 

"  Extraordinary  ! "  exclaimed  the  journalist, 
pushing  past  the  engine,  and  finding  the  line 
empty. 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  you,  man  !  " 

The  e.xclamation  came  from  a  figure  slowly 
crawUrjg  towards  Riall  between  the  rails. 

"What's    happened?"    cried    the    corre- 


WHAT'S   HAPPENKuV   CKIKU   THK  COKKESl'ONUENT.      *  LET   ME   HELP   VOU  I ' 


spondent.  "  Let  me  help  you  !  "  And  Riall 
bent  over  the  prostrate  form. 

"  Give  me  a  lift  into  the  cab  of  the  engine," 
and  a  heavy,  hot  hand  was  raised  to  meet 
Riall's  ready  grasp. 

"S'  far's  I'm  concerned,"  said  the  man, 
as  Riall  eased  him  into  the  engineer's  seat, 
"  it's  only  a  broken  leg.  But  back  yander  in 
th'  tall  grass,  where  th'  train  lays,  is  a  dozen 
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poor  fellers  at  death's  door.  Th'  tornado 
overtook  us  and  lifted  th'  train  into  th'  ditch, 
twistin'  it  neatly  off  th'  engine,  which  kept 
th'  rails.  Th'  fireman,  who  wuz  on  th'  tender 
when  th'  storm  struck,  wuz  hurled  fifty  feet 


"Then  do  it,"  said  the  engineer,  **  and 
we'll  run  back  to  Fort  Red  Stone  fer  help." 

"  Are  the  wires  down  at  the  junction  ?  " 
asked  Riall,  with  bated  breath. 

"  Lord,  yes,"  was  the  reply ;   "  they    wuz 


"the  balloon  pofpbd  high  into  the  translucknt  night." 


an'  killed.  I  wuz  crushed  down  by  th'  force 
o'  th'  wind,  an'  wuz  barely  able,  with  my 
broken  leg,  to  reach  th'  throttle.  Then  I 
crawled  back  an'  found  th'  crew  in  th'  wreck. 
Can  you  fire  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  cried  Riall ;  "  of  course  I  can  fire." 


down  when  we  come  through,  an'  the  real 
blow  hadn't  arrived  yet" 

Despair  gnawing  at  his  heart,  Riall  grasped 
the  scoop  and  began  to  heave  coal  into  the 
furnace.  Back  down  the  line  hissed  the 
locomotive,    her    fires,   at    the    intervals    of 
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RialFs  stoking,  sending  a  slanting  yellow 
shaft  into  the  night.  The  journalist's  hat 
and  coat  were  off,  his  sleeves  rolled  up,  the 
furnace  blaze,  from  time  to  time,  beating 
fiercely  in  his  face.  The  figure  of  the 
engineer,  partly  out  of  the  window,  bulked 
huge  in  the  corner  of  the  cab,  his  great  hairy 
hand  on  the  throttle,  his  grey  eyes  gleaming 
like  ^teel  along  the  track. 

"  Done !  "  he  said,  suddenly,  drawing  in 
his  head,  closing  the  throttle,  and  applying 
the  brakes. 

"  Right  at  the  top  o'  th*  hill,  you'll  find  the 
fort.     Tell  'em  to  come  quick." 

Seizing  his  hat  and  coat,  Riall  sprang  from 
the  engine,  and  made  his  way  up  the  hill  as 
rapidly  as  the  darkness  and  steepness  would 
permit.  It  was  hard  going,  and  the  journalist 
was  crestfallen  and  fagged.  He  seemed  to 
stumble  into  all  the  holes  in  the  hill,  and 
once  he  was  so  bruised  that  he  felt  like  lying 
still,  going  to  sleep,  and  forgetting.  But 
there  was  the  engineer  with  the  broken  leg, 
and  the  poor  fellows  in  the  wreck.  So  he 
struggled  up  and  climbed  ahead.  Suddenly 
he  came  upon  a  flat  space,  under  the  shadow 
of  the  fort  wall — a  scene  of  great  animation, 
soldiers  moving  busily  about  with  lanterns, 
and  someone  resonantly  giving  orders. 

"  With  this  breeze,"  said  the  voice  of 
command,  "you  should  be  at  Little  Rock 
within  the  hour.     Get  ready,  men  !  " 

Riall  rushed  forward  with  a  ringing  shout. 

**  Hold  ! "  he  cried.  "  Wait  a  second, 
please  ! " 

All  eyes  upon  him,  in  blank  astonishment. 

"  I'm  a  Morning  Star  man,"  he  panted. 
"  I've  just  come  through  the  tornado 
district.  I  know  the  whole  horrible  story. 
There's  an  engineer  with  a  broken  leg,  in 
his  engine,  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  He 
wants  a  surgeon  and  medical  supplies  for  a 
dozen  poor  fellows  up  the  line  in  a  wreck. 
He's  waiting.     Let  me  go  in  this  balloon  I " 

Dumbfounded  silence,  then  the  com- 
mander's voice : — 


"I'll  see  about  the  injured  engineer  and 
the  wreck,  but  you  mayn't  go  in  the  balloon. 
I  can't  take  any  such  responsibility.  The 
fort  aeronaut" — Riall  noted  a  weather- 
beaten  Westerner,  sitting  quietly  in  the  car 
of  the  balloon,  as  it  swayed  and  strained 
at  the  ropes — "goes  oflScially  to  report  to 
the  Government  about  the  storm,  and  to 
ask  for  a  rush  supply  of  rations  and  tents. 
Stand  aside,  please  !     Ready,  men  ?  " 

"Aye  ! " 

"  Cut 'er  loose!" 

Half-a-dozen  knives  flashed,  and  the  balloon 
popped  high  into  the  translucent  night.  There 
had  been  a  quick  movement — a  desperate 
leap.  The  car  had  lurched  and  swung  round 
violently.  And  when  the  soldiers  stared  about 
them  the  "  Yap  "  reporter  was  not  there ! 

Ten  a.m.  in  the  telegraph  oflSce  at  Little 
Rock.  Riall  fitfully  sleeping  in  a  big 
revolving  chair,  tipped  far  back,  his  face 
drawn  and  haggard.  On  the  table  before 
him  the  remnant  of  a  thick  pad  of  writing 
paper,  and  a  bunch  of  worn  lead -pencils. 
Through  his  mind  moving  a  train  of  vivid 
impressions — a  balloon  standing  quite  still ; 
the  earth  swiftly  falling  away ;  the  horizon 
rising,  forming  a  colossal  cup  ;  the  wind 
blowing  crisply  and  sweetly  from  the  west ; 
the  landscape  skimming  beneath  ;  the  town 
breaking  sharply  upon  his  view.  Then  a 
hard  bump,  a  scurry  for  the  wire,  desperate 
writing,  pages  of  "copy,"  the  clatter  of 
telegraph  keys  and  sounders. 

"  Two  telegrams,  sir." 

Riall  awoke  with  a  start. 

"  Brilliant  story  "  —  from  the  managing 
editor — "  and  a  clean  *  beat.'  Deeply  moved 
by  your  thrilling  pluck.  At  the  office  await 
you  a  high  advance  in  the  service  and  a 
special  award  of  five  thousand  dollars."  Of 
the  other  message — Riall  read  it  with  a 
proud  smile  breaking  the  hard  lines  of  his 
pinched  fece — more  need  not  be  divulged 
than  the  dual  signature — "  Helen  and  Sonny." 
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[HO  shall  essay  to  write  the 
history  of  a  London  fog  ?  As 
an  institution,  as  travellers  in 
other  lands  have  so  often  told 
us,  it  is  world-famous — more 
celebrated  than  the  Tower  of 
London,  Westminster  Abbey,  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,  or  the  Bank.  And  yet  we  who 
move  in  its  swarthy  or  jaundiced  mists  find  in  it 
at  most  only  an  incitement  to  strong  language, 
with  nothing  of  the  poetical  or  even  of  the 
humorous.  There  is,  however,  a  whole  world 
of  drama  bound  up  in  the  chronicles  of 
London's  fog.  This  misty  and  mysterious 
visitant,  far  older  than  Gog  or  Magog,  who 
used  to  visit  the  watches  of  the  night  when 
the  Metropolis  barely  lifted  itself  out  of  the 
surrounding  marshes,  has  a  fund  of  comedy 
as  well  as  tragedy.  Countless  murders  have 
been  committed  under  its  sheltering  cloak, 
men  and  women  have  been  waylaid,  children 
have  been  torn  from  their  mothers  and  wives 
from  their  husbands  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
there  are  not  a  few  incidents  of  a  less  harrow- 
ing character. 

On  the  afternoon  of  January  21st,  1865, 
during  the  prevalence  of  one  of  the  thickest 
fogs  for  eighteen  years,  an  extraordinary  race 
was  run  for  a  wager  of  five  sovereigns,  which 
might  have  been  attended  by  serious  conse- 
quences. Two  men,  Robert  Bethell  and 
Joseph  Dee,  set  out  to  run  to  the  Royal 
Exchange  from  the  Golden  Cross  Hotel,  . 
Charing  Cross.  Twelve  partisans  of  either 
champion  ventured  to  station  themselves  at 
intervals  along  the  line  of  route,  but  only 
three  of  Bethell's  supporters  were  ever  in 
communication  with  him  during  the  progress 
of  the  race,  while  seven  of  Dee's  claimed  to 
have  hailed  him  as  he  passed.  By  pre- 
airangement  certain  cries  were  raised  at 
frequent   intervals. 

Both  men  set  out  at  a  good  pace  into  an 


atmosphere  of  impenetrable  thickness,  taking 
the  middle  of  the  Strand,  along  which  a 
number  of  vehicles  were  slowly  moving,  their 
horses  led  by  the  drivers,  or  utterly  motion- 
less, and  the  animals  taken  to  adjacent  stables. 
In  the  neighbourhood  of  Bedford  Street  the 
first  mishap  occurred,  when  Dee  ran  into  a 
stationary  hackney  coach  and  was  nearly 
stunned  by  the  shock.  With  a  bleeding  face 
and  a  badly-strained  wrist  he  arose,  and  at 
that  moment  heard  Bethell  pass  him,  shout- 
ing, **  Clear  the  way  ! "  "  Fire  !  "  and  other 
such  expressions.  Bethell  himself  dashed 
into  and  knocked  down  a  linkboy  who  was 
piloting  an  elderly  gentleman  across  Welling- 
ton Street  to  Waterloo  Bridge,  and  declares 
he  was  assaulted  by  the  elderly  gentleman, 
who  struck  him  violently  over  the  shoulders 
with  a  stick.  A  moment  later  he  was  nearly  in 
the  arms  of  a  policeman.  A  struggle  ensued. 
The  enthusiastic  sprinter  wrenched  himself 
free  and  plunged,  as  he  supposed,  straight 
on  to  his  appointed  course.  Ten  minutes 
later  he  found  himself  groping  in  a  narrow 
alley.  A  woman's  voice  accosted  him,  and 
reeling  in  the  deep  gloom,  faint  for  want  of 
air,  he  asked  where  he  was.  "  Cooke's  Alley, 
Drury  Lane,"  was  the  answer. 

Perspiring,  faint,  and  dispirited,  with  a  dull 
pain  in  his  chest,  the  fog  sprinter  retraced 
his  steps  southward,  feeling  that  he  had  lost 
the  race.  It  chanced,  however,  that  his  rival 
lay  groaning  at  that  moment  on  the  kerb- 
stone in  front  of  Somerset  House,  where  he 
had  slipped  and  injured  his  leg.  Although 
advised  by  one  of  his  backers  not  to  con- 
tinue the  race.  Dee  pluckily  resolved  to 
go  on,  and  was  attended  as  far  as  St.  Clement 
Danes  Church,  where  there  was  a  bonfire, 
and  where  he  again  broke  into  a  run,  which 
lasted  until,  as  he  was  informed  by  a  constable, 
he  had  passed  Temple  Bar. 

Exactly  half  an  hour  after  setting  out  he 
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found  himself  on  the  eastern  side  of  Ludgate 
Circus.  Bethell  apparently  followed  him  three 
minutes  behind.  At  St.  Paul's  Dee  took  the 
wrong  turning  by  following  some  torchbearers, 
and  discovered  himself  in  Paternoster  Row, 
and  by  this  means  enabled  Bethell  to  pass  him. 
But  the  latter  was  not  destined  to  win  this 
remarkable  race. 

In  the  middle  of  Cheapside  his  extra- 
ordinary haste  attracted  the  attention  of  a 
policeman,  who  groped  his  way  after  him 
with  a  bull's-eye  lantern.  The  champion  ex- 
plained he  was  running  a  race,  and  must  not 
be  impeded.  "  Running  a  race! "  ejaculated 
the  constable.  "  Very  likely  !  What's  that 
in  your  hand  ?  '  The  bull's  eye  lantern  was 
flashed  on  an  ebony  walking-stick  having  a 
massive  gold  head  engraved  with  the  name 
of  a  retired  Army  major  living  at  Sydenham. 
In  his  haste  and  excitement,  and  a  natural 
desire  to  ward  off  further  blows,  the  sprinter 
had  seized  the  stick  of  the  old  gentleman  at 
Wellington  Street  and  had  clung  to  it  uncon 
sciously  throughout  his  scamper  through  the 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 67. 


fog.  In  vain  he 
protested.  The 
officer  seized  him 
firmly  by  the  arm, 
and  a  few  moments 
later  Bethell  had 
the  extreme  morti- 
fication to  hear  his 
rival's  peculiar  cat- 
call as  he  groped 
frantically  past  him 
in  the  murky,  chok- 
ing fog  of  Cheap- 
side.  Dee,  who 
had  also  been  twice 
stopped  by  con- 
stables, was  even- 
tually the  winner 
of  the  five  sove- 
reigns. 

In  1783,  when 
King  George  III. 
was  on  his  way  to 
the  City,  a  dense 
black  fog  greeted 
him  at  Charing 
Cross.  The  cour- 
tiers were  for  turn- 
ing back,  but 
George  would  not 
hear  of  it.  "  Let 
us  push  on,"  he 
said.  "  Perhaps  it 
will  clear ;  it  must 
clear."  Incredulous 
and  sorely  averse  from  proceeding,  the  party 
persisted.  At  Temple  Bar  the  fog.  actually 
began  to  lift.  "  This  fog,"  said  the  famous 
John  Wilkes,  in  His  Majesty's  hearing,  "  is  a 
more  complaisant  courtier  than  the  waves  of 
King  Canute!" 

One  of  the  most  singular  and  entertaining 
incidents  connected  with  a  London  fog  hap- 
pened on  November  15th,  1855,  when  a  link- 
boy  at  the  top  of  Chancery  Lane  offered  his 
services  to  a  young  woman  to  conduct  her  to 
Euston  Station.  The  boy  seemed  to  have  a 
feline,  a  preternatural,  sense  of  locality,  for  he 
wound  his  way  in  one  of  the  thickest  fogs  for 
years — slowly,  it  is  true,  but  surely — through 
alleys  and  thoroughfares  unfrequented  by 
pedestrians  in  fine  weather. 

According  to  the  evidence  furnished  after- 
wards, at  the  corner  of  a  street  turning  out  of 
Holborn,  two  benighted  Germans,  seeing  the 
torch  and  hearing  the  name  "  Euston  "  pro- 
nounced, joined  the  escort.  At  Red  Lion 
Square  a  lady  and  her  son,  a  Haileybury  boy, 
who    had    given    themselves    up    for    lost, 
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followed  the  Germans  as  a  last  hope  of 
getting  into  Oxford  Street.  A  few  yards 
farther  on  the  schoolboy  took  notice  of  a 
large  greyhound,  which  had  apparently  lost 
its  master  and  attached  itself  to  the  party, 
which  was  shortly  swelled  at  Southampton 
Row  by  a  belated  gentleman  and  a  flower- 
girl,  whom  he  had  found  weeping  bitterly  on 
a  doorstep.  At  Russell  Square  a  couple  of 
homeless  outcasts  joined  the  procession. 
The  progress  from  Chancery  I^ne  to  Euston 
Road  occupied  nearly  fifty  minutes.  By  the 
end  of  that  time  the  fog  lifted  as  if  by 
magic  and  revealed  to  the  astonished  link- 
boy,  who  had  bargained  to  guide  a  single 
little  nursery-governess  for  the  sum  of  eight- 
pence,  no  fewer  than  twenty-nine  persons 
who  had  looked  to  him  for  light  and  leading 
through  the  unknown  terrors,  pitfalls,  and 
dangers  of  a  London  fog. 


like  ruddy  smears  upon  the  palpable  brown 
air.  The  fog  came  pouring  in  at  every  chink 
and  keyhole,  and  was  so  dense  without  that, 
although  the  court  was  of  the  narrowest,  the 
houses  opposite  were  mere  phantoms.  To 
see  the  dingy  cloud  come  drooping  down, 
obscuring  everything,  one  might  have  thought 
that  Nature  lived  hard  by  and  was  brewing 
on  a  large  scale." 

Dickens  had  many  descriptions  and 
anecdotes  of  fog,  but  there  is  one  real  or 
pretended  experience  of  his  own  with  which, 
in  a  burst  of  confidence  and  a  propos  of  the 
November  spectre,  he  once  regaled  his  friends, 
which  is  little  known.  He  related  how  he  set 
out  from  Tavistock  Square  early  one  morn- 
ing in  a  fog  to  see  his  friend  Forster  off  to 
the  Continent.  Notwithstanding  the  warn- 
ings of  his  family,  he  determined  to  go. 
"  Before  I  had  gone  many  steps  I  began  to 


*  THE   FOG   LIFTED    AND   RKVEALBD   TO  THR  ASTONISHED   LINK-BOV   NO   FEWER  THAN   TWENTY-NINE   PBKSONS. 


Our  readers  will  not  need  to  be  reminded 
that  one  of  the  best  xiescriptions  of  a  fog 
extant  is  that  written  by  Charles  Dickens  in 
his  "  Christmas  Carol " : — 

"The  city  clocks  had  only  just  gone  three, 
but  it  was  quite  dark  already — it  had  not 
been  light  all  day — and  candles  were  flaring 
in  the  windows  of  the  neighbouring  offices, 


be  filled  with  misgivings,  for  the  fog  got 
steadily  worse.  No  matter — I  persevered.  I 
kept  one  hand  on  the  railings  and  the  other 
clutching*  a  stick,  with  which  I  incessantly 
and  mercilessly  prodded  the  pavement.  I 
felt  it  was  a  pity  Forster's  train  left  so  early — 
not  even  the  milkmen  were  yet  astir.  Never- 
theless I  went  on  and  on,  as  fast  as  I  dared, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FOG    STORIES. 


531 


until  it  seemed  as  though  I  had  walked  miles 

through   a    mist   which    would    have   made 

Cimmeria    and    Egypt    look    foolish.      My 

lungs  were  filled  with  dense  black  smoke. 

My  throat  and  eyes. smarted  with  fumes  and 

cinders.     Then  I  met  a  watchman,  who  told 

me  that  in  five 

minutes  I  should 

be  in  High  Hol- 

bom !    My  heart 

sank.  At  last  my 

legs    gave     way 

and  I  sank  down 

on  a  doorway.   I 

said     to    myself 

that  I  would  stay 

there    until    the 

fog  lifted.     How 

long  I  crouched 

there   I   do  not 

know.     The  fog 

lifted.    I  opened 

my  eyes.    There 

was  another  man 

waiting  there, 

too.     *  Halloa  ! ' 

I  said.     He  did 

not  reply.  I  don't 

think  I  ever  saw 

a  more  spiritless, 

dejected  object. 

He  had   a   red, 

red  nose,  and  a 

face  —  oh,    so 

greyish  white. 

His  clothes  were 

soiled  and  awry. 

I     struggled    to 

my   feet.     He 

struggled  to  his 

feet.     I  thought 

he    would    have 

fallen,  and  stretched  out  a  hand  to  support 

him,  and  touched  an  ice-cold  mirror  !    It  was 

the  last  drop  in  the  cup  of  my  misery.     A 

hackney  coach  passed.     I  hailed  it,  told  the 

jarvey  to  drive  me  back  to  Tavistock  Square, 

and  burst  into  tears." 

Perhaps  amongst  a  collection  of  fog  stories 
the  palm  would  be  awarded  to  the  famous 
one  told  so  many  times  of  the  inebriated 
gentleman,  or  the  old  lady,  or  the  fatuous 
Frenchman,  who,  on  being  instructed  by  a 
policeman  to  keep  to  the  railings  on  the 
other  side  of  the  road  for  safety  and  guidance, 
crossed  the  street  and  kept  to  them  for  the 
space  of  a  dozen  hours  or  so  during  the 
entire  livelong  night,  only  to  discover  that  he 
or  she  was  circumambulating  a  scjuare.     It 


I   STRKTCHED  OUT   A   HAND   TO 
ICE-COLD 


was  a  painful  experience,  and  doubtless  has 
frequently  had  its  basis  and  parallel  in  fact. 

Innumerable  have  been  the  attempts  to 
get  rid  of  the  London  fog,  but  doubtless  the 
most  fantastic  was  that  which  appeared 
during  the  great   company-promoting  mania 

in  1847.  It  was 
proposed  to  form 
a  joint-stock 
syndicate  to  de- 
stroy the  fog  by 
patent  chemical 
means,  which 
consisted  in  ele- 
vating  huge 
rockets  into  the 
air,  which,  when 
falling,  would 
discharge  a  vast 
quantity  of  spray 
that  would  in- 
stantly seize  and 
decompose  the 
fog  particles — at 
least,  so  it  may 
be  gathered  from 
the  prospectus. 
The  plan  was 
that  of  either  a 
madman  or  a 
swindler,  and 
after  only  a  few 
hundred  pounds 
had  been  sub- 
scribed by  cre- 
dulous persons 
the  project  was 
laughed  out  of 
court. 

A    writer    in 

SUPPORT   HIM,   AND   TOUCHED  AN  ».\^         C  C         *.!-.- 

MIRROR."  the  far  forties 

thus  describes  a 
typical   fog   of  that   period  : — 

"Such  of  our  country  readers  as  have 
never  been  in  town  about  this  season  of  the 
year  can  scarcely  imagine  what  it  is  to  grope 
their  way  through  a  downright  thorough 
London  fog.  It  is  something  like  being 
embedded  in  a  dilution  of  yellow  pease- 
pudding,  just  thick  enough  to  get  through 
it  without  being  wholly  choked  or  completely 
suffocated.  You  can  just  see  through  the 
yard  of  it  which,  at  the  next  stride,  you  are 

.  doomed  to  swallow,  and  that  is  all.  The 
whole  city  seems  covered  with  a  crust,  and 
all  the  light  you  can  see  beneath  it  appears 
as  if  struggling  through  the  huge  yellow 
basin  it  overspreads.  You  fancy  that  all  the 
smoke  which  has  ascended  for  years  from 
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the  thousands  of  London  chimneys  had 
fallen  down  all  at  once,  after  having  rotted 
somewhere  above  the  clouds ;  smelling  as  if 
it  had  been  kept  too  long,  and  making  you 
wheeze  and  sneeze  as  if  all  the  colds  in  the 
world  were  rushing  into  your  head  for  warmth, 
and  did  not  care  a  straw  about  killing  a  few 
thousands  of  people,  so  long  as 
they  could  but  lodge  comfort-  |  £r«j«^ 
ably  for  a  few  hours  anywhere. 

**You  step  gingerly  along, 
feeling  your  way  beside  the 
walls,  windows,  and  doors  when- 
ever you  can,  until  at.  last  you 
tumble  headlong  into  some 
cellar — perhaps  on  the  shoul- 
ders of  the  little  cobbler  who  is 
at  work  below,  and  who  chances 
to  have  his  sharp  awl  uplifted 
at  the  moment ;  or  perhaps  it 
is  an  underground  coal -shed, 
and  you  alight  on  the  back 
of  the  black  -  looking  woman 
weighing  coals  and  double  her  up  in  her  own 
scale— receiving,  in  return,  a  couple  of  black 
eyes  from  her  husband.  After  a  hearty 
drubbing  you  escape  once  more  into  the 
street,  and,  as  you  cannot  see  a  yard  before 
you,  break  your  shins  over  a  milkman's  can 
and  upset  the  contents  on  the  greasy  pave- 
ment ;  he  tries  to  collar  you,  but  your  blood 
is  now  up,  and  you  give  him  a  *strnight- 
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armer,*  which  sends  him  into  the  area, 
upsetting  the  fat  cook  as  he  falls.  You  then 
run  for  it,  and  come  full  butt  against  the 
*  bow-window '  of  a  respectable  old  gentle- 
man, with  whom  you  have  a  roll  or  two  in 
the  gutter,  thankful  that  you  did  not  fall 
on  the  other  side  and  stave  in  the  shop-front. 
You  shake  yourself,  and  are  glad 
that  you  are  as  you  are — for  a 
foot  beyond  where  you  fell  there 
yawns  an  open  grating  beneath 
which  runs  the  huge  sewer  that 
empties  itself  into  the  Thames 
— and  you  wonder  how  many 
have  slipped  in  during  the 
day. 

"  With  great  difficulty,  and 
after  many  inquiries,  you  find  a 
tavern  ;  for  you  know  no  more 
than  the  man  in  the  moon 
what  part  of  London  you  are 
in.  You  enter  a  dim,  cheerless 
room,  without  a  fire,  in  which 
the  gas  bums  faintly,  as  if  unable  to  pierce  the 
fleecy  fog  which  surrounds  it.  You  wonder 
whether  the  peg  on  which  you  hang  your  hat 
would  bear  your  weight,  and,  as  you  lay 
hold  of  the  bell-rope,  cannot  help  trying  the 
strength  of  it ;  the  height  of  the  ceiling  also 
catches  your  eye,  and  you  marvel  that  more 
people  do  not  hang  themselves  on  such  a 
day.     The  very  poker  in  the  fireless  grate 
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THEY  CUT  WEIRD  AND  SPECTRAL   FIGURES  ON   HORSEBACK." 


has  a  cold,  clammy,  and  murderous  look ; 
and  when  the  waiter  enters  you  fancy  he  has 
just  been  cut  down." 

The  fog  reigns  in  a  world  of  its  own — a 
world  of  illusions,  of  exaggerations,  of 
phantasms.  Many  artists  have  been  struck 
by  this,  and  amongst  the  most  recent  was 
Mr.  Harry  Furniss,  who  some  years  ago 
actually  achieved 
a  whole  series  of 
pictures  illustrat- 
ing familiar  fog 
phenomena.  There 
was,  for  example, 
the  delineation  of 
the  habitual  fre- 
quenters of  Rotten 
Row,  many  of 
whom  are  not  to  be 
dissuaded  by  any 
species  of  weather, 
and  who  cut  most 
weird  and  spectral 
figures  on  horse- 
back. Note,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  vain 
equestrian  of  the 
first  picture,  the 
amazing  propor- 
tions of  the  animal 
he  bestrides.  King 
Fog  plays  strange 
pranks  !  In  our 
second  selection 
from  this  unpub- 


lished collection  we  become  aware,  not  for 
the  first  time,  of  the  many  moral  pitfalls  which 
await  the  unwary  in  a  London  fog — for  how,  in 
this  bewildering  smoke  and  brumous  grime, 
are  we  to  recognise  the  outward  hall-marks, 
when  his  very  lordship  of  Althorp  might,  at 
a  distance  of  a  yard,  be  a  chimney-sweep  in 
a  somewhat  inferior  line  of  business  ? 


LADY   DASH   MISTAKES   LORD   BLANK    FOR   A   BEGGAR  AND   GIVES   HIM   A  COIN. 
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T  was  late  on  in  an  afternoon 
in  May  of  the  year  1602  when 
word  came  from  M.  le  Gouver- 
neur  that  I  was  to  go  to  him 
instantly  in  his  closet.  At  the 
time  I  was  dicing  with  Simon, 
my  lieutenant,  and,  I  recollect,  had  lost  fifty 
odd  crowns,  but,  just  before  the  call  came, 
luck  had  changed,  and  I  was  in  a  fair  way  of 
regaining  them,  so  that  I  was  more  than  a 
little  reluctant  to  go.  But  duty  is  duty,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  I  was  standing  before 
him. 

M.  le  Vicomte  was  not  alone.  With  him 
was  another  man,  dusty  and  travel-stained,  in 
whom  I  recognised  a  rider  who  half  an  hour 
before  had  entered  the  town — Cahors — 
through  the  northern  gate ;  the  room  in 
which  we  had  been  at  play  looked  out  on 
the  high  road  from  the  north.  The  man 
started  when  his  eyes  fell  on  me,  and  he 
made  a  movement  forward,  his  hand  on  his 
sword-hilt.  He  stared  at  me  for  a  moment, 
a  look  of  incredulous  wonder  in  his  eyes, 
then  gave  vent  to  a  soft  laugh.  "  Par  Dieu  ! " 
he  exclaimed. 

M.  le  Vicomte  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  of  us  in  surprise.  I  also  for  the  matter 
of  that  was  astonished,  never,  to  my  know- 
ledge, having  set  eyes  on  the  man  before, 
and  I  returned  his  look  with  interest. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  M.  le  Gouvemeur  ques- 
tioned. 

The  stranger  gave  me  another  searching 
glance,  then  turned  to  him  and  rapidly  uttered 
a  score  of  words  in  a  low  voice,  the  nature 
of  which  I  could  not  tell.  "  St.  Lo  !  is  it 
so  ?  "  M.  le  Gouverneur  exclaimed  ;  then  he, 
too,  turned  and  e)Fed  me  curiously.  To  say 
that  I  was  uncomfortable  would  be  to  put  it 
in  a  mild  way  ;  I  was  filled  with  an  appre- 
hension of  I  knew  not  what — needless,  as 
will  be  seen — ^and  my  cheeks  burned.     Up 


to  this  I  had  said  nothing ;  and  now,  as  they 
had  finished  speaking,  but  still  regarded  me 
with  curiosity,  I  turned  to  M.  le  Vicomte  as 
much  to  cover  my  embarrassment  as  any- 
thing.    "  You  sent  for  me,  my  lord,"  I  said. 

He  nodded.  "That  is  so,  Moreau,"  he 
answered ;  "  I  have  a  mission  for  you,"  and 
took  a  paper  the  other  extended  to  him. 

He  scanned  the  paper,  then  explained. 
Briefly  put,  the  matter  was  this.  It  had 
become  known  to  the  Due  de  Sully,  His 
Majesty  King  Henry  IV. 's  right-hand  man, 
that  M.  Charles  de  Mai,  Vicomte  de  Salviac, 
a  hamlet  some  six  leagues  out  of  Cahors, 
was  in  the  conspiracy  of  M.  de  Biron  with 
the  Spanish  Government  against  the  welfare 
of  the  State,  and,  it  was  strongly  suspected, 
was  in  possession  of  certain  papers  that  would 
expose  the  whole  affair.  My  mission,  then, 
was  to  proceed  to  the  Chateau  de  Salviac, 
arrest  the  Vicomte,  and  bring  back  with  me 
any  papers  that  I  might  lay  hands  on. 
M.  le  Gouverneur  was  also  good  enough 
to  say  that  if  the  affair  was  brought  to  a  satis- 
factory conclusion  I  might  look  for  reward 
and  speedy  advancement. 

The  mission,  needless  to  say,  pleased  me, 
tired  as  I  was  of  the  dreary  routine  of  barrack 
life  in  Cahors.  I  hastened  to  say  I  would 
do  my  utmost,  and  I  then  asked  how  I 
should  know  the  Vicomte. 

M.  le  Gouverneur  nodded  to  the  stranger, 
who  leaned  forward  and  smiled  into  my 
face.  "  Had  I  been  sent  on  this  errand, 
M.  le  Capitaine,"  he  said,  "  and  come  upon 
you  I  should  have  arrested  you  on  sight." 

I  stared  at  him  for  a  moment  in  bewilder- 
ment, not  comprehending.  "  You  mean  ?  " 
I  said. 

"  I  mean,"  he  answered,  "  if  you  look  into 
your  mirror  you  will  see  there  the  features 
and  figure  of  the  Vicomte  de  Salviac.  You 
might  be  twin  brothers." 
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HE  ANSWERED,    '  IF    YOU   LUOK    INTO   VOUK    MIKROR  YOU   WILL  SEE  THE 
FEATURES  AND   FIGURB  OF   THE  VICOMTB  DB  SALVIAC'" 


I  saw  at  once  the  reason  why  he  had  been 
so  startled  at  my  appearance,  and  I  was  filled 
with  a  wonder  that  can  easily  be  imagined. 

That  I,  a  merchant's  son,  with  no  preten- 
sions to  gentility,  should  be  in  appearance 
like  a  noble  of  France  was  more  than  a  little 
astonishing.  And  I  remembered  then  that 
on  several  occasions  when  walking  through 
Cahors  I  had  been  saluted  by  gentlemen  whom 
previously  I  had  not  seen.  Without  doubt 
they  had  thought  me  to  be  the  Vicomte. 

"  My  faith  !  is  it  so  ?  "  I  exclaimed. 

**  It  is  £0,"  he  answered,  "and  you  should 
find  it  of  the  utmost  use." 

The  same  thought  had  occurred  to  me,  and 
I  nodded.  Then,  after  receiving  a  few  further 
instructions,  I  made  my  bow,  and  proceeding 
to  the  castle  courtyard  gave  orders  for  a 
score  of  troopers  to  be  ready  in  an  hour's 


time.  A  few  minutes  later 
found  me  in  my  quarters 
with  a  mirror  before  me. 
If  M.  de  Salviac  were  like 
me  in  appearance,  then 
would  he  have  a  long,  lean, 
dark  face,  a  pair  of  black 
eyes,  a  thin,  aquiline  nose, 
and  a  wide  mouthy  of  which 
the  lips  met  in  a  thin  line. 
In  figure  he  would  be  tall 
and  slimly  built.  That,  in 
a  few  words,  was  what  my 
mirror  reflected,  and  it  was 
by  no  means  an  ill-looking 
picture.  I  was  filled  with 
satisfaction  that  I  should 
be  so  like  a  man  of  ancient 
family,  for,  as  I  have  said, 
I  myself  had  no  preten- 
sions to  gentility. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock 
when  we  rode  out  of 
Cahors.  Riding  at  a 
medium  rate,  I  made  out 
that  we  should  arrive  at 
Salviac  as  dusk  was  falling, 
and  it  proved  so.  The  sun 
had  been  set  nearly  an 
hour  when  we  reached  the 
top  of  the  hill  which  over- 
looks the  hamlet,  and  here 
we  drew  rein.  It  would 
scarcely  be  wise  to  ride 
straight  on  to  the  chateau 
—which,  I  learned  from 
one  of  my  men  who  knew 
the  place,  was  a  mile 
beyond  the  hamlet, 
hidden  by  a  wood  —  for 
without  doubt  the  Vicomte,  since  the  arrest 
of  the  Mar^chal  de  Biron,  the  chief  mover 
in  the  conspiracy,  would  be  on  his  guard, 
and  ready  to  be  off"  at  a  moment's  notice. 
And  it  stood  to  reason  he  would  have  a 
watch  set  in  the  village.  After  a  few  minutes' 
thought,  therefore,  I  bade  my  men  remain 
where  they  were  until  I  sent  for  them,  and, 
taking  with  me  one  man  only,  I  turned 
down  the  hill. 

As  we  rode  down  I  mapped  out  my  plan 
of  campaign  and  communicated  it  to  my 
companion,  a  man  who  went  by  the  name  of 
Jean  I'Ange,  though  he  was  far  from  being  an 
angel  in  disposition,  as  his  comrades  had 
reason  to  know.  Still  he  was  a  man  bold 
and  shrewd,  quick  to  act,  and  thoroughly  to 
be  relied  upon.  He  heard  me  out  in  silence, 
and  when  I  had  finished  turned  to  me  with  a 
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grin.  "Then  you  had  better  give  me  your 
poniard,"  he  said. 

I  stared  at  him  in  amazement.  "  Why  ?  " 
I  questioned,  sharply. 

He  grinned  again.  "  You  will  have  lost 
it,"  he  answered,  "and  will  send  me  to  find 
it ;  in  finding  it  I  can  tell  the  others  to 
come  on." 

The  plan  was  a  good  one  and  I  passed  the. 
dagger  over;  it  was  a  valuable  one,  being 
jewelled  at  the  hilt.  A  few  minutes  later  we 
were  passing  through  the  one  street  of  the 
village.  Doors  opened  on  either  hand  as  we 
rode  slowly  down,  and  shock-headed  men  and 
women  peered  out  curiously.  Shortly  arriving 
at  the  tavern,  the  Red  Dragon,  we  dis- 
mounted, and,  leaving  the  horses  in  a  servant's 
charge,  entered,  and  with  a  lordly  air  I  called 
for  a  jug  of  wine.  The  place  was  deserted 
save  for  a  man  and  a  woman,  whom  I  judged 
to  be  the  landlord  and  his  mate.  The  man's 
mouth  and  eyes  opened  wide  when  he  saw 
me,  and  the  woman  gave  a  little  cry  of 
surprise.  He  came  quickly  forward.  "  My 
lord,"   he  began,   "is    anything  amiss?      I 

thought  you  had  gone  to "  then  stopped 

and  eyed  me  from  top  to  toe  ;  then,  "  I  crave 
your  pardon,  monsieur ;  I  thought  you  were 
my  lord  the  Vicomte." 

I  affected  to  laugh.  "  And  you  are  not  the 
only  one,  master  innkeeper,"  I  said,  "who 
has  made  the  same  mistake — that  is,  if  you 
mean  the  Vicomte  de'Salviac." 

He  brought  us  our  wine,  staring  at  me 
in  wonder.  "  I  did  indeed  mean  him, 
monsieur,"  he  answered.  "  Had  it  not  been 
for  your  clothes  I  could  have  sworn  you 
were  he." 

I  sipped  my  wine  slowly,  thinking  rapidly. 
From  his  first  words  I  judged  that  the 
Vicomte  had  been  at  the  inn  recently,  but 
had  gone.  Where  ?  That  was  the  question. 
My  first  object  must  be  to  find  out.  But 
how  ?  I  dare  not  ask  openly,  fearing  that  I 
might  put  him  on  his  guard,  for  it  was 
possible  he  was  on  the  look  out — who  more 
likely  than  an  innkeeper,  who  saw  and  learned 
almost  everything  ?  And  how  I  was  to  put 
my  plan  into  operation  I  could  not  see.  I 
was  puzzling  my  brain  what  to  do  when  he 
himself  made  matters  easier  for  me. 

"  Without  doubt  monsieur  is  a  relative  of 
my  lord,"  he  said,  curiously;  "  the  likeness  is 
amazing." 

That  was  my  chance.  "  Such  likenesses 
do  run  in  families,  master  landlord,"  I 
returned,  "but  you  will  have  far  to  seek 
before  you  come  across  two  cousins  more 
alike  than  M.  le  Vicomte  and  myself." 


Jean  gave  me  a  quick  glance  of  approval, 
and  the  landlord  a  sigh  of  relief.  "Then 
monsieur  is  a  cousin  of  my  lord,"  he  said, 
and  bowed  respectfully.  "  Monsieur  is  doubly 
welcome  to  my  poor  house." 

He  had  taken  it  as  I  had  hoped.  Posing 
as  a  relative  of  the' Vicomte,  backed  by  the 
likeness,  I  might  naturally  ask  for  the  infor- 
mation I  required,  and  he  would  give  it 
without  suspicion. 

"  M.  le  Vicomte  is  well  ?  "  1  questioned. 

He  glanced  at  his  wife  and  Jean,  then 
came  nearer  to  me.  "  My  lord  is  well  enough 
in  body,"  he  replied,  softly,  "  but  in  mind  is 
more  than  a  little  troubled." 

I  thought  a  minute,  then  nodded  and  bent 
to  him  confidentially.  "You  mean,"  I  said, 
in  a  low  voice,  and  in  this  I  ventured  much, 
"  you  mean  the  affair  of  M.  de  Biron." 

He  put  his  fingers  on  his  lips  and  glanced 
at  Jean.     "  He  is  to  be  trusted,"  I  said. 

He  bowed.  "  I  see  monsieur  knows  of  it 
Since  the  arrest  of  M.  de  Biron,  my  lord  has 
been  in  constant  fear  of  himself  being  arrested. 
Indeed,  I  am  to  report  to  him  if  any  strangers 
come  to  the  village,  but  since  monsieur  is  my 
lord's  cousin  " — with  a  smile — "  he  cannot 
be  called  a  stranger.  Perhaps,"  and  he  gazed 
into  my  face,  "monsieur  has  news  for  my 
lord." 

"  It  is  on  that  very  matter  I  am  here,"  I 
replied. 

He  became  all  excitement.  "Then 
monsieur  must  go  to  the  chateau  at  once," 
he  said ;  "  my  lord  was  here  an  hour  ago  to 
make  inquiries,  but  on  leaving  said  he  was 
going  back  to  madame." 

I  had  now  the  information  I  required, 
and  I  gave  Jean  a  rapid  glance.  "  You  are 
right,"  I  said,  "  I  must  go  to  the  ch«ileau  at 
once  " ;  then,  turning  to  Jean,  "  Have  the 
horses  got  ready  instantly,"  I  commanded. 

He  finished  his  wine  and  rose,  and  was 
turning  away  when  he  affected  to  start,  and 
pointed  to  my  empty  poniard  sheath. 
"  Monsieur's  dagger  is  missing,"  he  said. 

I  also  affected  to  start,  and  dropped  my 
hand  on  the  sheath.  "  Curses  on  it !  "  I 
cried  ;  "  and  a  jewelled  hilt !  But " — as 
though  thoughtfully  —  "it  cannot  be  far,  I 
had  it  on  the  top  of  the  hill  " ;  and,  bending, 
I  looked  about  the  floor  for  a  second  or  two 
— then,  straightening  myself,  "  It  isn't  here  ; 
go,  rogue  " — to  Jean — "  and  see  if  you  can 
find  it  on  the  road." 

He  scowled.  "  It  will  not  be  easy  to  find 
it  in  this  light,"  he  muttered. 

I  made  a  step  towards  him.  "  Easy  or  not 
easy,"  I  said,  "it  must  be  found,   or  you 
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shall    taste    of   a    stirrup- 
leather." 

He  scowled  again  ;  then, 
muttering,  passed  out  of 
the  place. 

I  eyed  the  landlord  and 
his  wife  closely,  but  neither 
appeared  to  be  in  the  least 
suspicious,  and  I  breathed 
freely.  The  man  grinned 
when  Jean's  footsteps  had 
died  away. 

"He  is  a  surly  rogue, 
monsieur,"  he  said. 

I  laughed.  "  Surly 
enough,"  I  answered,  "  but 
a  good  servant ;  Til  war- 
rant he  returns  with  the 
dagger.  And  now,  my  good 
man,"  I  went  on,  "  another 
jug  of  wine,  if  you  please, 
and  do  you  give  orders  for 
the  horses  to  be  saddled." 

He  dreNv  me  my  wine, 
then  passed  through  a  door- 
way to  the  back,  where  I 
heard  him  assisting  the 
other  fellow  with  the  horses. 
A  few  minutes  later  they 
led  them  round  to  the  front, 
then  the  landlord  rejoined 
me  and  seated  himself 

"  Monsieur  knows  the 
road  to  the  chateau  ?  "  he 
inquired,  respectfully;  "if 
not,  I  can  guide  him  there." 

I  nodded  and  thanked 
him.     "  I  should  know  it," 

I    replied,    "a    mile^ " 

So  far  I  got  when  he  started  to  his  feet  with 
an  exclamation  and  ran  to  the  door.  "  What 
is  it  ?  "  I  cried,  well  knowing  what  it  was. 

"  Horses,"  he  answered,  in  a  shaking  voice. 
"  Pray  Heaven  they  do  not  stop  here." 

I  joined  him,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see 
my  own  troopers  ride  past  at  a  fair  speed,  as 
though  in  a  hurry  to  arrive  at  their  destina- 
tion. The  innkeeper  drew  a  deep  breath. 
"  Thank  Heaven,"  he  muttered,  and  in  silence 
we  returned  to  our  seats. 

Five  minutes  later  Jean  joined  us.  In  his 
hand  he  carried  the  dagger,  and  he  held  it 
out  towards  me.  "  I  found  it  half-way  up 
the  hill,"  he  said,  surlily. 

I  thanked  him  ;  then  the  innkeeper  turned 
on  him  quickly. 

"Those  riders,"  he  said,  abruptly,  "did 
they  pass  you  ?  " 

Jean   scowled   at   him.     "They   did,"  he 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 68. 


'in  his  hand  hb  carried  thr  dagger,  and  he  held  it  out  towards  me.' 


replied ;  "  they  stopped  me  and  asked  if  they 
were  right  for  Sarlat.     I  told  them  yes." 

The  fellow  nodded  with  a  relieved  air  and 
drew  him  a  can  of  wine.  He  drank  it  off, 
and  a  few  minutes  later  we  were  in  our 
saddles,  and  riding  speedily  in  the  direction 
of  the  chateau. 

By  this  time  it  was  rapidly  becoming  dark, 
and  it  behoved  us  to  hurry  if  we  were  to  arrive 
at  our  destination  before  the  gates  were  closed 
for  the  night.  I  found  my  men  awaiting  me 
half  a  mile  beyond  the  village.  From  the 
man  who  knew  the  district  I  learned  that  the 
chiteau  was  not  five  minutes'  ride  farther  on, 
and  after  a  few  minutes'  thought  I  bade  all 
dismount  save  three.  My  plan  was  to  get  to 
the  chateau  secretly,  so  that  we  should  not 
alarm  our  man.  Once  there,  and  all  exits 
guarded,  the  horses  could  be  sent  for. 

Ten  minutes'  sharp  walk  brought  us  to  the 
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wood  which  hid  the  chiteau  from  view.  Up 
the  middle  of  this  a  roadway  had  been  made ; 
this  we  traversed  silently,  and  soon  the  lights 
of  the  place  became  visible. 

At  the  end  of  the  avenue  was  a  gateway, 
not  guarded,  opening  into  a  great  courtyard, 
the  walls  of  which  were  twice  the  height  of  a 
man.  These  ran  to  right  and  left  in  a  half- 
circle  and  abutted  on  either  end  of  the  main 
building.  Leaving  ten  men  under  Jean 
TAnge  on  watch  at  the  gates  with  instructions 
to  take  any  man  who  issued  forth,  I,  with  the 
others,  passed  round  the  walls  to  the  back  of 
the  chiteau.  There  were  no  exits  save  the 
windows,  and  those  nearest  the  ground  were 
barred.  This  filled  me  with  satisfaction,  for 
I  saw  that  four  men,  patrolling  up  and  down 
the  length  of  the  building,  would  be  sufficient 
to  prevent  the  Vicomte  escaping  that  way. 
Picking  out  four  men,  therefore,  I  gave  them 
instructions  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out,  and 
with  the  three  remaining  returned  to  those  on 
guard  at  the  gates. 

There  had  been  no  alarm  of  any  kind,  and, 
after  a  muttered  conversation  with  Jean,  I 
sent  one  man  for  the  horses  and  bade  four 
remain  at  the  gate,  and  not  let  anyone,  man 
or  woman,  pass  out  unless  they  gave  the  word 
"  Cahors."  With  the  rest,  eight  in  number, 
I  passed  through  the  gates,  and  with  a  feeling 
of  triumph  in  my  breast  made  quickly  for  the 
lighted  entrance.  Twenty  yards  we  made 
without  any  cause  for  alarm  ;  then,  as  we 
drew  nearer,  two  men,  each  carrying  a  lighted 
lanthorn,  issued  forth  and,  laughing  and 
chattering,  sauntered  towards  us.  We  had 
arrived,  it  appeared,  just  in  time,  for  these 
men,  I  guessed,  were  about  to  perform  their 
nightly  task — the  bolting  and  locking  of  the 
gates. 

They  came  on  slowly,  swinging  their 
lanthorns  carelessly.  In  a  low  voice  I 
instructed  my  men  to  spread  out  and  take 
them  as  noiselessly  as  possible.  One  of 
them  began  the  lilt  of  a  song,  then,  as  one 
of  my  men  ma^e  a  slight  stumble  and  his 
armour  rattled,  suddenly  stopped  and  cried, 
"  What's  that  ?  "  and  extended  his  lanthorn. 
His  fellow  did  the  same,  and  the  light,  glint- 
ing on  our  armour  and  weapons,  betrayed 
us,  and  with  loud  cries  of  alarm  they  wheeled 
round  and  dashed  back  to  the  chateau. 
"  After  them  ! "  I  cried,  and  on  the  instant 
we  gave  chase,  and  came  up  with  them  as 
they  gained  the  lighted  entrance.  They 
flung  themselves  on  the  door,  and  strove 
their  utmost  to  close  it,  but  in  vain ;  they 
were  but  two  against  nine,  and  in  a  second 
we  were  within  and  they  were  prisoners, 


In  an  instant  the  place  was  in  an  uproar  ; 
women  shrieked  at  the  sight  of  my  grim- 
looking  men,  and  the  men  volleyed  out 
curses.  In  the  midst  of  it  all  came  the 
voice  of  a  woman,  sweet  and  clear,  and 
at  once  the  noise  subsided,  and,  turning,  I 
beheld,  coming  down  the  stairs,  the  fairest 
woman,  on  my  faith,  I  have  ever  seen.  Tall 
and  stately  of  figure,  proud  and  beautiful  of 
face,  she  was  the  peer  of  any  woman  I  had 
ever  set  eyes  on. 

She  came  down  quickly,  and  as  she  drew 
near  I  uncovered  and  bowed.  She  came  to 
a  stop  within  a  few  paces  of  me.  The  light 
was  full  on  my  face.  Her  eyes  opened  wide 
and  her  hands  flew  to  her  throat  as  she 
stared  at  me  in  mute  bewilderment,  and 
then  at  the  men  about  me.  At  last:  "  Mon 
Dieu  !  mon  Dieu  ! "  she  murmured,  and,  half 
turning,  looked  up  the  stairs. 

I  followed  her  gaze,  but  saw  nothing,  though 
I  knew  without  telling  that  the  Vicomte  was 
somewhere  above,  and  I  gave  a  soft  laugh. 

"  A  wonderful  likeness,  madame,  is  it 
not  ?  "  I  could  not  restrain  saying. 

Several  of  my  men  sniggered,  but  I 
silenced  them  with  a  gesture,  and  turned  to 
the  woman  again.  She  was  eyeing  me 
keenly. 

"  Who,  monsieur,  are  you  ? "  she  asked, 
gently,  "  and  what  is  your  business  here  ?  " 

"  I  am  Captain  Moreau,  from  the  barracks 
at  Cahors,"  I  answered ;  "  and  my  business — 
to  my  regret,  believe  me,  madame — is  to 
arrest  M.  de  Sal  viae." 

Her  face  did  not  change  in  the  least,  not  a 
quiver  swept  her  features,  only  a  stony  look 
came  into  her  eyes.  She  did  not  speak,  but 
stared  at  me  mutely.  1  shivered  as  her  gaze 
met  mine,  and  a  feeling,  not  of  fear,  but  of 
something  near  akin  to  fear,  filled  my  body, 
and  my  cheeks  paled.     To  hide  it  I  spoke. 

"  You  will  be  good  enough,  madame," 
I  said,  "  to  send  a  servant  for  your  husband  ; 
I  think  he  is  above." 

She  gave  me  a  chilly  smile.  "  And  what, 
M.  le  Capitaine,"  she  answered,  coldly,  "  if  I 
will  not?" 

I  felt  myself  blush,  and  it  was  well  for 
her  she  was  a  w^oman.  "Then,  madame," 
I  said,  harshly,  "  if  you  will  not  I  must  send 
my  men  for  him,  and,  believe  me,  they  will 
not  be  gentle." 

"  Then,"  she  said,  with  a  little  laugh,  "  you 
must  do  so,  for  no  servant  of  mine  shall  go," 
and  she  turned  nonchalantly  away. 

I  stared  at  her  in  bewilderment,  hardly 
crediting  my  own  hearing,  and  a  feeling  of 
doubt  came  upon  me.     She  seemed  so  calm, 
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so  careless,  that  I  began  to  doubt  if  the 
Vicomte  was  in  the  house,  began  to  think  he 
had  already  made  his  escape.  In  these  ofd 
chateaux  there  were,  I  knew,  many  secret 
passages  and  chambers  —  possibly  he  had 
passed  through  one  of  them.  Or— and  it  was 
more  than  likely — this  seeming  indifference 
might  be  a  blind.  But  we  should  soon  know. 
I  stepped  to  her  side. 

"That  is  your  last  word,  madame?"  I  said. 

She  bowed.     "It  is  my  last  word,"  she 
answered. 

"  Then  his  blood  be  upon  your  head,"  I 
said  ;  and,  turning  to  Jean  FAnge,  I   bade 
him  take  ^wt  men  and  ransack    the   place 
from  top  to  bot- 
tom. 

He  nodded 
grimly  ;  I  could 
see  the  task  was 
to  his  liking. 
"We'll  start  at 
the  bottom,  M. 
le  Capitaine,"  he 
said,  "  and  work 
to  the  tiles." 

"As  you 
please,"  I  an- 
swered, "but  find 
him." 

"WeMl  find 
him  if  he  is  to 
be  found,"  he 
said,  with  a  harsh 
laugh,  and,  ac- 
companied by  the 
five  men,  he 
passed  out  of  the 
hall. 

I  turned  to 
Madame  de  Sal- 
viac.  "  Believe 
me,  madame,"  I 
said,  coldly,  "you 
are  very  foolish  ; 
it  is  impossible 
for  him  to  escape. 
The  gates  are 
guarded,  and  the 
men  have  instruc- 
tions not  to  let 
anyone  pass  out 
without  a  certain 
word,  and  there 
are  men  watch- 
ing the  windows 
at  the  back." 

She  stared  at 
me  for  a  iiioment. 


"  And  if  your  men  do  not  find  him  ? "  she 
questioned. 

I  laughed.  "  We  shall  stay  here  until  we 
do  find  him,"  I  answered,  grimly. 

She  turned  pale  at  that.  "  Oh ! "  she 
murmured,  and  swayed*  a  little.  "  I  will  go 
— go  to  my  room,  if  you  please."  She  went 
on  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  feel — faint." 

I  sprang  to  her  side  and  offered  her  my 
arm.  "Permit  me,"  I  said,  but  she  waved 
me  aside.  "  Thank  you,"  she  murmured,  "  I 
will  take  one  of  my  women,"  and,  calling  one 
to  her,  passed  up  the  stairs. 

I  followed  her  with  my  eyes,  and  as  the 
slender    figure    vanished    from    my   view  a 
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feeling  oF  distaste  for  my  task  came  upon 
me,  and  I  cursed  to*  myself  and  wished,  I 
confess  it,  I  was  back  in  my  quarters  at 
Cahors.  But  my  duty  was  plain.  The 
Vicomte  was  to  be  arrested,  and  I,  a  soldier, 
must  not  be  turned  from  it  by  a  woman. 

When  I  heard  the  door  of  madame's  room 
close  above,  I  bade  the  two  men  left  to  me 
stand  by  the  entrance  door,  then  passed  into 
a  small  room  off  the  hall,  and  seated  myself 
by  the  fire.  Barely  had  I  done  so  when  one 
of  the  men  who  had  accompanied  Jean  came 
to  me. 

"He  is  not  below,  M.  le  Capitaine,"  he 
said. 

"  Then  you  will  search  above,"  I  ordered, 
"and,  mind  you,  deal  gently  with  Madame 
de  Sal  viae."     He  bowed,  and  went  out  again. 

I  heard  the  men  pass  noisily  up  the  stairs, 
heard  the  sound  of  doors  opening  and 
shutting  above;  then  these  sounds  were 
drowned  by  the  clattering  of  hoofs  in  the 
cobbled  courtyard,  and,  going  to  the  door,  I 
found  the  horses  had  arrived  and  were  being 
fastened  to  the-  rings  in  the  walls.  I  was 
about  to  give  orders  for  them  to  be  taken  to 
the  stables  when  a  loud  cry  of  "  M.  le 
Capitaine  !  '*  checked  me,  and  turning  back 
into  the  hall  I  saw  a  man  coming  rapidly 
down  the  stairs. 

He  rushed  breathless  to  my  side.  "  What 
is  it?"  I  cried.  "Have  you  taken  him?" 
and  I  grasped  his  arm. 

He  shook  his  head.  "  No,"  he  gasped  ; 
"  but  Jean  is  dead  ;  a  dagger-thrust  in  his 
throat ! " 

I  followed  him  up  the  stairs  and  into  a 
room  where  the  men  who  had  accompanied 
Jean  were  bending  over  a  body  on  the  floor. 
It  was  that  of  Jean,  with,  as  the  man  had 
said,  a  dagger-thrust  in  his  throat. 

I  turned  on  them  furiously.  "  How  did 
this  happen  ?  "  I  cried. 

They  shook  their  heads.  They  could 
tell  me  nothing.  All  they  knew  was 
that  Jean  had  left  them  when  they  were 
searching  the  room  on  the  right,  and  on  their 
entering  this  they  had  found  him  as  he  now 
lay — dead. 

"  And  you  saw  nothing,  heard  nothing  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  they  answered. 

I  was  filled  with  rage  as  I  gazed  upon  the 
body  of  the  man  who,  ten  minutes  before, 
had  been  in  the  full  strength  and  vigour  of 
his  manhood,  and  all  feelings  of  pity  left 
me.  There  should  be  a  heavy  reckoning, 
I  told  myself  I  sat  on  the  table  for  a 
few  minutes  in  deep  thought ;  then,  "  You 
have  searched  all  the  rooms  ?  "  I  asked. 


"  All  but  two  on  the  left,"  they  replied. 

"  That  of  Madame  de  Salviac  ?  " 

They  nodded.  They  had  searched  all 
thoroughly,  but  seen  no  signs  of  any  man. 
Yet,  if  my  surmise  that  it  was  the  Vicomte 
who  had  killed  Jean  was  correct,  he  could 
not  be  far.  There  must  be  some  secret 
room.  But  where  ?  A  thought  came 
suddenly  into  my  mind,  and  I  bade  the 
men  accompany  me.  We  searched  the  two 
remaining  rooms,  but  found  nothing,  then 
returned  downstairs. 

The  two  men  we  had  taken  on  our  entrance 
were  standing  in  the  hall  when  we  reached 
the  foot  of  the  stairs,  eyeing  the  men  at  the 
door  in  no  friendly  fashion,  and  talking  in 
whispers.  I  bade  them  accompany  us,  and 
they  followed,  with  white  and  anxious  faces. 
I  led  the  way  into  the  room  off  the  hall  and 
seated  myself  on  the  table. 

The  two  servants  trembled  visibly.  I 
ordered  them  harshly  to  stand  forward. 
"  Your  master,  my  mjen,"  I  said,  and  fixed 
them  with  my  eyes ;  "  where  is  he  ?  " 

Both  shook  their  heads.  "  I  do  not 
know,"  said  one,  and  "  Nor  I,  M.  le  Capi- 
taine," answered  the  other. 

I  laughed  grimly,  and  turned  to  one  of  my 
men.  "  Fetch  a  riding-whip,"  I  said,  and 
at  my  words  they  cowered.  "  I  swear  I  do 
not  know,"  cried  one,  a  young  man  with  a 
weak  face ;  the  other,  an  older  man,  having 
the  appearance  of  an  old  soldier,  kept  silence. 

"  And  you,  my  friend  ?  "  I  said  to  him. 

He  shook  his  head  and  said  nothing. 

"  You  have  nothing  to  say  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Nothing,"  he  answered. 

The  man  entered  with  the  riding-whip  at 
that  moment.  "  We  shall  soon  see,"  I  said, 
grimly,  and  bade  my  men  take  off  his  coat 
and  bind  his  hands.  He  submitted,  knowing 
it  would  be  useless  to  struggle. 

"  A  last  time,"  I  said,  "  will  you  tell  me 
where  he  is  ?  " 

He  shook  his  head  doggedly,  and  I  stared 
at  him  thoughtfully  for  some  seconds.  I  did 
not  like  what  I  was  about  to  do  ;  I  had  not 
intended  it.  I  had  thought  to  frighten  the 
information  out  of  them — but  it  seemed  the 
only  way.  Besides,  Jean  lay  dead  upstairs.  I 
hardened  my  heart  at  that  thought,  and  bade 
my  men  lay  on — the  Vicomte  must  be  found. 

The  man  who  took  the  whip — a  big, 
brawny  man  with  immense  shoulders  — 
seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  his  task.  He 
waved  the  others  aside,  then  struck  with  all 
his  strength.  Soon  the  fellow's  shirt  was  in 
ribbons  and  stained  with  blood.  He  bore 
it  in  silence  for  some  time;  but  soon,  as  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


''WHO    LAUGHS   LAST  LAUGHS   BEST,'' 


541 


lash  bit  into  his  raw  flesh,  he  shrieked  aloud 
in  his  agony  and  his  eyes  protruded  from 
their  sockets. 

The  sight  sickened  me,  who  had  seen  war 
at  its  worst,  and  I  stopped  my  man  with  a 
gesture  and  ordered  the  fellow  some  wine. 
When  this  was  done,  and  he  had  recovered 
somewhat :  "  Now,  my  man,"  I  said,  "  will 
you  tell  me?" 

He  glared  at  me  with  his- bloodshot  eyes. 
"  No,  curse  you  !  "  he  cried ;  "  do  what  you 
will,  I  will  not !  " 

The  fool  brought  it  upon  himself,  and  I 
bade  the  man  lay  on  again.     The  lash  had 
fallen   thrice,   and    the    fellow's   cries    were 
filling  the  place,  when  I  heard  the  sound  of 
rushing    footsteps, 
and  in  an  instant 
the  door  was  flung 
open  and   a    man 
whom    hitherto    I 
had  not  seen  sprang 
into  the  room  and 
dashed   aside    my 
men.     I  beckoned 
him   to  approach. 
"Well?"  I  said. 

He  gave  me  an 
evil  scowl.  "My 
mistress,"  he  said, 
"  would  like  to  see 
you ;  will  you  come, 
please,  at  once  ?  " 

I  nodded,  and 
bade  my  men  re- 
lease the  servant 
and  remain  where 
they  were  until  I 
returned.  Then  I 
followed  the  fellow 
upstairs.  We  came 
to  madame's  room. 
My  guide  knocked, 
opened  it,  and 
motioned  me  to 
enter.  I  did  so. 
Madame  was  sit- 
ting on  a  chair  by 
the  window,  her 
face  buried  in  her 
hands,  and  ap)- 
peared  to  be  sob- 
bing convulsively. 
I  crossed  to  her, 
and  was  about  to 
speak,  when  I  heard 
the  door  bolted  be- 
hind me,  and  turn- 
ing quickly,  with  a 


feeling  of  dread  at  my  heart,  I  found  myself 
looking  into  the  barrel  of  a  pistol,  held  in  the 
hand  of — I  saw  at  a  glance — M.  de  Salviac. 
By  his  side  was  the  servant  who  had  brought 
the  message,  crouching  as  if  ready  to  spring 
on  me. 

I  was  too  dumbfounded  to  make  a  move- 
ment ;  I  could  do  nothing  but  stare  at  the 
Vicomte,  and,  my  faith !  how  like  we  were  1 
It  was  as  though  I  was  looking  into  a  mirror. 
His  face  was  white,  and  his  eyes  were  blazing 
like  live  coals.     "  You  cur  ! "  he  hissed. 

That  brought  me  to  myself,  and  I  made  a 
quick  movement  to  my  sword-hilt,  but  he 
gave  me  so  menacing  a  glance  that  I  thought 
it  best  to  desist. 


I    MADE  A   QUICK    MOVEMENT  TO   MY   SWORD-HILT. 
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He  gave  a  slight  laugh.  "  You  are  wise, 
M.  le  Capitaine,"  he  said,  very  softly,  but  the 
tone  of  his  voice  was  such  as  to  send  a 
shiver  through  me ;  then,  turning  to  the 
servant,  "  Relieve  him  of  his  weapons,"  he 
commanded,  and  the  fellow,  stepping  for- 
ward, did  so,  and  none  too  gently. 

"  Now,  M.  le  Capitaine,"  the  Vicomte  went 
on,  "  we  can  talk ;  pray  seat  yourself,"  and 
he  motioned  me  to  a  chair. 

"  I  will  stand,  if  yoa  please,"  I  said,  stiffly, 
"  and,  believe  me,  M.  le  Vicomte,  this  will 
not  avail  you." 

He  laughed  again.  "Of  that  we  shall 
know  better  shortly,"  he  said,  and  looked 
thoughtfully  at  his  wife,  who  had  risen  and 
stood  watching,  no  traces  of  weeping  now  on 
her  face.  After  a  while  he  turned  to  me 
with  puckered  brows.  "  I  suppose,  M*.  le 
Capitaine,"  he  said,  "  you  are  a  man  with  a 
price  ;  what " 

"  By  heavens,  monsieur  ! "  I  broke  in,  for 
I  saw  what  was  coming,  "  have  a  care.  I  am 
no  man  to  be  bought ;  have  a  care,  I  say." 

He  stared  at  me  in  perplexity.  "Softly, 
my  good  man,"  he  said,  sternly ;  but  I 
laughed. 

"  Softly  or  not  softly,  it  is  all  one,"  I  said  ; 
"you  cannot  escape,  as  doubtless  madame 
has  told  you." 


He  frowned.  "  Madame  has  told  me,"  he 
said,  and  made  a  step  towards  me,  "and  I 
want  that  password,"  he  hissed,  fiercely. 

"Then,  monsieur,"  I  answered,  coldly, 
"you  want  what  you  shall  not  have,"  and 
turned  carelessly  aside. 

He  caught  me  by  the  shoulder.  "  By 
heavens  !  "  he  cried,  "  but  I  will  have  it !  " 
and  he  lifted  his  dagger  above  my  head,  his 
eyes  glittering  ominously.  "  Now,  monsieur, 
the  word,  or " 

Thus  far  had  he  got  when  his  wife  broke  in 
with  a  sudden  cry  of  "  Charles ! "  and  he 
wheeled  round.  "What  is  it?"  he  said, 
testily. 

"  I  have  it,"  she  cried,  and  drawing  his 
head  down  to  her  lips  spoke  for  some  minutes 
in  a  low,  earnest  voice. 

I  began  to  tremble,  for  I  felt  that  the 
woman  was  more  to  be  feared  than  the  man. 
I  glanced  furtively  at  the  door,  but  the  servant 
stood  before  it  with  a  naked  sword  in  his 
hand,  and  he  grinned  when  his  eyes  met 
mine.  I  turned  again  to  the  others.  The 
man  was  staring  at  me  with  wide-open  eyes. 
"  Par  Dieu  ! "  he  muttered,  and  turned  again 
to  his  wife.  "  You  think  it  can  be  done  ?  " 
he  said,  and  she  nodded.  "  I  do,"  she 
answered.     "  They  are  only  clods." 

He  nodded,  then  motioned  to  a  door  which 
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apparently  led  into  another  room.  She  gave 
me  a  curious  smile  and  passed  through ;  then, 
taking  up  the  dagger,  the  Vicomte  turned  to 
me.  "  You  will  be  good  enough  to  undress, 
monsieur,"  he  said,  with  a  grim  smile. 

"  Undress  !  "  I  exclaimed,  and  with  the 
word  knowledge  came  as  to  what  he  was 
about  to  do. 

"  Yes,  and  quickly,"  he  answered,  as  he 
fingered  the  dagger. 

"  And  if  I  will  not  ?  "  I  said. 

His  eyes  glittered,  and  he  lifted  his  dagger, 
then  he  laughed.  "  Oh,  but  you  will,"  he 
said. 

I  was  fairly  trapped,  and  I  could  see  no 
way  out  of  it ;  there  was  nothing  for  me  but 
to  obey.  An  attempt  at  escape  might  end  \n 
death,  and  in  that  case  matters  would  only  be 
made  easier  for  him  ;  he  would  but  have  to 
dress  himself  in  my  clothes,  proclaim  the 
dead  body  as  that  of  the  Vicomte,  and  who 
the  wiser?  And  I  had  no  wish  to  die. 
Besides,  something  might  turn  up  that  would 
enable  me  to  turn  the  tables.  I  undressed, 
therefore,  and  he  did  the  same,  and  each 
arrayed  himself  in  the  other's  clothes. 

In  a  mirror  on  the  wall  I  caught  sight  of 
my  reflection.  The  clothes,  of  a  violet  colour, 
suited  me  to  perfection,  and  in  every  detail  of 
outward  appearance  I  was  the  Vicomte.  I 
turned  to  him  and  my  heart  sank.  He  too 
was  looking  at  his  reflection  and  smiling  with 
satisfaction.  And  with  reason.  No  one — 
not  even  my  intimates — would  have  thought 
him  to  be  other  than  myself. 

He  turned,  and  his  eyes  met  mine,  and  in 
them  he  must  have  seen  something  of  my 
fear,  for  he  laughed  sardonically.  "  I  con- 
gratulate you,  M.  le  Vicomte,"  he  said,  and 
made  me  a  deep  bow. 

I  trembled  with  rage,  but,  mastering  it,  I 
asked,  coolly  enough :  "  And  what  is  your 
next  step,  monsieur?" 

He  laughed.  "  Fasten  you  up  head  and 
foot,  my  friend,  gag  you,  put  you  in  there  " — 
and  he  motioned  to  a  cupboard — "  then  to 
alter  the  password.  Think  you  not  it  is  a 
good  plan?"  and  his  eyes  glinted  with 
amusement. 

For  a  second  only,  however,  for  the  words 
had  scarcely  left  his  lips  when  there  came 
the  sound  of  footsteps  mounting  the  stairs, 
then  along  the  corridor.  They  stopped  with- 
out the  door  of  the  room  we  were  in ;  there 
came  a  knock,  then  a  voice — that  of  one  of 
my  men — calling  softly,  "  M.  le  Capitaine  !  " 

I  glanced  at  the  Vicomte  His  face  was 
set,  his  eyes  shone  viciously,  and  in  his  hand 
he  grasped  the  dagger  tightly.     I    gave  a 


little  laugh.  *^  It  is  a  plan  that  fails,  M.  le 
Vicomte,"  I  said,  and  aloud  I  cried  :  "  Help ! 
help !  The  Vicomte  is  here  !  "  and  sprang 
towards  the  door. 

The  fellow  without  echoed  my  words.  I 
heard  a  commotion  down  below,  heard  my 
men  coming  rapidly  up  the  stairs,  heard  their 
curses  as  they  flung  themselves  on  the  door. 
The  next  instant  the  Vicomte  and  his  servant 
were  on  me,  the  former's  hands  gripping  my 
throat. 

Mon  Dieu  1  how  I  struggled !  But, 
struggle  as  I  would,  I  could  not  release 
myself  from  those  fingers,  strengthened  with 
the  fear  of  capture,  of  steel.  I  caught  him 
one  blow  with  my  clenched  hand  in  the 
face.  He  staggered,  but  his  grip  tightened, 
squeezing  the  life  out  of  me.  The  lights 
turned  red,  my  head  throbbed  as  if  it  would 
burst ;  then,  as  the  door  fell  in  with  a 
crash  —  I  heard  it  as  if  in  a  dream  — 
consciousness  left  me." 

How  long  I  lay  unconscious  I  know  not. 
When  I  came  to  myself  I  found  I  was  lying 
on  a  couch,  two  men  standing  over  me. 
For  the  moment  I  could  recollect  nothing ; 
then,  as  my  brain  began  to  work,  knowledge 
came,  and  I  tried  to  rise.  But  in  .vain.  I 
was  bound  hand  and  foot,  and  worse,  gagged, 
so  that  I  could  not  utter  a  word.  I  felt  thai 
I  was  utterly  lost. 

Lifting  my  head,  I  took  in  what  was  pass- 
ing. Madame  de  Salviac  was  sitting  on  a 
chair  by  the  window,  her  face  buried  in  her 
hands,  and  her  body  was  shaken  by  sobs. 
It  was  well  acted.  The  Vicomte  was  stand- 
ing a  few  paces  away,  a  kerchief  held  to  his 
mouth,  stained  with  blood — the  result  of  my 
blow,  I  guessed — his  gaze  bent  on  madam e. 
He  affected  to  give  a  sneer.  "  Hush, 
madame,"  he  said,  in  a  thick  voice,  "  hush, 
madame,  if  you  please ;  t^rs  will  not  help 
him." 

She  lifted  her  head  and  gave  him  one 
pathetic  look,  then  her  eyes  sought  mine. 
He  followed  her  gaze,  and,  seeing  that  I  was 
watching,  laughed,  then  bent  to  the  men 
about  him  and  spoke  for  some  minutes  in  a 
low  voice. 

When  he  had  finished  they  nodded.  "  And 
you,  M.  le  Capitaine  ?  "  one  questioned. 

"  I  ?  Oh,  I  shall  stay  here  until  morning. 
I  still  have  some  work  to  do,"  he  answered, 
and  glanced  at  his  wife.  "  Now  do  you  all 
go,  save  two,"  he  continued ;  "  they  will  be 
sufficient." 

They  nodded  again,  then  four  of  their 
number  crossed  to  me,  and  lifting  me  bore 
lue  through  the  doorway.     It  is  imQUggili^k* 
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for  me  to  describe  my  feelings.  Oh,  the  irony 
of  it !  I  could  have  wept  in  my  rage.  To 
have  arranged  things  so  well,  to  have  been  at 
such  pains  for  success,  and  now  to  be  taken 
prisoner  by  my  own  men !  I  could  have 
wept,  I  say,  and  the  tears  would  not  have 
shamed  me. 

The  men  bore  me  downstairs,  through  the 
hall,  and  into  the  courtyard.  Here  the 
horses  were  waiting,  with  some  of  the  men 
already  mounted.  My  ankles  were  untied, 
then  I  was  mounted,  and  my  legs  tied  under 
the  horse.  A  minute  more  and  we  were 
trotting  through  the  avenue  of  trees,  and  in 
scarce  more  time  than  it  takes  to  write  were 
on  the  high  road  to  the  hamlet. 

What  was  there  for  me  to  do  ?  As  far  as 
I  could  see,  nothing  but  to  submit,  and  to 
do  other  than  that  I  had  no  option.  If  I 
could  but  get  the  gag  out  all  would  yet  be 
well.  I  strove  my  utmost  to  do  so,  strove 
my  utmost  to  release  my  hands,  but  in  vain. 
At  length  I  gave  it  up  as  hopeless,  and  with 
a  he«rt  full  of  misery  took  in  my  surround- 
ings. ' 

A9  I  have  said,  we  were  on  the  high  road 
to  Salviac,  the  hamlet,  in  fact,  being  but  half 
a  mile  farther  on.  Whither  they  were  taking 
me  I  did  not  know — I  had  not  caught  the 
Vicomte's  instructions — but  I  did  not  for  a 
moment  think  Cahors  was  our  destination, 
the  hour  being  so  late  and  the  distance  so 
great.  Salviac  was  much  more  likely,  and 
my  surmise  was  correct. 

The  village  was  in  darkness  as  we  rode 
through  the  cobble-paved  street ;  not  a  single 
glimmer  of  light  was  to  be  seen,  and  this, 
considering  the  hour,  was  not  surprising. 
We  rode  slowly  on  until  we  arrived  at  the 
tavern  where  a  few  hours  before  I  had  got 
my  information,  and  here  the  man  who  had 
constituted  himself  leader  drew  rein,  the 
others  following  his  example. 

They  dismounted,  and  two,  of  their  number 
hammered  on  the  door  with  the  butt-ends  of 
their  pistols.     "  Within  there  ! "  they  cried. 

A  minute  more  and  an  upper  window  was 
opened,  and  the  face  of  the  innkeeper 
appeared.     "What  is  it  ?  "  he  cried. 

"  We  want  admittance  instantly,"  the  leader 
answered. 

"Admittance  at  this  hour?"  the  fellow 
echoed. 

"Yes,  at  this  hour,  fool,"  the  leader  cried ; 
"and  quickly  if  you  don't  want  your  door 
broken  in." 

The  innkeeper  muttered  an  oath,  but  his 
face  disappeared  from  the  window,  and 
shortly  the  door  was  opened  wide  and   he 


stepped  out,  only  half-dressed.  "What  i» 
it  ?  "  he  asked  again. 

"That  is  our  business,"  our  leader 
answered ;  "  sufficient  be  it  for  you  we  want 
shelter  for  the  night."  He .  turned  to  the 
man  behind  him.  "  Bring  him  in,"  he  com- 
manded, and  a  second  later  I  was  being  led 
into  the  now  lighted  tavern. 

The  leader  turned  to  the  landlord.  "I 
want  a  room  where  the  door  can  be  locked,'* 
he  said,  "and  where  there  is  no  other  exit." 

"  For  what  ?  "  the  innkeeper  inquired. 

The  man  motioned  to  me.  "  To  keep  our 
prisoner  for  the  night,"  he  answered. 

The  innkeeper  turned  and  his  eyes  met 
mifie.  He  stared  for  a  moment,  then  stepped 
forward  and  looked  into  my  face.  His  face 
paled.  "  Mon  Dieu  ! "  he  muttered,  "  mon 
Dieu ! " 

At  his  words  my  heart  gave  a  jump,  and 
the  blood  surged  through  my  veins.  To 
him,  dressed  as  I  was,  and  in  this  position, 
I  was  the  Vicomte  ;  he  could  not  think  other- 
wise.   What  if But  I  scarcely  dared  to 

hope.  I  gave  him  a  meaning  look,  and  he 
nodded  almost  imperceptibly. 

He  appeared  to  stand  in  thought  for  some 
moments,  then  turned  to  the  leader  of  my 
men.  "  I  have  such  a  room,"  he  said. 
"Will  you  look  at  it?" 

The  man  nodded,  and  the  innkeeper  led 
him  to  a  door  opening  out  of  the  room  we 
were  in.  This  he  opened,  and  the  two 
passed  in  with  a  lighted  lanthorn,  to  re- 
appear in  a  moment.  The  leader  nodded. 
"That  room  will  do,"  he  said,  and  binding 
my  feet  again  they  carried  me  in,  closed  the 
door,  bolted  it  on  the  outside,  and  I  was  alone 
in  the  darkness. 

Alone,  and  beginning  to  hope.  I  was  cer- 
tain that  the  innkeeper  thought  me  to  be  the 
Vicomte.  If  it  was  so,  he  would  consider  it 
his  duty,  whatever  the  cost,  to  set  me  free.  I 
began  to  feel  more  myself.  Even  yet  I  might 
be  able  to  turn  the  tables  on  the  Vicomte, 
and,  if  so,  M.  le  Vicomte  de  Salviac  would 
regret  this  night's  work  more  than  any  other 
in  his  life. 

Impatiently  I  waited.  In  the  next  room  I 
heard  the  rattle  of  wine-cans  and  the  ribald 
laughter  of  the  men  as  they  listened  to  one 
of  their  number  singing  low  songs,  but 
gradually  these  sounds  died  away,  until,  I 
imagined,  sleep  held  sway. 

When,  after  having  been  in  the  place  what 
seemed  to  be  hours,  it  came  at  last — a  slight 
"click"  on  the  side  of  the  room  farthest 
away  from  the  door— I  turned  my  head 
quickly.     In  an  opening  in  the  wall  stood  the 
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innkeeper,  a  lanthorn  in  his  hand,  his  head 
held  on  one  side  in  a  listening  attitude.  A 
moment  more  and  he  was  kneeling  by  my 
side,  cutting  my  bonds,  and  I  was  free. 

Without  speaking  a  word  he  moved  to  the 
opening — a  sliding  panel  I  found  it  to  be — 
and  passed  through.     As  silently  1  followed, 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 69. 


and  found  myself  in  a  corridor  that  appeared 
to  run  the  whole  length  of  the  back  of  the 
tavern.  Now  came  my  difficulty.  What  was 
I  to  do  ?  Was  I  to  arouse  my  men  and  tell 
them  how  they  had  been  fooled,  and  by  so 
doing  show  how  great  a  fool  I  myself  had 
been  made  ?     I  did  not  like  the  idea.     But 
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if  not,  what  then  ?  It  was  decided  for  me  by 
the  innkeeper. 

"They  are  all  asleep,  my  lord,"  he 
whispered,  "  and  I  have  a  horse  waiting,"  at 
the  same  time  handing  me  a  sword  and 
dagger. 

I  nodded;  then,  like  a  flash,  it  came  to  me 
that  there  were  two  of  my  men  up  at  the 
chateau.  They  must  be  sufficient.  "Lead 
the  way,  then,"  1  said,  in  a  low  voice,  and, 
treading  lightly,  he  led  the  way  to  the  back, 
where  I  found  a  horse  already  saddled.  In  a 
moment  1  was  mounted,  and,  riding  round 
the  backs  of  the  hovels,  soon  came  out  on 
the  high  road. 

Five  minutes'  sharp  ride  brought  me  to  the 
wood  which  hid  the  chateau.  Here  I  drew 
rein,  dismounted,  and  fastened  my  horse  by 
the  bridle  to  a  tree.  Quickly,  then,  and 
silently,  1  walked  up  the  avenue  of  trees,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  1  was  passing  through  the 
gateway. 

The  entrance  was  still  lighted,  and  standing 
without  were  half-a-dozen  horses  with  a  man 
at  their  heads.  The  Vicomte  had  not  gone, 
then.  First  to  get  rid  of  the  man  with  the 
horses.  Stealthily  I  crept  along  the  wall 
until  I  was  within  a  few  paces  of  him  ;  then, 
with  a  lightning  spring,  I  had  him  by  the 
throat,  and  he  had  spoken  his  last.  The 
next  instant  I  was  in  the  entrance  hall;  it  was 
deserted,  and  below  there  were  no  sounds  of 
life.  Up  above  I  heard  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps passing  to  and  fro ;  but  whose  ?  The 
Vicomte's,  I  supposed.  But  where  were  my 
men?  Without  them  I  could  do  nothing. 
A  sound,  as  of  a  slight  movement,  came  to 
me  from  a  room  off  the  hall.  1  turned 
quickly  thither  and  entered,  and  could  have 
cried  out  with  joy.  My  two  men  were  there, 
gagged  and  bound,  it  is  true,  but  still  there. 
In  a  few  minutes  I  had  them  on  their  feet. 

They  stared  at  me  in  astonishment.  I 
gave  a  little  laugh.  "  The  man  above  is  the 
Vicomte,  my  friends,"  I  said;  "where  are 
the  others  ?  " 

"  Gone,"  they  answered.  The  Vicomte, 
with  madame  and  two  men-servants,  was 
above.     The  others  had  been  gone  an  hour. 

We  were  equal,  three  men  to  three.  What 
I  had  been  unable  to  do  with  a  score  I  might 
now  succeed  in  doing  with  three.  Quietly 
we  passed  up  the  stairs,  and  gained  the  land- 
ing with  scarcely  a  sound.  From  Madame 
de  Salviac's  room  came  the  sound  of  voices. 


I  led  my  men  thither,  and  peering  through  the 
half-open  door  saw  what  was  passing. 

Madame  was  seated  on  a  chair,  dressed 
for  riding.  The  Vicomte  was  seated  at  a 
table,  sorting  some  papers,  and  the  two  men 
were  standing  just  behind  him.  I  drew  my 
sword,  and,  after  a  word  to  my  men  to  look 
to  the  two  servants,  flung  open  the  door  and 
entered. 

The  Vicomte  sprang  up  with  an  oath  and 
flashed  out  his  weapon.  Madame  gave  a 
shrill  scream  of  fright,  and  the  two  servants 
sprang  to  their  master's  side.  I  stepped 
forward. 

"  In  the  King's  name,  M.  le  Vicomte  de 
Sal  viae  ! "  I  said,  and  my  voice  thrilled  with 
triumph.  He  cursed  again,  then  sprang  for 
ward,  and  our  weapons  crossed.  At  the  same 
time  my  two  men  engaged  the  servants. 

The  room  rang  and  rang  again  with  the 
clash  of  steel  on  steel.  The  Vicomte  was  a 
good  swordsman,  but  his  best  was  ,  not  so 
good  as  mine,  and  in  a  few  seconds  it  was 
over.  Gradually  his  defence  grew  weaker, 
and  suddenly  I  thrust  strongly  over  his 
guard  and  ran  him  through  the  shoulder. 
His  sword  dropped  with  a  clatter,  he  stag- 
gered to  and  fro,  then  measured  his  length 
on  the  floor.  Madame  had  been  watching  us 
with  wide-open,  affrighted  eyes,  her  hands 
to  her  throat ;  now  with  a  scream  she  flew  to 
his  side,  and,  kneeling,  took  his  head  on 
her  lap. 

"  Madame,"  I  said,  "be  assured;  he  is  not 
dead,  not  even  badly  wounded;  in  two  days 
he  will  be  about,"  and  I  turned  to  the  others. 
But  there  was  no  need  for  my  help.  On 
seeing  their  master  fall  the  two  servants  had 
flung  away  their  swords  and  called  for  quarter, 
and  now  stood  on  one  side  with  averted 
heads. 

'  But  little  more  needs  telling.  Of  the 
journey  to  Cahorsin  the  morning  I  will  not 
write.  Sufficient  be  it  to  say  that  we  rode  in 
through  the  northern  gate  at  high  noon,  the 
Vicomte  and  madame — for  she  would  not 
leave  him — in  our  midst.  The  papers  giving 
the  desired  information  were  among  those  the 
Vicomte  had  been  sorting,  so  in  the  end  fortune 
had  smiled  on  me.  Of  my  reward  I  will  say 
nothing ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  both  reward 
and  advancement  I  got.  Yet  how  near  had  I 
gone  to  losing  both  ;  too  near  to  be  pleasant. 
But  I  remember  this:  "Who  laughs  last 
laughs  best."     And  I  am  content. 
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"  Toa  villain !  I  told  you  to  call  me  at  eicht  o'clock.  It 
is  now  only  six."  "Sura,  I  only  called  to  tell  your 
honour  as  your  honour  has  two  more  hours  to  sleep."— 
1806. 


3T  may  not 
actually  be 
possible  to 
write  history 
from  the  jests 
of  a  natiort,  but  it  is  cer- 
tainly possible  to  derive 
a  fairly  clear  idea  of  its 
past  manners,  customs, 
and  amusements,  its  pre- 
judices and  its  prepos- 
sessions. Turn  over  a 
collection  of  old  comic 
prints ;  consult  the  pages 
of  Punchy   the  Man  in 


tJu  Moon^  Cruikshank's  sketch-books,  "  Phiz's  " 
satires,  the  skits  of  Atkinson,  Seymour,  Aiken, 
and  the  rest,  and  you  will  easily  see  that  each 
year  of  the  century  has  its  own  peculiar  joke, 
shedding  little  whimsical  sidelights  on  society, 
and  from  which  the  historian  may  glean  some- 
thing more  profitable  than  a  smile. 

In  the  first  of  the  present  collection,  which  is 
a  coloured  sketch  by  Atkinson  of  just  a  century 
ago,  we  find  a  jest  which  speaks  eloquently  of 
the  vitality  of  an  old  friend  who  wears  many  dis- 
guises. It  is  first  cousin  to  the  Irish  nurse  who 
woke  the  patient  to  admin- 
ister his   sleeping-draught. 


"  Hullo !  you're  forgotten  your  oaxs."— 181L 


AmuM9m«ut«o(  the  Poor.- 
em  »IL"— 1818. 


-"  Kiiuuk  uowu  uue,  uave 


Tumuike  Man :  "  You  should  have  gone 
home  the  way  you  came  out.  That  ticket 
won't  do  here."  Cockney:  "I  doesn't 
think  Fve  got  any  halfpence."  '"  Well, 
then.  I  must  give  you  changa"  "  But 
I'm  afeani  I  haven't  any  silver  left  I  say. 
mister,  couldn't  you  trust  me?  "—1816. 


when  you  come  nearer  I  Uiought  you 
wera  your  brother;  but  now  I  see  it's 
neither  of  you."— 180B. 


one  growln"  on  ihe  ena  or  your  noee.'  —  wio. 


Losing  the    substance   and    ratching    the 
shadow.— 1813. 


Introspection.— 1810. 


An  Airing  in  High  Iife.-RaUier  too 


have  mytelf  like  a  reel  lady."— 1817. 
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Economy.— 1822. 


"  Lawks  -  a  •  men^ !  I'm  going 
wronjr.  and  got  to  walk  all  that 
way  back  •giiin."-18l8. 


The  Fire-Brand,  or  MoaquitoM  In  danger.— 183S. 


not,  1  pray,  crowd  more 
than  eight  persons  in  a 
carriage  drawn  by  a  single 
horse,  whose  locomotive 
power  consists  of  only  four 
legs.     This  will  give  two  per- 


"  I  say.  Old  stock  Fish,  are  there 
any  gulls  alK>ut  here  ?  "  "  Oh.  res. 
sir ;  there's  always  plenty  on  ^em 
about,  this  time  o'  year.**— IS19. 


A 

ame:  -iKW. 


"  no ;  lb  s  a  nuu "— isaa 


Honstrusities  of  ISiZL 


Another  picture  presumably  gives  us  a 
glimpse  of  the  West-end,  when  breeches  had 
scarcely  been  abandoned  as  an  article  of 
wearing  apparel.  By  the  picture  for  1 8 1 4  we 
are  reminded  of  Sydney  Smith's  plea  for  a 
more  humane  treatment  of  horses.     "  Do 


sons  for  every  leg,  which, 
when  we  consider  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the 
limb,  seems  as  much  as 
equine  nature  can  en- 
dure." 

The  picture  for  18 15  is 
one  of  the  earliest  skits 
on  the  travelling  Cockney, 
who  is  here  represented 
as  trying  vainly  to  cozen 
a  typical  turnpike-keeper 
of  the  period. 
;  In  the  picture  for  18 17 
^  we  are  brought  back  to 
the  era  of  the  impending 
emancipation  of  the  slaves.  In  181 8  new 
guide-posts  were  set  up  in  many  parts  of  the 
kingdom,  and  loud  were  the  complaints  of  the 
carelessness  of  the  workmen. 

That  there  is  no  vein  of  pictorial  humour 
which  has  not  been  worked  at  some  period  or 
other  of  the  past  is  shown  in  the  cat  drawing 
of  the  famous  Cruikshank  (1826),  which  might 


woid  of  sentiment."— 182&. 
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Augoft— Bathing  at  Brighton.— IffiD. 


Miitress  of  the  Hoiue :  "Oh.  you  Uttle 
wretch,  where  have  you  been  to  ?  ^  Small 
Patriot  (in  a  deep  voice) :  **  Dethroning 
tyrants— changing  the  dynaity  of  France 
and  the  destiny  of  Europe."— I8S2. 


Comforting  Assuranc*.— "Oh.  its  only 
his  play,  mum :  he  wouldn't  hurt  a  hair  of 
nobody's  head. —1835. 


easily  be  a  superior  product  of  the 
school  of  cat  drawing  of  to-day. 

In  i823wehave  the  humour  of  the 
dying  three  bottle  set  in  the  portly 
gentleman  whose  nose  is  so  fiery  red 
that  the  tropical  mosquitoes  attacking 
it  fall  singed  as  moths  before  a  flame. 
Every  year  brings  some  new  theme 
for  jest  or  satire— some  new  trait, 
^ome  new  custom,  dress,  or  insti- 
tution. One  season  brings  the 
gigantic  military  busby,  another  year  it  is 
the  new  fashion  of  cheap  plaster-casts  sold  in 
the  streets,  or  again,  what  is  strange  to  us 
now,  the  brand-new  Cockney  fashion  of  drop- 
ping h's,  which  was  not  grown  general  even 
in  Sam  VVeller's  day.  The  Revolutionary 
outbreaks  of  1830  were  responsible  for  many 
skits,  as  was  also  the  new  craze  of  Gothic 
villas  in  the  suburbs,  which  the  writers  and 
artists  of  the  thirties  poked  much  fun  at, 
because  in  those  days  the  Metropolitan 
suburbs,  so  populous  to-day,  were  then  just 
beginning  to  exist  for  the  City  clerk  and  the 
man  of  moderate  means.  In  the  joke 
for    1836    we    see,    indeed,    the    irony    of 


Quarter-lfaater  General- 18S3L 


fate  most 
humorously 
exemplified. 
**  Cavendish 
toe  -  lined  "  is 
an  elaborate 
C  ru  ikshank 
pun  on  the  to- 
bacco so  called 
which  made 
its  appearance 
that  year. 

There  is  to 
us  an  addi- 
tional touch  of 
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.  J  ^  s^T;  Jim.  Tot  made  you  gire  up  your 
ipdependen^e  and  go  into  the  Torkhouiet- 
Vy.  mv  old  «al  had  rich  a  blened  long 
tongue  that  Ten  this  new  Poor  Uw  Hact 
comes  aepernting  man  and  wife,  mys  I. 
that  s  t*c  wcrry  thing  re  poor  people  rant : 
Ti^o"®^"  ^^'ore  oouldnt  get  a  diToiw)."- 


but^;J5r;o!i*derfuinorhll^e     iK^^T^^^^^^ 


comedy  lent  to  the  sketch  of  the 
dashing  Lifeguardsman  who  is  sur- 
veying the  small  boy  in  his  river-side 
ablutions  (1843).    However  much 
this  species  of  military  hero  may 
have  appealed  to  the  Park  nurse- 
maids in  the  early  forties,  we  fear 
he  would  be  regarded  to-day  as 
something  of  a  "guy."      Echoes 
of   the  great   railway  mania  are 
found  in  the  fanciful  portrait  of 
George  Hudson,  the  Railway  King 
(1846)— a  portrait,  as  will  be  seen, 
entirely  constructed    of   locomo- 
tives, funnels,  tunnels,  and  smoke. 
In  looking  at  the  very  funny  pic- 
ture for  1847  we  may  recall  that 
this  was  the  height 
of  the  great  period 
of  emigration,  when 
emigrants'  tales  of 
adventurous  rough- 
ing it  in  the  wilds 
of  Canada,  Austra- 
lia,    and    Western 
America    were     in 
everyone's     mouth. 
A   banquet    nearer 
home  and  al  fresco 

King.— 1846. 


L 

'•Mother  Mya  I shaUnerer set  thi 


W( 


_-   X 


UnsdenUflc  Lady:  "»!«■  m«  *».- 


Tlie  cmigranta'  Christmas  dinner- Fff«<.f-  „r  .^ 

is  occasionally  threatened  bv 
quadrupeds,  as  seen  in  a  picture 
for  the  same  decade  (i8aO 
where  the  intruding  bovine 
puttmg  his  best  hoof  forwards' 
irreparably  demolishes  Aunt 
Jemima's  most  luscious  tart,  as 
well  as  other  comestibles  in- 
tended for  the  picnic. 

\Ve  soon  come  with  1848 
again  mto  an  atmosphere  of 
revolution,  and  scattered  up  and 
down  the  periodicals  of  that 
day  one  will  come  across  many 
jokes   at   the   expense    of   the 
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revolutionaries.  We  are  now,  too,  we 
must  remember,  in  the  decade  when 
both  Dickens  and  Thackeray  were  at 
their  highest  vogue,  so  that  the  very 
appearance  of  the  characters  portrayed 
inevitably   suggests   the    Gamps,   the 


in  trouble,  u  made  theauelvci  very  "'^ *""       »*« 


MffreeRble.' 


I  made  theauelvci  veiy 
-1848. 


Anxious  Motben  '  Come,  now,  Roaa- 
linda  —  it's  no  use.  J  know  there's 
something  on  your  mind.  Has  any 
body  been  a  trifling  with  your  affec 
tions7"-18« 


•Oh:  Sally.  I  told  my  missus 
Tot  you  said  your  miivus  nud  about 
her.''  "Afi.  and  so  did  I.  Betty. 
I  told  my  missus  rot  you  said  youra 
said  of  her.  and  ve  had  sich  a  row." 
1883 


"  I  tny.  old  un.  where  did 
yer  'omes?  We  want  to 
goodish  place."— 18!57 


yer put  up 
know  of  a 


The  Problem.—  How  is  she  going 
to  get  through  7-18flO. 


"Ah.  no  one  would  ever  know  that  the 
head  liad  been  broken  oflf.  I  deftr  missus 
tofinditouk"-185]. 


Mantalinis,  and 
the  Old  Cam- 
paigners of  those 
writers.  The  ad- 
vent of  crinoline 
was,  as  might  he 
expected,  greet- 
ed by  a  thou- 
san  d  jests, 
which,  however, 
had  no  power  to 
impede  its 
triumphal  pro- 
gress, although 
occasionally  the 
triumphant  pro- 
gress of  the  indi- 
V  id  ual  fai  r 
wearer  thereof 
was  pretty  effec- 
tually impeded. 
The  mid  -  Vic- 
torian era  was 
the  halcyon  days 
of  picnics. 
Never  before  or 
since  has  the 
picnic  achieved 
such  popularity, 
consequently  we 
can  understand 
the  success  of 
the  experiment 
delineated  by  the 
artist  (1854). 
If  the  reader 
wants  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  policeman  of  the 
fifties—one  of  the  real  old-fashioned  "peelers"— he  may 
encounter  him  at  the  top  of  the  next  page,  where  he  is  being 
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% 


■*:«1% 


i^:K* 


Hart  hap]jen«d.'  ^18&8. 

r  ■ 


The  pMperd  state  that  "at  the  cnnclunoii 

of    '  La   HoonambuU '  the   pit   roae.  and 

MUe.  Lind  tros  literally  covered  with  the 

bouquets."    Our  artist  lias  de 

picted  abore  the  rising  of  the 

pit  and  the  storm  of  flowers  with 

\     singular  aocuracy.-lM2. 


singer,  Jenny  Lind  (1862),  might 
equally  have  been  inspired  this  year  by 
Adelina  Patti,  at  whom  the  pit  rose 
with  immense  enthusiasm.  It  was 
about  this  time  that  there  was  talk  of 
a  Highland  Derby— a  great  national 
horse-race  north  of  the  Tweed.  This 
was  enough  for  the  London  wits, 
who  prompdy  proceeded,  greatly  to 
the  chagrin  of  Leith  and  Glasgow, 
to  delineate  the  sort  of  race  in  pro- 
spect (1861). 

It  was  not  long  after  the  date  of 
the  picture  wherein  we  are  shown 
the  couple  of  chimney-sweeps  that, 
owing  to  the  efforts  of  a  band  of 
human*  reformers,  children  were  de 
barred  from  this   employment.      In 


K  J***»i.*^"^!?**;~"  ^^  •"«•  ^'^nk,  who  would 
l»i  **°"*"^  °'  y°"  showing  up  in  crinoline  \  "- 


A  Probable  Th«.ry.  —  "  Why.  Bobby, 
what  have  you  been  and  done  to  Ret 
your  hair  cut  with  a  knife  and  fork  ?  "— 
1860. 


Joan  of  Arc— as  she  would  have  appeared 
at  the  age  of  forty-five. -iwa 


Grand  hit  at  the  Surrey  Theatre— British 
triuiuphaot— 1864. 


Varaity  Laie- 
Qcle:  ■•rf=   - 
my  nerrja 


,   _  roud  MJiu  rich 

uncle:  "I'll  just  take  a  peep  at 
mrat  his  studies. -1W6 


Horse-racing  North  of  the  Tweed— A  Highland  Derby.- 1861. 

lectured  by  a  member  of  the  Young  Eng- 
land party  on  his  official  duties.  Apropos 
of  costume,  we  must  not  omit  to  note  the 
somewhat  extravagant  attire  current  in  the 
following  year  in  the  upper  circles.  The 
humorous  skit  on  the  reception  of  the  great 


"  I  am  sure,  mamma.  I  don  t  see  why 
Tou  sliould  ohject  to  my  keeping  the 
bouquet  Arthur  has  sent  me.  I  was 
fifteen  yesterday,  and  I  know  bis  int«i- 
Uonsare  honoorable."— 1897. 


Pot  oompaaiona.— 186». 

one  of  the 
newspapers  of 
the  sixties, 
when  the  rise 
of  Disraeli  to 
power  encou- 
raged the  in- 
troduction of 
many  other 
Jews  into  Par- 
liament, some- 
one asked  why 
the  rotunda  of 
the  Victoria 
Tower  at  West- 
minster  had 
been  made  so 
high.  The 
answer  which  was 
supplied  by  a  con- 
temporary humorist 
almost  seems  to 
require  explanation 
to-day.  In  those 
times  the  sign  of  a 
Hebrew  was  in- 
variably the  wear- 
ing of  three  or  four 
hats  one  above 
the  other.  It  may 
be  that  only  one 
Semite  in  a  thou- 
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A  Boy  of  8pirit-P»pa :"  Another  Imper-  and  do  not  onvj  the  lot  of  the  iuprior  clasMc'       Jakes:  "Henry  "»    »^"C    ^^U^K    Ui 

ttnent  word,  sir,  and  I'll  box  your  cara,"  them!  Why.  ble»  yer.  them  as  belongs  to  them  cUsne*  a«  you  alludes  ^V^o  frrp»ih  Fn^nz-h 

Spirited  Boy  :    •  bo ;  for  you  know  a  blow  to  ain't  alf  so  much  to  be  henried  as  them  as  belongs  to  the  class  an  ^^^  W^*^^  ^  rcncn 

would  drire  me  from  your  roof  for  ever,  and  -ine  and  ^u  belongs  to."— 1874         (/Zsproduoed  hy  permimon  v/  the  Kumrkrouc 

that8whatyourcdrivlngat!"-1870.  Frojnieton  qf "  Punch,  1  •  numOIOUS 

Vol.  xxjtiv.— 70. 
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Fond  Mother :  "  That'i  Uncle  George,  my  hoilmnd's 
brother;  the  children  always  make  him  pUy  'can'  with 
them  when  he  comet  here.    He  enjoys  it  aa  much  as  they 


BMorra.  Oi  must  be  eettin"  among  friends.  OiVe  bin 
walkin  the  intoire  mornin'  an*  that's  the  fonbt  sisn  of 
ciTiliiayUon  Oi'Te  met  wid."~i888.  ^^ 


Rev.     Mr.    Tilllnghast :     "  Not 

quarrelling.    I    hope,    children  ? 

Tommy :    "  Oh.    na     We're   just 

Lady   Tourist:  "Are  the  sheets  well  aired?"       Irish    Chamber    having  tableaux."        Mr.  Tilling- 

maid:  "Troth,  and  they  are.  ma'am :  for  the  iiayson  is  three  monUis  hast:  "What  does  this  one  repre 

begun,  and  they've  been  well  used  since !  "—1879.  sent?"       Tommy:   "Mamma  ask- 

.  {RtitrroAtictA  by  pertni»$ion  of  the  Pruprieton  of  "  Punek.")  *"«  P*P»  ^^^  *  cheque. "-1864. 


humour,  a  little  broader, 
a  little  more  farcical, 
than  the  contemporary 
English  wit  of  Keene 
and  Du  Maurier. 

One  of  the  earliest 
American  jokes  might 
have    been    one    of 

K  e  e  n  e  's 

own,  in  the ; 


Irish    gen- 
t  1  e  ma  n 
who,    after 
travelling 
all     d  a  y ,  ;p 
comes   across   the    first  I 
genuine  sign  of  civiliza- 1 ' 
tion  (1883).  L 

Yet  there  is  room  for  p 
all  kinds  of  humour.  Iti 
all  reflects,  too,  the  taste  | 
and  spirit  of  the  age.  i 
Perhaps  we  see  the  in-  j 
fluence  of  the  music-hall ' 

Mr«.   Pulsifer  (to  her  husband,  who  is  mAlfincr    itQ    flnr^^aorarir'^a 

goinn   to   ma.squera«le  as    Hennr    VIII.)  .  »"*lK'"g     lt!>    appearanCC, 

*■  Lets  see.  was  it  Henry  th It  killed  Annie  oc      fnr    PYamr»l#»      in     fho     i 

olynn.orwasit  Annie  that  killed  him?-  *^»    *^*    CXampie,    m    tneN 

picture  of  the  Irishman's  I 


Bolynn,  or  was 

Mr.  Pulsifer :  "  I  ain't  dead  sure,  but  I 
think  Annie  done  th'  deed."  Mrs. 
Pulsifer :  "  I  don't  blame  her,  Joseph,  if  he 
looked  like  that"— 1881. 


draughtsman  Daumier,  as  well  as  Du  Maurier 
and  Keene.  As  the  century  wears  along 
comes  the  discovery  of  a  mine  of  American 


this  liquid  glue  and  f»ee  how  it  w 
"  Please,  mr,  Oill  l>c  going  out  i 
wanst ;  the  headach  Ui  have  is  t 
the  loots."— istje. 


The  Athletic  Crate.- Time  changes  all 
things.— 1882. 


An  African  Switchback.- J W7. 
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•  Now  if  1  hadn't  been  able  to  reaU.  wluit 
1.  fix  I  might  have  been  In.* —1888.  Leader: 

counted? 


Bedad.  but  that  ould  Tewel'i  gone  off  wld  i 
what!  left  behind. "-18M. 


How  manj  nf  the  eneniy  have  3'ou 
ScouU :  "  Thirteen  iu  all."— 1882. 


A  movable  watch-box.— 1889.  

expedient  for  a  burglar  alarum  (1897).  There 
is  decided  farce  about  this,  as  about  many 
of  the  jokes  of  the  eighties  and  nineties.  It  is 
not  necessarily  American ;  it  may  be  French 
or  German,  as  we  may  see  in  the  case  of  the 
commercial  traveller  whose  line  is  telegraph- 


Yourwife  has  retired  with  a  sick  headache,  your  little 
boy  is  Buffering  with  the  mumps,  your  baby  is  teething, 
your  cook  is  taking  her  evening  out,  and  you  are  not  feel- 
ing very  well  yourself.  Enter  a  crowd  of  jolly  neighbours 
to  give  you  a  "  surprise  ptiriy."— 


-189a 


Semlein,  Jun.  :  "  l)e  customer  ras  caught  in  de  door, 
fsdderl"  Semlein.  Sen.  :  "  For  kracious  zakes,  Aby. 
don't  oben  it  peforc  you  cut  off  enough  for  a  vest  I"— ISWI. 


Cook  :  "  Shure.  mum.  Zulu's  just  afther 
bitin"  the  lig  off  av  the  butcher  bye." 
MistresM:  "Dear,  dear!  How  dreadfully 
atmoying.  I  do  hope  he  was  a  clean  boy. 
Mary?  '-1886. 


The  CHicua  Abrobat  at  Home. -Prof esdonal  pcactioe  and 
domestic  duties  com blne«l.— 1806. 

poles,  and  who 
brings  with  him 
a  "sample" 
(1898). 

When  the 
history  of  the 
last  decades  of 
the  last  century 
comes  to  be 
written,  how  can 
the  historian 
leave  out  the 
Hyde     Park 

orator  with  his  varied  cults  and  creeds  and 
the  invariable  collection?  In  the  course  of 
the  century,  too,  the  joke  against  the  Scot 
has  altered  ;  it  is  less  now  his  penury  and 
greed  than  his  consuming  love  of  whisky, 
which,  however,  in  the  realm  of  humour,  he 


"  Tis  an  illigimt  invintion  of  me  own ; 
when  the  burglars  lifts  the  windy,  down 
comes  the  rock."- 1897. 
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Commercial  Tniveller  :  "  Excuse  me.  gentlemen.  I  am 
toiTelling  in  telARiaph -poles,  and  this  is  a  sample."— I8B^ 


Sarcasm.  —  Parli    Orator   (after 
sending  the  hat  round  to  no  pur- 
*•"'"     "—    got    my   'at 


poeei  :    *'  Well.    I've    nui 
back !  '—Tht  SceUh.  IH8Q. 


Di»tri.A  Visitor :  "  WHt. 
don't  say  how  d'ye  do  «itn 
do  your "        *" 


f  how  d"y 

Tommy : 


.  Toiuray.  you 
the  left  hand. 
No.   mum,    I 


only  shake  wiv  it  "-The  Tailor.  1902. 


Oh  So  Uood  fur  "  little 
Mary."  —  '  Vttj  up.  BiU. 
there's  a  bloomin'  worsi> 
buzsin'  round  my  "ead."— JA* 
Toiler,  IWOi 


r 


i^l 


V 


* 


rv 


# 


f>*L. 


Staking  his  Claim.— First  Fuot- 
1  pod  to  Second  Ditto :  "  'E's  mine  !  I 
'  saw  'im  first"— 7Ae  Taller,  itas. 


The  Alien  Artifltes    l>eluj»ion.— "  Ach  : 
Again  dot  abbUusc  I  "-The  iiketek.  1900. 


Old  Gentleman:  "Well,  bare  you 
lieen  a  good  girl  and  been  to  school?" 
Kid  (jul)'lantly) :  "Naa-w.  I'to  got 
thi"  small  pox  l^—Tht  Tatter.  1901. 


First  Scot :    •  \N  hat  kin   o  man  it 
Mcrhcrwn?"        Second  Scot:  "A 

Epy  queer  kin'  o'  man.  I  went  to  his 
ooee  and  he  aakit  me  to  tak  some 
whuHky  When  he  began  to  poor  It 
ool  I  said.  '  Stop !  8to|> ! '  and  he 
strippit !  That's  the  kin'  o'  man  he 
\%:  -Tht  TaUtr,  1901 


shares  with  Pochard  in  France  and  the 
Kentucky  Colonel  in  America.  Nor  would 
the  annals  of  modern  manners  be  complete 
without  the  London  female  gamin  as  depicted 
by  Phil  May,  whose  joy  at  any  personal  event, 
from  a  Sunday-school  "beano"  to  a  case  of 
small-pox,  is  so  undisguised  and  genuine  (1901 ). 
Future  antiquaries  and  philologists 
who  are  puzzled  over  the  meaning  of 
the  phrase  "Little 
Mary,"  with  which 
a  great  little 
humorist  enriched 
the  Anglo  -  Saxon 
world,  may  find  it 
very  vividly  illus- 
trated in  the  selec- 
tion for  the  year 
1905.  The  same 
may  be  said  for 
the  famous  phrase 
"strap -hanger," 
which  assuredly 
deserves  a  place  in 
any  history  of  con- 
temporary manners 
,  and  customs. 
Finally,  if 
"the  reader 
i  will  glance 
backward  to 
i  the  first  page 
and  decade  of 
I  this  century  of 
I  jokes  he  will 
convince  him- 
s  e 1 f  that 
Humour,fickle 
.sprite  though 
he  be,  has  im- 
proved  in 
quality  during 
the  lapse  of 
the  last  hun- 
dred years, 
even  after  all 
due  allowances 
have  been 
made  for  the 
fact  that  our 
modem  sense 
of  humour  is 
different  from 
that  of  our 
forefathers.  It 
is,  at  least,  be- 
yond dispute 
less  coarse  and 
more  humane. 


V 


L 


The  bxi*ert  htrap-liaiiger.  —  Voice 
from  above :  "  Don  t  leave  go,  Jimmjr, 
whatever  you  do."  Jimmy  :  **  That's 
all  right,  old  man.  I've  got  a  season 
on  the  District.'— r*e  Tatter.  1906. 


rawciigcr  imistukitig  bandsman 
for  the  steward) :  "  Mercy  !  Haven't 
you  got  anything  bigger?"  —  The 
Tatter.  1907. 
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STORIES    STRANGE  AND  TRUE. 

II.— A  Fight  with  a  Sea-Devil. 

Told  by  J.  W.  Maxwell  and  Set  Down  by  W.  D.  Hornaday. 


THE  MONSTRK   DEVIL-PISH   WAS  STRUNG   UP  AND    HHOTOGKAHH»f O    AKTKK    IIS    CAFTLKE  —  IT   MEASURED   FIFTEEN   FEET 
ACROSS  AND  NINE  FEET   IN   LENGTH,   WHILE  ITS  WEIGHT  WAS  ESTIMATED  AT  THREE  THOUSAND  POUNDS. 


T  was  a   perfect   morning   for 
tarpon  fishing,  and  a  number 
of  sportsmen  had  gathered  in 
the  little   town   of   Rock  port, 
Texas,  on  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 
for   the  purpose  of  indulging 
in  the  pursuit  of  that  "  gamey  "  fish.     There 
were  a  score  and  more  of  us.     In  the  party 
were  State  officials  and  men  prominent  in 
business  and  public  life  in  Texas  and  else- 
where.*    The  landing  of  a  tarpon  is  of  it- 

•  For  purposes  of  reference  it  may  be  well  to  state  that  the 
party  included  Messrs.  John  W.  Robbins,  Treasurer  of  the  State 
of  Texas ;  Brisadier-General  J.  P.  Cleary,  of  the  United 
Slates  Army ;  Eugene  Cherry,  E.  P.  Grcgj?,  P.  R.  Markham, 
and  O.  C.  Ahlers,  all  of  Sherman,  Texas ;  T.  T.  Fuller,  of 
Wichita  Falls ;  Walter  Crow,  of  Wax?hachie  ;  Eugene  Carley, 
of  Terrell,  Texas ;  Captain  J.  A.  Waiters,  of  Houston ; 
N.  L.  Buckner,  Butz  Metzler,  Dr.  E.  V.  Dickey,  L.  A.  Pires, 
and  C  C  Cobb,  all  of  Dallas,  Texas ;  Dr.  G.  H.  Wooten, 
Roger  Roberdeau,  and  J.  W.  Maxwell,  of  Austen.  All  of 
these  gentlemen  can  corroborate  the  facts  of  this  narrative  — 
The  Author. 


self  an  experience  that  for  sheer  excitement 
caps  anything  in  the  ordinary  line  of  deep-sea 
fishing,  but  none  of  us  were  prepared  for  the 
thrilling  adventure  which  actually  befell  us 
that  day. 

We  set  off  in  a  flotilla  of  boats,  each 
containing  two  occupants — one  a  trained 
boatman  and  the  other  a  member  of  our 
party. 

The  fishing-grounds  are  adjacent  to  Padre 
and  St.  Joseph  Islands,  in  what  is  known 
as  Aransas  Pass,  a  deep  channel  that  runs 
between  these  islands  and  connects  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico  with  Aransas  Bay.  We  were  told 
when  we  arrived  in  this  channel  that  a  boat- 
man had  that  morning  seen  five  "  sea-devils  " 
disporting  themselves  near  the  end  of  the 
Government  jetties,  extending  out  from  St. 
Joseph   Island.     Now   we   were   landsmen, 
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pure  and  simple,  and  entirely  ignorant  of 
what  a  sea-devil  was  or  looked  like ;  but  the 
boatman,  in  answer  to  our  questions,  ex- 
plained that  it  was  a  monster  fish,  better 
known  among  seafaring  folk  by  the  sugges- 
tive name  of  the  "  ocean  vampire,"  and  that 
it  was  a  rare  visitor  to  the  Gulf  Coast  of 
Texas.  He  added  that  we  must  not  confuse 
it  with  the  sun -fish  or  sting -ray,  or  the 
octopus ;  the  sea-devil  was  an  entirely  different 
sp)ecies. 

The  news  that  a  number  of  these  deep-sea 
monsters  were  in  that  locality  aroused  our 
interest,  and  we  kept  a  sharp  look-out  for 
them,  just  as  a  matter  of  curiosity. 

With  a  view  to  having  a  little  sport  of  a 
character  somewhat  different  from  tarpon 
fishing,  Mr.  Cherry  of  our  party  secured  a 
harpoon  from  a  visitor  to  Tarpon  Inn,  a 
fishermen's  resort  op  Padre  Island.  This 
harpoon  consisted  of  a  bolt  of  steel  six  inches 
long  and  about  an  inch  in  diameter.  At  the 
end  was  a  socket  for  a  handle.  Just  below 
the  socket  was  an  eye,  resembling,  only  on  a 
much  larger  scale,  that  of  a  needle ;  to  this 
was  attached  a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  of  rope. 
Set  into  the  sides  of  the  bolt  were  two  prongs 
of  steel,  working  on  hinges.  These  lie  flush 
with  the  bolt  when  the  harpoon  is  thrown  and 
penetrates  the  body  of  a  fish  ;  but  when  the 
weapon  is  pulled,  the  barbs,  each  an  inch 
and  a  half  in  length,  fly  out  at  right 
angles  to  the  bolt.  Mr.  Cherry's  boatman 
was  a  man  named  Ed.  Kline,  who  had  had 
long  years  of  experience  on  the  Gulf  Coast 
fishing-grounds.  He  was  also  an  adept  in 
throwing  a  harpoon,  and  the  pair  hoped  to 
come  across  one  of  the  mysterious  "  sea- 
devils  "  and  capture  it  by  means  of  the  instru- 
ment they  had  borrowed. 

Towards  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  we 
had  all  reached  our  fishing-ground — fourteen 
boats  in  all.  We  had  hardly  got  our  lines 
out,  however,  when  Mr.  Cherry  saw  one  of 
the  "  ocean  vampires  "  basking  in  the  sun  a 
short  distance  from  the  end  of  the  jetty,  and 
called  our  attention  to  the  fish.  Its  broad 
back,  extended  well  above  the  surface  of  the 
water,  showed  that  it  must  be  of  considerable 
size. 

In  order  that  two  experienced  men  might 
be  in  the  harpoon-boat,  Mr.  Cherry  vacated  it 
and  his  place  was  taken  by  J.  H.  Farley, 
another  boatman.  Kline  and  Farley  then 
cautiously  approached  to  within  striking 
distance  of  the  sea-devil.  Kline  had  adjusted 
into  the  socket  of  the  harpoon  an  iron  rod, 
about  eight  feet  long,  which  served  as  a 
handle  to  throw  it  with,  being  so  arranged 


that  it  was  released  when  the  harpoon  pene- 
trated its  object.  Slowly  and  noiselessly  the 
boat  was  brought  to  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
slumbering  fish  ;  then  Kline  stood  up  and 
hurled  the  harpoon  into  it  with  all  his 
strength. 

The  keen-pointed  weapon  sank  several 
inches  into  the  shapeless  mass,  and  the 
monster  fish,  waking  up,  showed  that  it 
felt  the  pain  of  the  blow  by  flopping  the 
sea  with  its  wing-like  fins  and  then  plunging 
straight  down  into  the  ocean's  depth.  The 
two  boatmen,  experienced  as  they  were  in  the 
perils  of  the  sea,  hesitated  for  •  a  moment  as 
to  whether  they  should  sever  the  rope,  which 
was  now  rushing  out  with  startling  rapidity. 
Before  they  could  decide  the  question  in 
their  own  minds  the  wounded  sea-devil 
changed  its  course  and  began  moving  to- 
wards the  open  Gulf,  dragging  the  boat  after 
it  at  a  speed  that  soon  left  the  other  boats, 
which  had  immediately  started  in  pursuit,  far 
behind.  The  skiff  occupied  by  General 
Cleary  and  his  boatman  was  in  the  lead,  but 
was  soon  outstripped. 

In  its  first  rush  seaward  the  monster  made 
a  run  out  of  about  six  miles,  and  then 
described  a  circle.  As  it  made  this  circle, 
General  Cleary's  boatman,  cutting  across 
the  curve,  attached  his  craft  to  Kline's 
boat,  but  there  was  no  diminution  of  the 
speed  of  the  big  fish  on  account  of  the  extra 
load.  One  by  one,  as  the  sea-devil  circled, 
the  other  boats  were  attached  to  the  line, 
until  all  fourteen  boats  and  twenty-eight  men 
were  being  towed  by  the  fish.  With  this 
enormous  load  behind  him  the  sea-devil  still 
dashed  hither  and  thither  in  the  Gulf  at  a 
lively  pace. 

Would  the  monster  never  tire  itself  out  ? 
the  sportsmen  asked  themselves.  An  hour, 
then  two,  passed,  and  it  kept  up  its  race 
through  the  water  as  rapidly  as  immediately 
after  the  harpoon  was  thrown.  The  battle 
seemed  to  have  resolved  itself  into  a  test  of 
endurance  between  the  twenty-eight  men  in 
the  boats  and  the  single  fish.  The  Gulf  was 
fortunately  calm,  but  a  tropical  sun  beat 
down  upon  the  men,  and  the  fun  of  the  thing 
began  to  pall  on  some  of  them.  How  much 
longer  was  the  monster  going  to  keep  up 
the  race?  At  the  end  of  six  hours  he 
appeared  to  be  every  bit  as  strong  as  when 
he  made  his  first  headlong  rush  seaward. 
Once  the  monster  towed  his  human  freight 
twenty-five  miles  or  more  out  into  the  Gulf, 
and  it  seemed  to  the  long  line  of  boat- 
men that  they  were  to  be  carried  far  out  on 
to  the  high  seas.      It  was  an  adventurous 
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crowd,  however,  and  no  man  among  them 
cared  to  raise  the  first  cry  of  "  Enough  ! " 
Nevertheless,  there  was  real  danger  in  the 
business.  Twice  the  sea-devil  swerved  sud- 
denly from  his  course  and  made  directly  for 
the  line  of  boats  foaming  along  behind  him, 
but  fortunately  passed  under  them  without 
overturning  any.  Occasionally  he  would  come 
to  the  surface  of  the  water  and  throw  himself 
about  madly.  Whenever  he  appeared  the 
water  was  lashed  into  a  boiling  foam  by  his 
enormous  wing-like  fins. 

Messrs.  Kline  and  Farley,  who  were  still 
managing  things  at  the  head  of  the  line,  were 
determined  to  land  the  monster,  and  the 
remainder  of  our  party  decided  to  stay  with 
them  to  the  finish.  We  finally  realized,  how- 
ever, that  the  fish  could  not  be  subdued 
without  reinforcements  ;  as  things  were  at 
present  it  looked  as  if  he  might  tow  us  about 
for  ever.  There  is  a  life-saving  station  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Pass,  and  a  signal  of  distress 
was  accordingly  hoisted  in  one  of  the  boats 
for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  assistance  from 
that  quarter.  The  watchman  in  the  cupola 
of  the  life-saving  station  saw  the  signal 
through  his  glasses,  and  another  look  told 
him  the  cause  of  the  trouble.  J.  C.  Cotter, 
of  the  life-saving  crew,  came  quickly  to  the 
scene   in   a  gasolene   launch.     He  brought 


with  him  another  harpoon  and  a  rifle  carry- 
ing a  30-30  soft-nosed  bullet.  Walter  Crow, 
of  Waxahachie,  Texas,  also  arrived  upon  the 
scene  of  battle  in  a  launch.  He  got  into  the 
boat  with  Messrs.  Kline  and  Farley,  and 
assisted  them  to  haul  in  the  tow-rope  in  order 
to  bring  the  monster  fish  to  the  surface,  so 
that  it  could  be  harpooned  a  second  time  by 
Mr.  Cotter.  The  fish  was  finally  brought 
near  the  surface,  and  Mr.  Cotter  threw  the 
second  harpoon  into  it  with  all  his  force.  It 
was  thought  that  this  second  stroke  would 
end  the  battle,  but  it  seemed  to  have  Kttle 
effect  upon  the  vitality  of  the  monster.  He 
threw  one  of  his  enormous  flippers  into  the 
air  when  he  felt  the  sting  of  the  blow,  and 
then  made  off"  again  towards  the  open  sea  at 
full  speed. 

This  remarkable  fight,  incredible  as  it  may 
seem,  continued  for  two  hours  more  without 
any  signs  of  exhaustion  on  the  part  of  the 
sea-devil.  He  made  the  long  circuit  into 
the  Gulf  and  back  again  to  the  narrow 
channel  that  runs  between  the  two  islands 
time  after  time,  still  dragging  the  boats  and 
their  occupants  at  a  great  pace. 

The  sportsmen  were  now  beginning  to 
suffer  from  thirst  and  hunger.  The  chase 
had  lasted  nearly  nine  hours,  and  was  becom- 
ing very   tiresome,  even  to  those  who  ha'^ 
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nothing  to  do  but  sit  in  their  boats  and  be 
hauled  about  by  the  unseen  power  beneath 
the  water. 

It  was  finally  decided  to  try  the  effect  of 
rifle  bullets  upon  the  creature,  and  after  a 
hard  struggle  the  fish  was  once  again  hauled 
to  the  surface,  when  Mr.  Cotter  fired  into 
its  body.     It  immediately  sank  far  beneath 


fifteen  feet  across  and  nine  feet  in  length. 
It  was  swung  up  by  block  and  tackle,  and 
photographed  as  shown  at  the  head  of  this 
article. 

The  sea-devil  had  dragged  the  boats  and 
men  about  for  more  than  nine  hours,  and 
but  for  the  fact  that  one  of  the  bullets  had 
broken  its   backbone  it  is  believed   that  it 


•*  MK.    con  EK   KlKliD   INTO   ITS   BODV. 


the  water  and  plunged  madly  onward  through 
the  Gulf  At  last,  however,  to  everyone's 
relief,  it  began  to  slow  down  and  was  promptly 
hauled  to  the  surface  once  more.  This  time 
Mr.  Cotter  was  able  to  fire  two  more  bullets 
into  the  fish  before  it  sank  out  of  sight, 
leaving  the  water  red  with  its  blood.  The 
last  two  bullets  ended  the  struggle,  and  the 
boats  came  to  a  standstill. 

With  difficulty  the  creature's  dead  weight 
was  hauled  to  the  surface,  and  after  much 
labour  ropes  were  attached  to  its  body  and  it 
was  towed  by  a  launch  to  the  landing  on  the 
beach,  where  it  recjuircd  the  services  of  all 
the  available  men  to  drag  it  ashore.  It  was 
estimated  that  the  weight  of  the  monster  was 
fully  three  thousand  pounds,  and  it  measured 


would  have  kept  going  for  many  hours  more. 
The  mouth  of  the  sea-devil  is  an  enormous 
orifice,  into  which  it  scoops  its  food  by  means 
of  flippers,  one  of  which  is  attached  to  each 
side  of  the  opening. 

Altogether  our  fight  with  the  monster  was 
an  experience  that  none  of  us  would  care  to 
go  through  a  second  time.  In  addition  to 
the  constant  risk  of  our  boats  being  capsized 
by  the  monster,  there  was  something  uncanny 
about  being  hauled  backwards  and  forwards 
through  the  waters  of  the  Gulf  by  some 
hidden  power  of  the  deep.  Other  sea-devils 
were  seen  in  the  locality  while  we  were  there, 
but  we  made  no  effort  to  capture  any  of 
them.  One  victory  of  that  kind  is  enough 
for  a  lifetime. 
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lORD  EDMUND  HYDE 
— Miss  Hornhuter ;  Miss 
Homhuter — Lord  Edmund 
Hyde." 

Thus  spoke  the  steward, 
and  the  two  people  intro- 
duced glanced  at  each  other  with  mutual 
satisfaction. 

"  You  look  rather  a  poor  sort  of  a  human. 
But  you're  not  stuck  up.  And  it's  some- 
thing to  have  a  lord  for  a  partner— at  least,  I 
suppose  he  is  a  lord." 

This  remark  was  not,  of  course,  mad^ 
aloud  ;  but  something  of  its  meaning  was 
reflected  in  Miss  Homhuter's  face  as  she 
laid  a  large  gloved  hand  on  Lord  Edmund's 
arm,  and  took  an  observation  of  the  ball- 
room over  the  top  of  his  lordship's  bald 
head. 

Lord  Edmund  was  not,  indeed,  a  favourable 
specimen,  physically  or  mentally,  of  the  order 
to  which  he  belonged.  He  was  generally 
regarded  as  a  fool  ;  and  for  once  the  popular 
judgment  was  not  far  wrong.  He  had  had 
energy  enough,  however,  to  quarrel  with  his 
father,  the  Duke  of  Leatherhead,  with  the 
result  that  he  was  ignored  by  the  rest  of  the 
Vvl.  xxxiv.— 71, 


family.  Worse  than  that,  his  income  was 
reduced  to  a  pittance  of  two  hundred  pounds 
a  year,  which  he  had  of  his  own,  supple- 
mented by  whatever  sums  he  might  acquire 
by  borrowing. 

In  appearance  Lord  Edmund  was  short, 
spare,  and  bald  but  for  a  delicate  shade— it 
was  scarcely  more  substantial— of  straw- 
coloured  hair  at  the  sides  and  back  of  his 
head.  His  movements  were  languid  but 
graceful,  his  hands  extremely  small  and 
white,  his  feet  like  those  of  a  lady.  In  spite 
of  his  poverty  he  was  always  faultlessly 
dressed,  and  generally  wore  an  expensive 
exotic  in  his  button-hole. 

At  the  present  moment  a  somewhat  dazed 
expression  was  visible  on  his  placid,  good- 
natured  features.  He  could  hardly  realize 
his  good  fortune.  That  he  should  have  even 
a  chance  of  making  himself  agreeable  to  the 
famous  Miss  Hornhuter,  the  American 
millionairess,  was  a  stroke  of  good  fortune  so 
far  beyond  his  expectations  that  he  felt  a 
little  bewildered.  It  seemed  indeed  unlikely 
that  he  would  be  able  with  his  poor  fortunes 
and  his  scanty  opportunities  to  make  any 
impression  on  the  heart  of  Miss  Hornhuter. 
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Yet  more  unlikely  things  had  happened ;  and, 
oh  !  he  thought,  how  glorious  it  would  be 
to  burst  upon  society  as  the  husband  of  one 
of  the  richest  women  in  the  world  !  What  a 
delicious  revenge  he  might  take  upon  those 
who  had  snubbed  or  ignored  him  because  he 
was  poor— a  younger  son  with  a  small  allow- 
ance !  For  twenty  years — Lord  Edmund  was 
now  six-and-forty — he  had  been  trying  to  find 
an  heiress  who  would  consent  to  become 
Lady  Edmund  Hyde,  but  without  success. 
And  this  was  no  ordinary  heiress !  The 
Hornhuter  millions  were  well  known.  They 
might  be  called  part  and  parcel  of  the  scenery 
of  New  York,  one  of  the  attractions  of  Paris. 
Miss  Hornhuter  was  known  to  be  one  of  the 
wealthiest  women  in  the  world,  if  not 
absolutely  the  wealthiest. 

The  dance  was  a  square  one,  so  that  Lord 
Edmund  had  plenty  of  opportunities  for  sur- 
veying his  partner.  She  was  certainly  very 
tall — church-steepleish,  in  fact,  and  not  par- 
ticularly handsome.  She  might  be  a  trifle 
over  thirty  ;  and  there  was  an  old-maidish 
thinness  about  her  face.  But  the  gown  on 
her  back  had  cost  money :  there  could  be 
no  doubt  about  that.  And  in  her  hair  there 
glittered  some  fine  diamonds. 

Lord  Edmund  made  himself  as  agreeable 
as  he  could — asked  his  companion  how  long 
she  had  been  in  England,  what  she  thought 
of  the  country,  whether  they  had  any  fox- 
hunting in  America,  and  the  like.  Without 
in  the  least  intending  it,  he  spoke  to  her  very 
much  in  the  patronizing  tone  that  a  big 
brother  who  has  been  there  before  uses 
to  a  little  brother  who  has  not.  But 
Miss  Hornhuter  was  not  offended.  She 
saw  that  he  was  doing  his  best  to  please  her, 
and  she  tried  to  please  him  in  return.  When 
they  separated  after  the  dance  he  said  to 
himself  that  although  she  was  no  beauty  she 
was  a  good  sort,  and  not  bad-looking  either, 
for  a  woman  of  her  age. 

And  when  she  saw  Lord  Edmund 
bow  with  the  utmost  politeness  to  a  very 
ugly  damsel  to  whom  Sir  Godfrey  Burnet 
introduced  him,  and  observed  that  the 
middle-aged  scion  of  nobility  treated  the 
plain,  ill-dressed  girl  as  deferentially  as 
though  she  had  been  a  princess,  her  heart 
warmed  to  the  little  bald-headed  gentleman. 
So,  when  he  came  up  later  in  the  evening 
and  asked  whether  she  could  not  spare  him 
another  dance,  she  responded  with  something 
like  alacrity ;  and  when,  afterwards,  he  asked 
permission  to  call  on  her  at  her  hotel,  she 
said  that  she  was  to  be  found  in  the  Horn- 
huters*   private    sitting-room    at    the    Hotel 


Metropole    almost    any  afternoon    between 
three  and  four. 

Lord  Edmund  went  in  and  won.  He 
put  the  question  one  day  when  he  had 
the  good  fortune  to  find  her  alone, 
and  the  lady  made  no  difficulty  about 
accepting  him.  Her  front  name,  she 
told  him,  was  Cornelia^  But  her  school 
friends  always  called  her  Gwendoline,  as 
being  more  romantic,  and  lending  itself  more 
easily  to  pet  names.  Lord  Edmund  was 
glad  to  hear  it,  but  he  determined  that  the 
subject  of  names  had  better  be  left  in  the 
background.  A  more  important  question 
was  :  Would  Miss  Hornhuter  be  satisfied  with 
a  quiet  wedding  ?  Considering  the  terms  on 
which  he  stood  with  his  relations,  he  scarcely 
saw  how  it  could  be  anything  else  so  far  as 
he  was  concerned.  To  his  relief  his  bride- 
elect  assured  him  that  a  perfectly  quiet 
wedding  was  what  she  had  always  hankered 
after,  only  she  had  thought  that  it  would  be 
out  of  place  to  propose  it. 

Lord  Edmund  was  so  pleased  with  her 
decision  that  he  saluted  his  bride-elect  with 
ardour,  and  the  same  afternoon  paid  a  visit " 
to  a  usurious  lawyer,  from  whom  he 
obtained  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds — 
enough,  he  thought,  to  see  them  through  the 
honeymoon. 

The  marriage  was  duly  celebrated,  one  of 
the  bride's  cousins,  whom  the  bridegroom 
just  knew  by  sight,  acting  as  bridesmaid. 
Then  the  happy  pair  set  off  for  Switzerland. 

They  enjoyed  themselves  so  much  that  the 
time  went  by  with  railroad  speed,  and  Lord 
Edmund  found  himself  one  day  very  near  the 
end  of  his  resources.  Of  course,  it  did  not 
really  matter,  but  it  was  awkward  to  have  to 
ask  his  bride  for  money  before  the  end  of  the 
honeymoon.  However,  there  was  no  help 
for  it.  Hotel  bills  have  to  be  paid.  So  one 
morning  Lord  Edmund  said  to  his  wife,  in  as 
indifferent  a  manner  as  he  could  assume  : — 

"  By  the  way,  my  love,  did  you  bring 
a  cheque-book  with  you  ?  " 

"  A  cheque-book  ?  No  !  What  should  I  do 
with  a  cheque-book  ?  " 

"  When  you  want  money,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  Cousin  Ethel  used  to  give  me  some 
if  I  needed  it." 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  But  there  will  have  to  be 
a  different  arrangement  now,  won't  there  ?  " 

"  Of  course.  Cousin  Ethel  would  think  it 
very  strange  if  I  were  to  apply  to  her  for 
money  now  that  I  am  married." 

A  horrible  fear  shook  the  soul  of  the  little 
aristocrat.  Had  he  married  the  wrong  girl  ? 
The  suspense  was  too  painful. 
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"  So  you  have  no  money,  Cornelia  ?  "  he 
asked,  pleasantly ;  "  none  to  speak  of, 
that  is?" 

"  Not   I.      Good  gracious,  Edmund,  you 
don't    mean    to    say    that    you    thought    I 
was   the    heiress 
—that  all  Ethel's 
money  belonged 
tome?" 

"I'm    afraid 
that      I     did 
imagine      some- 
thing   of     the 
kind,"   said    the 
little    man,   rue- 
fully.     "But, 
there,    my   dear, 
it    can't     be 
helped,"     he 
added,   sooth- 
ingly,    seeing 
alarming  signs 
of    a   break- 
down  on    his 
bride's  face. 

She  mastered 
her  emotion 
with  an  effort, 
and  asked, 
calmly,  "What  ; 
did  you  want 
my  cheque- 
book for?" 

"  I  wanted 
you  to — well, 
in  fact,  to 
write  a  cheque 
for  the  sum 
of  our  hotel 
bill." 

"  Haven't  you  a  cheque-book  yourself?  " 

"  Certainly ;  but  it's  of  precious  little  use 
at  present." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  haven't  money 
enough  to  settle  the  bill  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  have  got  enough  for  that,  but 
not  much  more." 

The  bride,  in  her  turn,  looked  puzzled. 

"You  haven't  deceived  me,  Edmund, 
have  you  ?  "  she  said,  with  tremulous  voice, 
going  up  to  her  husband  and  laying  her 
hand  on  his  arm.  "  You  are  really  Lord 
Edmund   Hyde,  aren't  you  ? " 

"  Good  heavens,  yes !  Who  else  should 
I  be?" 

"And  the  Duke  of  Leatherhead  is  your 
father?" 

"  Certainly.  But  we've  quarrelled.  If  you 
had  had  all  that  money,  you  see,  the  quarrel 


would  soon  have  been  made  up.     But  as  it 

is  there's  not  the  smallest  use  in  applying  to 

him." 

The     bride     said     nothing.       She    was 

furtively  wiping  away  a  tear. 

"This  comes 
of  too  much 
delicacy,  and 
doing  things 
in  a  hurry,"  he 
said  to  him- 
self. Aloud  he 
added  :  "  So 
we  both  were 
under  a  bit  of 
a  delusion  ? 
Well,  we  must 
console  one 
another,  that's 
all." 

Lady  Ed- 
mund made 
no  reply. 

"What's 
that  you  are 
studying?"  he 
asked  her  a 
minute  later. 

"I'm  look- 
ing  up  our 
train.  We  can't 
stay  here  till 
we  spend  our 
last  franc.  The 
sooner  we  set 
about  getting 
some  more 
money      the 


"'so  YOU    HAVE   NO   MONEY,   CORNELIA?'   HE   ASKED,    PLEASANTLY." 


better." 


"  Very  true, 
my  dear ;  but  how  you  are  going  to  do  it  I 
can't  imagine." 

They  started  for  Calais  that  very  night,  and 
were  in  London  next  day. 

Lord  Edmund  took  his  disappointment 
with  characteristic  coolness.  His  scanty  hair 
was  as  carefully  brushed  as  usual ;  his  manner 
was  gentle,  languid,  serene  as  ever. 

Lady  Edmund,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
nervous,  irritable,  and  abstracted.  She 
watched  the  flying  landscape  as  the  train 
brought  them  up  from  Dover  with  anxious 
eyes  that  looked  from  under  a  pair  of  closely- 
knitted  brows.  When  her  husband  addressed 
her  she  answered  absently  or  made  no  reply, 
so  that  he  watched  her  curiously. 

"  Edmund,"  she  said,  abruptly,  "  I  am 
going  to  see  your  father." 

Lord   Edmund  started  with  surprise,  and 
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regarded  his  wife  as  he  might  have  doncL  if 
she  had  declared  her  intention  of  swimming 
back  across  the  Straits  of  Dover. 

"  I  have  been  thinking  whether  I  would 
take  you  with  me,  but  1  think  not.  ^  1  had 
better  go  alone." 

"  Cornelia,  you'd  better  drop  it,"  said  her 
husband,  with  more  energy  than  he  had  yet 
displayed.  "  As  for  me,  he'd  tell  the  servants 
to  kick  me  out  of  the  castle  if  I  were  fool 
enough  to  put  my  foot  in  it.  And  as  I  have 
a  natural  desire  to  save  you  from  insult,  you 
will  oblige  me  by  giving  up  this  idea." 

"  But,  Edmund,  our  situation  is  desperate 
— you  said  so  yourself  on  board  the  boat ; 
and  who   else,  is   there  we   can  apply  to — 


"  BUT,    EDMUND,   OUR   SITUATION   IS   DESPERATE— YOU    SAID   SO  YOURSKLK  ON    BOARD  THE   BOAT. 


unless  it  were  Cousin  Ethel  ? "  she  added, 
with  a  blush. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  hastily  ;  "  that  would 
never  do.  And  neither  would  it  do  for  you 
to  go  to  Leatherbourne.  I  tell  you  you  don't 
know  the  sort  of  man  my  father  is.  I  won't 
have  you  insulted,  Cornelia.  You  mustn't 
think  of  it." 

To  this  Cornelia  made  no  reply ;  but  when 
Lord  Edmund  awoke  next  morning  he  found 
that  he  was  alone,  and  a  note  on  the  dressing- 
table  informed  him  that  his  wife  had  disobeyed 
his  injunctions,  and  was  now  on  her  way  to 
Leatherhead  Castle  to  interview  her  father- 
in-law. 

When  she  arrived  at  the  station  she  found 
that  the  castle  was  not  far  off,  reckoning  as 
the  crow  flies,  but  the  road  was  a  winding  one, 
'—  '•"?  through  the  town  of  Iveatherbourne 


and  thence  to  the  park  entrance.  Lady 
Edmund  was  fortunate  in  finding  a  fly  at 
the  station,  and  she  drove  off  at  once. 

In  spite  of  her  determination  the  heart  of 
the  fair  American  sank  within  her  as  she 
surveyed  the  imposing  stone  front  of  the 
castle,  with  its  pillared  portico. 

When  she  arrived  at  the  vestibule,  which 
was  to  her  mind  like  the  entrance  to  some 
grand  cathedral,  she  was  received  by  a  stately 
person  of  affable  manners,  whose  dress  and 
demeanour  had  a  sub-clerical  flavour  This 
personage  advanced  bowing,  apd  summoned 
with  a  gesture  a  richly-attired  footman  to  take 
the  lady's  card. 

"  I  want  to  see  the  Duke  of  Leatherhead," 
she  said,  firmly. 

The  ecclesi- 
astical person 
deeply  regretted 
that  his  Grace 
did  not  receive 
that  day,  and  an 
argument  seemed 
to  be  imminent, 
when  the  foot- 
man put  the 
lady's  card  under 
the  nose  of  the 
house  steward. 
That  gentleman, 
recognising  that 
the  case  was  one 
beyond  his  juris- 
diction, and  fear- 
ing to  make  a 
blunder,  showed 
Lady  Edmund 
with  every  mark 
of  respect  into  a 
side  room,  and  hastened  to  carry  the  card  to 
the  Duke  himself. 

Lady  Edmund  sat  down  and  waited. 
When  five  minutes  had  gone  by  and  no  one 
appeared,  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
her  father-in-law  was  not  a  gentleman.  But 
the  necessity  for  conciliating  him  was  great, 
so  she  curbed  her  impatience.  Another 
period  of  five  minutes  went  by,  and  then  the 
steward  appeared,  bearing  her  card  in  his 
hand,  and  wearing  an  apologetic  look  on  his 
clean  shaven,  gentlemanly  countenance. 

"  His  Grace  deeply  regrets,  madam,  that 
he  has  not  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance," 
he  said — an  emendation  of  the  original  text, 
which  ran  :  "  I'ell  her  to  go  to  the  devil  !  " 

The  American  sprang  to  her  feet,  towering 
over  the  official  by  the  best  part  of  a  foot. 
"  Tell  his  Grace  that  there's  no  reason  why 
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he  shouldn't  make  my  acquaintance  before      had — not  evaporated,    but    yielded    to    the 

he  is  a  day  older,  and  the  sooner  the  better."      pressure    of    other    emotions.       The    poor 

"  Fm  afraid  it  would  be  useless  for  me  to      woman  was  hungry,  chilled,  and  cruelly  dis- 

take   that  message   to  his  Grace,"  said  the     appointed,  as  well  as  bitterly  humiliated. 

steward,  with  a  smile.  Tears  .of  vexation  rose  unbidden  to  her 

"  You  go  and  tell  him  what  I  say."  eyes  as   she   stood   at   the   window   of  the 

The  steward's  manner  was  so  deprecatory,      wooden  shed  that  served  as  a  waiting-room 

so  bland,  so  strictly  non-committal,  that  he      at  the  railway  station,  and  gazed  out  at  the 

rain-blurred  land- 
scape.    A  row  of 
unsightly      build- 
ings tumbling  to 
decay,      adorned 
with    a    tottering 
notice-board  with 
the  familiar  words, 
"To    be    let    or 
sold,"  fronted  her 
at  the  other  side 
of    the    roadway. 
A    mile     beyond 
among    the   trees 
rose  the  turrets  of 
the  castle  from 
which  she  had 
been  ignomini- 
ously    expelled 
half    an     hour 
before.    A  little 
way   below  the 
tumble  -  down 
buildings     just 
mentioned  were 
some     bare 

'•  TELL   HIS  GRACE  THAT  THBRE'S   NO   REASON   WHY   HE  SHOULDN'T   MAKE  MV  ACQUAINTANCE."  WOOdCtt  CrCC- 

tions,  the  mean- 
had  quite  an  episcopal  air,  as  he  stood  ing  of  which  was  not  apparent.  A  glance  at 
"  washing  his  hands  with  invisible  soap  in  the  local  newspaper,  which  was  lying  on  the 
imperceptible  water,"  and  saying  not  a  word,  table  of  the  waiting  room,  and  which  Cornelia 

"  Are   you  going   to  take   his  Grace  my  took  up  to  pass  away  the  time  and  make  her, 

message,  or  are  you  not  ?  "  demanded   the  if  possible,  forget  her  unhappiness,  informed 

lady,  wrathfully.  her  that  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales, 

"  I  think  it  would  be  better  not,  my  lady."  and  a  number  of  other  highly-distinguished 

"  And  he  told  you  to  turn  me  out  of  the  guests,  were  going  to  stay  at  the  castle  during 

house,  did  he  ?  "  the  race  week.     The  woodwork  was  no  doubt 

"  Well,  his  Grace  didn't  wish  to  be  dis-  the   beginning  of  a   triumphal  arch,  or  the 

turbed   this   afternoon  ;   but,    perhaps,   after  foundation  for  stands.     It  was  natural  that 

writing  and  appointing  an  interview "  the  poor  lady  should  think  wistfully  of  the 

The  American  was  on  the  point  of  deliver-  glory  and  the  joy  that  would  have  been  hers 

ing  a  pungent  message   for  transmission  to  as  the  wife  of  the  only  married  son  of  the 

the  invisible  Duke,  but  she  restrained  herself,  house,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  abominable 

partly  from  a  well-founded  apprehension  that  behaviour  of  the  Duke, 

the  message  would  never  reach  his  Grace's  She  rose  from  the  bench  on  which  she  had 

ears.  been  sitting,  threw  the  paper  aside,  and  went 

The   fly  had   not  departed,  for   the   very  back   to   her  former   place   at   the  window, 

sufficient   reason   that   the   flyman  had    not  The  rain-sodden  road  was  deserted  but  for  a 

been  paid,  and  very  soon  Lady  Edmund  was  large  manure  cart—  unsightly  object ! — which 

on  her  way  to  the  railway  station.  was  slowly  passing  along  towards  the  vilkige. 

Before  her  short  drive  was  over  her  anger  The  carter  and  his  horse  seemed  to  feel  the 
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depressing  influ- 
ence of  the 
weather,  as  they 
dragged  them- 
selves wearily 
along.  They 
passed  the  ruin- 
ous buildings 
facing  the  station 
at  a  foot  pace — 
had  they  gone 
quicker  this  his- 
tory might  never 
have  been  written. 
For  at  that  mo- 
ment an  idea, 
rich  in  possibili- 
ties, was  con- 
ceived in  the 
brain  of  the  quick- 
witted American. 
She  was  pleased 
with  it;  a  humor- 
ous smile  en- 
larged the  corners 
of  her  mouth.  She  pooh-poohed  it,  sent  it 
away.  It  returned  ;  she  petted  it — dwelt  on 
it  with  inward  satisfaction.  She  pondered 
it,  laughed  aloud,  and  finally  determined  to 
adopt  it. 

She  was  so  much  absorbed  by  it  that  she 
forgot  her  hunger,  and  all  the  way  back  to 
town  she  was  devising  methods  for  giving 
effect  to  her  purpose. 

When  she  reached  Victoria  she  went  at 
once  to  see  her  niece,  the  rich  Miss  Hom- 
huter.  Strange  to  say,  there  had  been  a 
slight  coldness  between  aunt  and  niece  at  the 
time  of  the  marriage.  Miss  Ethel  Hornhuter 
considered  that  her  aunt  had  been  unduly 
reserved,  and  had  sprung  the  Duke's  son 
upon  them  in  rather  a  shabby  way.  So  Lady 
Edmund  might  have  kept  out  of  her  way  but 
for  her  present  necessities.  But  as  soon  as 
she  had  confided  to  the  ears  of  her  niece  the 
sad  truth  that,  although  she  was  indubitably 
the  daughter-in-law  of  a  Duke,  she  did  not 
know  where  to  turn  for  a  ten-pound  note, 
pique  vanished  and  a  complete  reconcihation 
was  effected. 

"  I  guess  you'd  better  let  me  make  you  an 
allowance,  auntie,"  said  Miss  Ethel. 

"  No,  my  dear,  that  would  never  do. 
I  have  a  husband,  and  it  is  his  place  to 
support  me." 

"  But  you've  just  told  me  that  he  can't !  " 

"That  is  the  fault  of  his  father,  who  has 
never  taught  him  to  do  anything  useful,  or 
anything   whereby  he  might  earn   a   livint^. 


I   GUKSS  you'd   BRTTER   LET  MB   MAKE  YOU  AN   ALLOWANCE,   AUNTIE,     SAID   MISS   ETHEL. 


Therefore  it  seems  to  me  that  it  is  his  father's 
duty  to  make  us  an  allowance." 

"All  very  true ;  but  from  what  you  have 
told  me  I  should  think  you  might  wait  till 
your  hair  was  grey  before  he  would  do  any- 
thing of  the  kind." 

"  But  I  mean  to  make  him  do  his  duty." 

"  You,  Cornelia  ?  He  will  only  laugh  at 
you  and  insult  you  again." 

"  He  won't.    He  won't  have  the  chance." 

"  But  you  can't  force  him  to  support  his 
son  and  you." 

"  Can't  I  ?  We'll  see.  Can  you  lend  me 
a  hundred  pounds  ?  " 

"  Five  hundred  if  you  like." 

"  Thank  you,  but  one  hundred  will  do.  If 
it  doesn't,  you  may  see  me  hanging  about 
with  a  basket  of  oranges  on  my  arm  next 
time  you  go  to  the  theatre." 

Lady  Edmund  got  her  hundred  pounds, 
and  went  back  to  the  hotel  at  which  she  had 
left  her  husband.  He  was  sitting  alone  with 
a  letter  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  reading 
with  a  very  rueful  expression  of  countenance. 

"  What  have  you  got  there,  Edmund  ? " 
demanded  his  wife. 

"Oh,  nothing.  A  man  wants  me  to  go 
yachting  to  Norway  with  him,  and — but  it's 
no  use.     Of  course,  I  can't  go." 

"  I  think  it  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do," 
said  his  wife,  after  a  moment's  thought.  "  I 
can  pay  a  visit  to  my  relations  in  the  mean- 
time, and  something  may  have  happened  to 
put  things  right  by  the  time  you  come  back." 
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"  Do  you  really  think  so,  Cornelia?  " 

"  I  do,  indeed  The  sooner  you  set  off 
the  better.  But  I  want  you  to  sign  a  power 
of  attorney,  I  think  they  call  it,  in  my  favour 
before  you  go/' 

**  Certainly,  if  you  wish  it.     But  why  ?  " 

"In  or^E  that  I  may  be  able  to  manage 
things  for  you  in  your  absence." 

"What  things?" 

"Oh,  all  sorts  of  things.  Anything  that 
may  turn  up.  And  that  reminds  me— you 
haven't  asked  me  where  I  have  been  all 
day.'' 

"  I  supposed  you  were  with  your  people." 

"  No  ;  I  have  been  with  yours,"  said  Lady 
Edmund,  grimly ;  and  she  gave  her  husband 
a  modified  account  of  what  had  taken  place. 
Lord  Edmund  was  furious,  and,  as  he  could 
not  very  well  horsewhip  his  own  father,  he 
was  inclined  to  be  angry  with  Cornelia  for 
risking  such  humiliation  as  she  had  met  with. 
He  was  about  to  write  a  letter  of  indignant 
remonstrance  to  the  Duke,  but  his  wife  for- 
bade It.  "  You  just  leave  it  to  me,  Edmund," 
said  she.  **  By  the  time  you  get  home  from 
your  yachting  I  will  have  settled  that  score, 
at  all  events." 

Lord  Edmund  stared,  but  made  no  reply. 
Five  minutes  later  he  was  deep  in  the 
preparations  for  the  trip  to  Norway. 

The  yacht  was  to  sail  next  day,  for  Lord 
Edmund  had  been  asked  to  fill  a  vacant 
place  at  the  last  moment.  His  wife  saw  him 
off,  and  then  drove  off  to  the  City  in  a  cab 
to  begin  her  campaign.  Her  first  visit  was 
to  a  firm  of  solicitors,  her  next  to  a  printer's ; 
the  one  after  that  was  to  a  firm  of  building 
contractors.  Three  days  she  remained  in 
town,  making  such  arrangements  as  she 
deemed  necessary.  Then  she  went  down  to 
Leatherboume,  and  there  she  abode. 

Just  one  week  after  the  abortive  visit  of 
Lady  Edmund  Hyde  to  the  castle  of  her 
husband's  ancestors,  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Leatherhead  rang  his  bell  with  vehemence  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  What  is  making  that  confounded  smell, 
Vickars  ?"  demanded  the  Duke.  "  Tell  them 
to  stop  it  at  once — at  once,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

The  Duke  turned  on  his  other  side  and 
tried  to  go  to  sleep  again,  but  it  was  impos- 
sible. An  incomprehensible,  all-pervading, 
and  most  disquieting  effluvium  pervaded  the 
castle  from  cellar  to  flagstaff.  Again  his 
Grace  pulled  madly  at  the  bell-rope. 

"  What  is  that  fiendish  odour,  Vickars  ?  I 
insist  upon  knowing !  " 

"  I  think,  please  your  Grace,  it  is  some- 
thing in  the  hair,"  answered  the  man. 


"Something  in  the  hair?  Whose  hair? 
Send  him  to  me  at  once  ! " 

"  I  didn't  mean  the  'air  of  the  'ead,  your 
Grace,"  said  Vickars,  respectfully,  but  firmly. 
"  I  allooded  to  the  hair  of  the  hatmosphere." 

"  Oh,  the  hair  of  the  hatmosphere,  is  it  ? 
Well,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  don't  admire  the 
atmosphere's  taste  in  hair-oils.  Take  some- 
one with  a  little  sense  along  with  you  and 
find  out  what  is  making  the  smell." 

No  discovery  was  made ;  the  obnoxious 
odour  died  away  as  mysteriously  as  it  had 
come.  But  shortly  before  lunch  it  came 
back  with  renewed  vigour.  It  was  awful. 
It  resembled  the  smell  of  glue,  hair,  and 
bones  all  burning  together  in  some  infernal 
witch  cauldron.  It  was  overpowering,  in- 
tolerable. 

The  Duke  told  his  steward  to  find  out  at 
once  what  was  the  cause  of  the  nuisance,  and 
the  moment  lunch  was  over  he  drove  into 
the  village  to  see  whether  some  orders  he  had 
given  with  reference  to  the  forthcoming  visit 
of  the  Prince  and  Princess  had  been  punctu- 
ally carried  out.  From  the  village  he  pro- 
ceeded to  the  railway  station,  and  on  his  way 
thither  his  eyes  met  a  sight  which  filled  him 
with  amazement,  horror,  and  wrath  unspeak- 
able. 

The  old  brewery  was  transfigured,  and 
looked  as  gay  as  paint  and  bunting  could 
make  it.  From  a  tall  Venetian  mast  on  the 
roof  depended  the  English  and  American 
flags  \  and  the  word  "  Welcome,"  in  gigantic 
letters  of  red,  white,  and  blue  alternately, 
threatened  to  rob  the  spectator  of  his  eye- 
sight. But  that  was  nothing.  On  an  immense 
sign-board,  just  below  the  "  Welcome,"  there 
appeared  the  following  legend : — 

LORD   EDMUND   HVDE's 

ARTIFICIAL   MANURE   WORKS   AND    BONE-DUST 

EMPORIUM. 

Gaano  superseded  \ 

No  more  expensive  and  useless  fertilizers.     Nature's 

own  phosphates  only  recommended. 

Your  own  bones  ground  while  you  wait. 

One  tiial  solicited. 

Sole  Licensee  and  Proprietor, 

Lord  Edmund  Hyde. 

Beneath  the  signature  (in  flaming  capitals) 
was  a  gross  caricature  of  the  family  coat  of 
arms  and  motto. 

"  This  is — this  is — an  outrage  !  "  stuttered 
his  Grace,  barely  able  to  articulate  from  sheer 
passion. 

One  minute  later  the  Duke — an  elderly, 
stout,  red-faced  man,  with  a  voice  like  that  of 
a  skipper  of  a  North  Sea  fishing-smack  in  a 
gale  of  wind — forced  his  way  into  a  barely- 
furnished  office,  the  "  counting-house  "  of  the 
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•"this  is— this  is -an  outrage!"  stuttered  his  grace." 


newly-established  manure  works.  There  sat 
I>ady  Edmund  Hyde  surrounded  by  various 
unsavoury  substances. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  madam  ?  " 
vociferated  his  Grace.  "  I  insist  upon  that 
scandalous  sign-board  being  taken  down  at 
once — at  once,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

Lady  Edmund  slowly  adjusted  her  pince 
nez,  and  regarded  the  irate  nobleman  critic- 
ally, but  made  no  reply. 

"  Do  you  hear  me  ? "  shouted  the  peer, 
striking  the  deal  table  with  his  fist.  "  I  don't 
leave  this  place  till  I  see  that  scandalous 
sign-board  taken  down  !  '* 

"Then  I  am  afraid  you  will  have  to  stay 
all  night,  and  a  good  many  nights,  Duke," 
said  the  lady.  "  Meanwhile  I  shall  try  not 
to  forget  that  I  am  your  daughter-in-law." 

"My  what?" 

Then  the  facts  in  all  their  significance 
dawned  on  his  Grace's  comprehension,  with 
the  result  of  making  him  ten  times  more 
angry  than  before. 

"  You  sha'n't  blackmail  me,  you "  and 

there  followed  some  very  ugly  epithets. 

"My  Lord  Duke,"  said  Cornelia,  rising, 
"  there  are  some  things  to  which  no  woman 
is  bound  to  submit.  You  turned  me  out  of 
your  house  the  other  day.  Don't  make  it 
necessary  for  me  to  turn  you  out  of  my  office. 
James  ! " 

A  brawny  fellow,  powdered  all  over  with 


bone-dust,  answered  the  summons,  and  asked 
with  a  grin  what  his  mistress  wanted. 

This  sobered  the  Duke  effectually. 

"Tell  me  what  you  want,"  he  said,  with  a 
vicious  snarl.     "  Money,  I  suppose." 

"  If  it  comes  to  a  question  of  dollars," 
said  the  fair  American,  "  I  guess  our  family 
could  buy  up  your  whole  show— title,  estate, 
castle,  body,  and  soul — and  not  miss  the 
price.  But  I  mean  that  my  husband  shall 
support  me,  and  I  mean  you  to  do  what  is 
right  by  your  son." 

"  If  my  son  has  married  into  a  family  of 
such  wealth,"  sneered  the  Duke,  "  he  cannot 
possibly  stand  in  need  of  assistance  from  me. 
But  if  you  can  give  me  Edmund's  address, 
I  dare  say  this  matter  can  be  amicably 
arranged." 

"  I  can't  give  you  Edmund's  address, 
because  he  hasn't  got  one  at  present ;  but  I 
am  here  to  represent  him.  I  hold  a  power 
of  attorney  signed  by  him,  and  it's  me  your 
Grace  has  got  to  deal  with  this  time." 

Another  burst  of  rage  followed ;  and  when 
it  was  over  the  Duke  said,  sullenly,  that  he 
would  listen  to  nothing  till  the  sign-board 
was  taken  down. 

Lady  Edmund  shook  her  head  with  a  smile. 

"  I'm  afraid,  your  Grace,  that  is  quite 
impossible.  But  I  think  your  Grace  may 
change  your  mind  about  coming  to  terms, 
so   it   may  he   convenient   to   mention   Qur 
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"  ANOTHER  BURST  OP  RAGE  POLLOWKD. 

solicitors'  name.  You  will  find  it  in  this 
prospectus.  We  mean  to  post  it  to  your 
guests  when  the  Prince  and  Princess  are  here 
next  week,  besides  advertising  it  afterwards 
in  the  local  newspapers.  I  think  under  the 
circumstances  the  shares  ought  td  go  off  well 
—don't  you?" 

Without  understanding  what  was  said  to 
him  the  Duke  crammed  the  papers  his 
daughter-in-law  handed  to  him  into  his  pocket 
and  hurried  out  of  the  place,  being  constrained 
to  hold  his  nose  while  crossing  the  yard. 

On  the  way  home  he  glanced  at  the  papers 
that  had  been  thrust  into  his  hand.  A  new 
outrage — if  possible  a  more  deadly  one  than 
the  other.  This  was  nothing  less  than  the 
prospectus  of  a  limited  liability  company  for 
the  acquiring  and  carrying  on  of  the  chemical 
manure  works  "  lately  established  by  Lord 
Edmund  Hyde."  The  hateful  document 
was  adorned  by  three  horrible  "  process " 
smudges.  The  first  was  a  view  of  his  own 
castle — Leatherhead  Castle  ;  the  second  was 
a  representation,  absurdly  magnified,  of  the 
new  chemical  manure  works  ;  and  the  third 
was  a  vile  caricature — so  it  seemed  to  his 
Grace — of  the  family  arms,  with  the  motto 
underneath  in  capital  letters,  "  RIEN 
COM  ME  LE  CUIR,"  accompanied,  horrible 
to  relate,  by  the  interpretation  thereof: 
"Nothing  like  leather." 

The  prospectus  set  forth  in  glowing  terms  the 
large  profits  that  might  be  expected  from  the 
manufacture  of  bone-dust  and  similar  manures. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 72. 


It  expatiated  on 
the  convenience 
of  the  site  that 
had  been  secured, 
"close  to  a  rail- 
way station  and 
within  easy  reach 
of  the  ancestral 
home  of  the  man- 
aging director. 
Lord  Edmund 
Hyde." 

The  idea  of  the 
Prince  of    Wales 
and    his    other 
guests  receiving  a 
copy  of  this  pre- 
cious    document 
while   staying    at 
the  castle  was  in- 
supportable ;     so 
was    the    idea   of 
allowing     their 
Royal  Highnesses 
to  be  poisoned  by 
the  fumes  of  what  would  nodoubt  be  called  the 
family  manufactory.     It  was  evident  that  the 
thing  must  be  stopped,  and  there  was  not 
much  time  to  act  in,  for  the  Prince's  visit 
was  only  three  days  off.     It  was  evident  that 
the  attack  had  been  maliciously  timed  so  as 
to  hit  the  Duke  when  he  was  least  able  to 
defend  himself. 

The  Duke  went  to  his  lawyer  and  talked 
of  perpetual  injunctions,  but  the  man  of  law 
shook  his  learned  head.  It  might  be  weeks, 
he  said,  before  an  injunction  was  granted  ; 
and  then  it  might  not  be  granted  at  all.  As 
for  the  projected  company,  no  Court  of  law 
would  interfere  so  long  as  the  forms  pre- 
scribed by  the  statutes  were  followed.  The 
only  thing  to  be  done  was  to  come  to  terms. 
After  a  long  conference  between  the  Duke's 
lawyer  and  Lady  Edmund,  an  arrangement 
was  made  whereby  the  lease  of  the  old 
brewery  was  transferred  to  the  Duke,  and  an 
undertaking  given  that  the  prospectuses  of 
the  new  company  should  not  be  issued.  The 
Duke  agreed  to  make  his  son  an  allowance 
of  one  thousand  pounds  per  annum,  to  be 
suspended  if  Lord  Edmund  accepted  o.15ce 
under  the  Crown  with  a  salary  of  at  least  a 
thousand  a  year.  This  clause  was  inserted 
at  the  Duke's  instance  ;  and  he  was  justified 
in  his  forecast,  for  within  a  year  the  King's 
advisers,  hitherto  oblivious  of  Lord  Edmund's 
merits,  offered  him  a  post  in  the  War  Office 
with  a  salary  of  fifteen  hundred  a  year.  Lady  ^ 
Edmund's  victory  was  complete. 
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The  Science  of  Centre  Play. 


By  Rhys  T.  Gabe  (Cardiff  and  Wales). 


HESE  are  (or  should  be)  the 
days  of  scientific  football. 
The  old  days  of  supreme 
individualism  have  passed 
away,  and  though  there  is  still 
a  large  place  for  individualism 
in  the  Rugby  game  (without  the  possession 
of  it  in  a  certain  measure  a  player  can 
do  very  little),  yet  the  main  teaching  of 
modern  football  theory  is  that  a  team 
must  be  combined,  and  that  scientific 
combination  is  the  greatest  necessity  if 
good  football  is  to  be  played  and  matches 
are  to  be  won.  Every  section  of  the  team 
has  its  own  share  of  the  work,  and  I  am 
not  going  to  say  that  one  section  is  more 
important  than  another,  for  what  is  wanted 
is  a  team  strong  at  all  points — forward,  half, 
three-quarter,  and  full  back — strong  in  heel- 
ing, passing,  running,  kicking,  tackling,  and 
dribbling.  But  when  all  is  said,  given  the 
possession  of  all  these  qualities,  the  differ- 
ence between  a  great  team  and  a  moderate 
team  will  turn  upon  the  power  of  those 
players  whose  special  duty  it  is  to  initiate 
attack  —  the  half-backs  and  the  centre 
three-quarters.  Assume  that  a  team  possesses 
good  scrummaging  and  heeling  forwards, 
and  that  the  half-backs  are  moderately 
good.  (If  the  half-backs  are  superlatively 
good  it  does  rather  affect  the  situation,  for 
great  halves  will  pull  moderate  centres 
throuprh.)  If  the  halves  are  of  only  average 
cap  city  the  centre  has  a  vast  responsibility, 
since  upon  him  chiefly  rests  the  inspiration 
of  attack.  In  other  words,  he  has  to  plan 
the  movement,  to  do  just  that  amount  of 
work  which  makes  it  possible  to  gain  ground, 
and  to  do  it  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  the 
wings  the  best  possible  chance  to  use  their 
^  "'^wers. 


An  Ideal  Centre. 

To  be  effective,  a  centre  three-quarter 
should  possess  physical  strength  and  endur- 
ance; resolution  both  in  running  and  tackling; 
that  quality  which  is  called  opportunism 
(which  includes  quickness  of  perception,  good 
judgment  founded  upon  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  game,  and  promptitude  of  action); 
ability  to  kick  with  both  feet ;  a  safe  pair 
of  hands  for  catching  and  taking  passes; 
precision  in  passing ;  and  fearlessness  in 
picking  up  in  front  of  a  rush  in  order  to 
kick  to  safety. 

A  centre  who  is  a  real  sprinter  will  often 
beat  a  defender  by  sheer  pace;  but  it  is 
necessary,  of  course,  that  he  should  have 
the  capacity  to  dodge  and  swerve  (which 
are  not  quite  the  same  thing).  As  for 
strength  and  endurance,  it  is  often  necessary 
that  a  centre  should  compel  an  opponent  to 
tackle  him,  and  a  little,  light  man  cannot  very 
well  be  expected  to  withstand  the  shock  of 
frequent  impact  with  big,  heavy  opponents, 
though  it  is  a  comparatively  small  matter  to 
a  man  of  good  physique. 

One  quality  is  of  supreme  importance  in 
the  modern  game — a  centre  must  be  able  to 
take  a  pass  with  certainty,  and  to  give  one 
with  accuracy.  Failure  in  this  direction, 
though  all  the  other  qualities  are  possessed, 
will  often  rob  a  man's  side  of  victory,  for  in  a 
closely-contested  game  only  on  a  few  occa- 
sions will  there  be  the  opportunity  to  score, 
and  a  pass  missed  or  badly  given  at  the 
critical  moment  often  makes  all  the  difference 
between  victory  and  defeat.  Therefore  there 
must  be  constant  practice  in  passing. 

In  giving  passes  the  two  hands  should 
invariably  be  used,  as  greater  accuracy  can 
be  attained  than  by  passing  a  ball  with 
one    hand.     In    initiating   attack^    a   player 
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(whether  centre  or  otherwise)  should  carry 
the     ball     in     both     hands,    swinging     his 
arms   in  readiness  for  the  pass.     When  he 
has  burst  through  in  an  individual  effort  to 
score,  and  there  is  no  necessity  for  passing, 
he    may   tuck   the   ball    under    his  arm   if 
he  likes,    but    so   long   as    he   is    thinking 
of    combination   he   ought   not    so   to    dis- 
pose of  it.     A  second  reason  for  the  two- 
handed  pass  is  that  it  is  generally  quicker 
and  more  direct. 
Another    is    that 
it  enables  a  man 
to   feint  to  pass, 
for   it  is  only  in 
rare  cases  (Percy 
Bush   is    one    of 
them)  that  a  man 
who  passes   with 
one    hand    can 
lead     his     oppo- 
nents to    believe 
that  he   is  going 
to  part  with   the 
ball  and  still  re- 
tain    possession. 
A     pass     should 
be    given   at  the 
level  of  the  hips 
and    about     two 
feet    in    front   of 
the     player     ftir 
whom    it    is    in- 
tended,   so    that 
he    will    be     in- 
duced   to    strain 
forward  — to    in- 
crease his  pace  if 
possible,  and  not 
to  retard  his  motion,  in  order  to  take  the  ball. 

With  regard  to  swerving,  different  men 
have  different  methods.  A  man  ought  to  try 
to  swerve  while  at  practice.  Get  a  friend 
to  stand  still,  and  then  run  up  to  him  and 
break  to  the  left  after  bearing  to  the  right, 
and  vice  versa.  Most  men  in  play  try  to  get 
their  opponents  moving  in  one  direction  and 
swerve  to  the  opposite  side ;  but  that  versa- 
tile and  brilliant  wing  three-quarter,  E.  T. 
Morgan  (with  whom  I  Vas  proud  to  be 
associated  in  many  International  matches 
and  in  the  Anglo-Australian  tour  of  1904), 
used  to  feint  to  swerve  to  the  left,  then 
to  the  rig'^t,  and  eventually  go  to  the  left. 
Unlike  most  men,  however,  he  could  swerve 
either  way,  and  I  certainly  recommend  all 
players  to  try  to  acquire  this  power. 
Attack. 

The  object  of  a  centre  should  be  to  beat 


TWO    HANDS   SHOULD   INVARIABLY    BK   USED,  AS  OKtATKR   ACCURACY  CAN 
BE  ATTAINED  THAN    BY   PASSING  A    BALL  WITH   ONE   HAND." 


or  draw  the  defence  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
leave  the  way  open  or  easy  for  a  fellow-player 
to  score.  In  football  parlance  he  should 
"  make  openings."  How  is  this  to  be  done? 
He  should  start  with  the  assumption  that  he 
is  able  to  beat  his  opponent  for  pace,  and  he 
should  not  attempt  to  dodge,  but  should  try 
to  get  through  between  his  own  individual 
opponent  and  the  centre  or  wing  who  is 
watching  his  confrere.    He  may  be  sufficiently 

fast  to  get 
through,  but  if 
not  quite  fast 
enough  for 
that  he  should 
draw  the  man 
who  is  watching 
his  comrade, 
and  it  only 
needs  a  proper 
pass  to  gain 
ground,  and  per- 
haps to  secure  a 
score. 

There     is     a 
danger    of    over- 
doing   this     out- 
pacing   mode    of 
attack.      It   is    a 
too    common 
fault   for   centres 
to    run    across 
the     field     with- 
out making  head- 
way, and  once  a 
centre     has     got 
into  this  bad  habit 
it    seem-     very 
difficult     to    run 
"  straight."     It  is  almost  fatal  for  a  centre  to 
get  into  this  habit.     He  must  be  prepared 
to  take  some  risks,  and  he  must  run  straight 
as  a  general   rule  —  at  any  rate,    he    must 
gain  ground.      The    wonderful    success    of 
the  New  Zealanders  was  due  chiefly  to  the 
fact  that  their  backs  generally  ran  so  straight. 
The    great    difference    between     the     New 
Zealanders  and  the  South  Africans  was  that 
the  latter  relied  more  upon  the  pace  of  their 
wings  and  less  upon  the  individual  cleverness 
of  their  centres. 

There  are  two  ways  of  developing  attack 
by  combined  running — both  scientific,  and 
both  to  be  practised  by  every  team.  One  is 
for  the  halves  or  centres  to  cut  through 
before  passing;  the  other  is  for  the  halves  and 
centres  to  get  the  ball-  out  to  the  yring  just 
as  fast  as  it  will  travel  from  hand  to  hand. 
Very  many  of  the  South  Africans'  tries  were 
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scored  by  this  direct  passing,  often  without  a 
single  man  on  the  opposite  side  being  beaten 
except  by  the  wing  outflanking  the  defence 
and  racing  in,  in  consequence  of  greatly 
superior  pace. 

Thus  a  centre  occasionally  best  serves  his 
side  by  simply  getting  the  ball  out  to  the 
wing,  for  sometimes,  through  carelessness  on 
the  part  of  opponents,  a  wing  is  given  a  clear 
field  if  only  he  can  get  the  ball  promptly. 
With  a  man  of  exceptional  pace — if  given 
room  to  move — only  possession  of  the  ball  is 


A  B  C  are  the  attackers.  A,  the  left  centre, 
is  carrying  the  ball.  He  makes  straight  for 
D,  his  own  opponent,  and  B  will  also  make 
towards  D.  As  they  approach,  if  E  has  not 
anticipated  the  movement  and  closed  in  to 
meet  B,  A  will  give  B  a  pass,  and  he  will 
slip  through  between  D  and  E.  If  E  has 
foreseen  the  danger,  A  either  keeps  the  ball 
and  tries  to  swerve  to  the  left,  or  he  misses 
B  and  throws  the  ball  to  C,  who  also  has 
borne  towards  the  left.  It  is  long  odds  that 
F  is  not  prepared  for  this  movement 


"tub  otiikr  mkthod  is  for  thk  ckntre  to  beat  a  man  or  two  bekork  passing." 


necessary  in  such  a  case.  The  other  method 
is  for  the  centre  to  beat  a  man  or  two  before 
passing. 

Some  Problems. 
Where  opponents  are  equal  in  pace,  other 
means  of  attack  must  be  resorted  to.  A 
method  which  has  been  practised  with 
success  by  some  Welsh  teams  consists  of 
the  attacking  centres,  one  of  whom  is 
carrying  the  ball,  converging  upon  one 
opponent. 


I) 
A 


E 


•B 


Another  problem  in  attack  may  be  thus 
stated.  A  receives  the  ball  from  the  half, 
and  passes  immediately  to  B.  B  attempts 
to  run  between  D  and  E.  If  D  closes 
inward  to  meet  B,  a  reverse  pass  to  A  should 
be  successful ;  if  D  does  not  run  to  meet  B, 
A  will  run  behind  B  towards  F  to  take  a 
pass,  and  in  due  course  A  and  C  will  face  F. 
It  was  exactly  in 'the  latter  way  that  Wales 
scored  the  first  try  against  Ireland  in  March, 
1907.  The  reverse  pass  from  wing  to  centre 
is  not  so  much  practised  as  it  should 
be,  while  the  reverse  pass  from  centre  to 
centre  is  very  rarely  utilized.  But  they  are 
points  of  scientific  play  which  three-quarters 
ought  to  get  fairly  fixed  in  their  minds  in 
order  that  they  may  be  brought  into  use  in 
actual  play. 
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Punting. 
There  are  some  three-quarters  who  are 
very  fond  of  getting  up  level  with  the 
scrummage  (sometimes  in  front  of  it)  for 
purposes  of  defence.  The  cross-punt  is  very 
useful  as  a  means  of  circumventing  them,  for 
a  well-directed  kick  across  the  field  gives  a 
decided  advantage  to  the  kicker's  side,  since 
the  too-anxious  defenders  have  to  turn  round 
before  they  can  start  in  pursuit  of  the  ball. 
Sometimes  the  cross-punt  carries  the  ball 
completely  clear  of  the  defenders,  and  if  the 
attackers  have  a  sprinter  on  the  wing  there  is  a 
very  good  chance  of  a  score.  Another  mode 
of  attack  through  kicking  is  the  high  punt. 
In  this  case  you  depend  upon  following  up 
and  the  possible  mulls  of  opponents.  Another 
form  of  attack  is  what  may  be  called  the  half- 
length  punt,  by  which  the  ball  is  dropped 
over  the  opposing  three-quarters  and  short  of 


is  to  dribble ;  but  it  is  not  a  form  of  attack  to 
be  recommended,  except  in  cases  of  necessity. 
Punting  to  touch,  both  as  a  deliberate 
method  of  attack  (perhaps  I  should  say  as  a 
means  of  obtaining  an  attacking  position) 
and  for  defensive. purposes,  is  a  very  important 
part  of  a  centre's  duty.  The  young  player 
should  go  on  the  field  at  practice  with  the 
serious  intention  of  learning  to  punt  to  touch 
accurately.  To  do  this  he  should  practise 
punting  to  the  touch-line  from  all  parts  of 
the  field.  With  regard  to  tackling,  a  young 
player  should  never  attempt  to  tackle  higher 
than  the  hips.  When  faced  by  two  attackers, 
a  defender  should  never  hesitate,  but  should 
tackle  the  man  with  the  ball.  There 
is  always  the  chance  of  the  carrier  being 
a  selfish  man,  or  that  his  pass  may  be 
spoilt  by  the  effort  to  tackle  him.  If  two 
attackers    face  a  single  opponent,  the  man 


•the  attacking  sidk,  by  sharp  following  up,  are  more  likely  to  reach  the  ball  first." 


the  full  back,  so  that  he  cannot  possibly  run 
in  to  catch  it  Thus  the  attacking  side,  by 
sharp  following  up,  are  more  likely  to  reach 
the  ball  first,  especially  if  there  is  the  least 
hesitation  on  the  part  of  the  defenders.  Of 
course,  there  is  the  drop  at  goal,  but  this,  in 
my  opinion,  should  only  be  attempted  when 
there  appears  to  be  no  chance  of  scoring  a 
try,  because,  if  it  fails,  as  is  most  often  the 
case,  it  gives  relief  to  the  opposing  side.  In 
some  cases  the  only  thing  for  a  -centre  to  do 


with  the  ball  should  run  straight,  if  anything 
bearing  away  from  his  confrere  and  not 
towards  him,  so  that  the  defender  may  not  be 
drawn  upon  the  man  to  whom  the  pass  is  to 
be  given.  While  I  believe  that  a  scientific 
centre  is  bom  and  not  made — football  genius 
is  a  gift— there  is  no  doubt  that  a  player  can 
improve  his  natural  gifts  and  eradicate  faults 
by  giving  serious  thought  to  the  problems  of 
play,  to  which  end  I  hope  that  the  few  hints 
I  have  given  may  be  useful. 
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SHALL  be  as  careful  of  it, 
mum,  as  if  it  was  my  own. 
You  do  your  little  toddle 
into  the  country,  an'  sleep 
peaceful  at  nights ;  my 
mission's  to  do  the  worryin' 
'ere  below." 

Miss  Aurora  Petunia  Emma  Gibbs  stood 
calmly  and  quite  respectfully  before  the 
Misses  Burningham ;  she  finished  her  extra- 
ordinary speech  with  a  cheerful  nod.  As  the 
Misses  Burningham — dear,  innocent-minded 
elderly  sisters,  in  whose  household  the  won- 
derful Aurora  was  a  new  importation — were 
not  quite  used  to  that  damsel  and  her  ways, 
they  could  merely  gasp,  and  glance  at  each 
other  as  if  asking  which  should  be  bold 
enough  to  administer  a  reproof.  A  week  ago 
they  would  have  been  ready,  either  one  of 
them,  with  a  chilling  retort;  but  a  week 
of  Aurora  was  a  liberal  education  to  anyone, 
and  they  had  received  their  education,  in  that 
short  space  of  time,  with  becoming  meekness. 
In  person  Aurora  was  not  strikingly 
beautiful,  although,  as  she  herself  remarked 
with  complacency,  she  "  'ad  points " ;  and 
certainly  the  "points"  were,  for  the  most 
part,  mere  projections,  which  had  an  awkward 
way  of  coming  in  contact  with  breakable 
articles  of  furniture.  For  the  rest,  her 
character  was  unimpeachable,  and  her  con- 
fidence in  herself  amazing;  a  product  of 
'  London  at  its  sharpest,  she  was  never  at  a 
loss,  and  her  vocabulary  was  w^d  and 
wonderful.  Yet  she  was  employed  as  general 
servant  to  the  highly  respectable  Misses 
Burningham,  resident  in  the  most  select  part 
of  Tooting. 

If,  before  that  week  had  ever  obtruded 
itself  into  their  lives,  you  had  suggested  that 
such  a  person  could  become  a  part  of  their 
establishment,  they  would  have  regarded  you 
with  contempt  and  pity ;  and  but  for  a  very 
worthy  woman,  who  had  been  with  them 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century,  suddenly  marry- 
ing an  elderly  widower  in  the  building  line, 
and  so  leaving  them  in  the  lurch,  Aurora 
would  never  have  gone  there  at  all.  But 
after  advertising  in  various  directions,  and 
being  much  flustered  by  interviews  at  registry 


offices  and  other  terrible  places,  it  came  to  a 
question  of  Aurora  or  nothing ;  so  they  chose 
Aurora. 

There  was  a  battle  royal,  to  begin  with,  in 
regard  to  her  name.  She  coolly  gave  them 
the  choice  between  "Aurora"  and  "Petunia" 
— or  two  pounds  on  her  wages. 

"I've  never  bin  called  out  of  me  name, 
an'  I  carn't  begin  now  for  fourteen  quid  a 
year,  mum,"  she  explained,  with  dignity.  "  I 
should  'ave  thought  meself  you'd  'ave  bin 
proud  to  'ave  sich  a  name  abaht  the  place ; 
I'll  lay  there  ain't  sich  another  in  the  road. 
Not  a  bad  idea  to  call  the  'ouse  by  it ;  give  a 
sort  o'  tone  to  things." 

At  the  height  of  the  discussion  Miss  Dorcas 
Burningham  discovered  that  the  girl  had  that 
third  and  more  commonplace  name  of  Emma ; 
she  pounced  upon  it,  and  insisted  upon  it, 
and  Aurora  gave  way.  And  at  the  end  of 
a  week  they  had  discovered  that  she  was  such 
an  admirable  servant  that  they  forgave  her 
vulgarities  and  her  familiarities,  to  say  nothing 
of  her  long  conversations  with  the  butcher 
and  the  baker,  and  would  have  called  her  by 
any  name  in  order  to  keep  her.  And  at  the 
end  of  the  week  there  happened  an  event 
which  made  them  see  a  mysterious  hand  of 
Providence  in  the  coming  of  the  girl  to  the 
house  at  all. 

It  became  necessary  that  the  Misses 
Burningham  should  leave  home.  In  the 
excitement  of  parting  with  their  late  domestic 
and  securing  the  new  one  they  had  overlooked 
the  fact  that  the  time  had  arrived  for  their 
annual  visit  of  a  few  days  to  an  elderly  male 
cousin,  of  irascible  temper  but  vast  wealth, 
on  whose  bounty  they  were  to  a  great  extent 
dependent.  It  would  never  do  for  the  two 
poor  old  ladies  to  forego  their  visit,  and  run 
the  risk  of  offending  their  patron  ;  yet,  on 
the  other  hand,  there  was  the  small  house 
and  its  somewhat  valuable  -contents  to  be 
thought  of.  Was  it  possible  that  they  could 
trust  this  new  servant  to  take  charge  of  every- 
thing, and  to  lay  down  her  life,  if  necessary, 
for  the  protection  of  the  place  ? 

They  held  a  council  of  war,  and  decided 
that  it  was  the  only  thing  to  be  done.  Miss 
Dorcas  explained  to  Miss  Hannah  that,  pro- 
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vided  they  were  careful  in  giving  the  girl 
explicit  directions  as  to  what  she  was  to  do, 
and  also  what  she  was  not  to  do ;  and  pro- 
vided also  that  they  told  her  what  rooms  she 
must  never  enter,  and  what  doors  she  must 
never  leave  unlocked,  and  what  windows  she . 


must  keep  closed,  nothing  could  go  very  far 
wrong. 

"There's  only  one  thing,  my  dear,"  said 
Miss  Hannah,  "and  that  is  of  the  utmost 
importance.  We  can  put  it  in  two  words, 
and  we  shall  be  safe — *  No  followers ' !  " 

"  Exactly,"  said  Miss  Dorcas,  with  a  grim 
nod.  "  They  come  in  to  say  soft  things  to 
the  girl,  and  walk  off  with  the  silver.  A  very 
happy  thought,  Hannah;  she  must  not  let 
anyone  into  the  place  while  we're  away— 
chain  on  the  front  door,  and  hold  herself  in 
readiness  to  scream  *  Fire ! '  out  of  the  top 
window  if  a  man  so  much  as  knocks  at  the 
door.  I'm  glad  you  thought  of  that;  we'll 
speak  about  it  at  once." 

Thus  it  happened  that  Aurora  was  sum- 
moned before  the  two  elderly  ladies  and  the 
situation  explained  to  her;  and  that  explanation 
called  forth  the  remark  concerning  the  custody 
of  the  house  which  we  have  already  heard. 

"You  will  clearly  understand,  Emma,  that 
no  man  of  any  description  is  to  enter  the 
house  —  except,  in  case  of  emergency,  a 
policeman  —  and  then,  of  course,  only  if 
your  life  is  in  danger." 

"  Sooner  se6  meself  cut  up  in  little  bits  than 
'ave  a  p'liceman  near  me,"  said  Aurora,  with 
a  fine  air  of  contempt.     "  Carn't  think  wot 


some  gels  see  in   'em.      Don't   you   worry, 
mum  ;  I  sha'n't  let  nobody  in." 

"  It  is  our  duty  to  warn  you,  Emma,"  said 

Miss  Dorcas  Burningham,  severely,  "  that  if 

by  any  chance  such  a  thing  should  happen — 

or  if  a  follower,  as  they  are  commonly  called, 

put  in  an   appearance 

here  —  we    should    be 

compelled  to  discharge 

you  at  once." 

"An'  I'd  go  cheer- 
ful, an'  kiss  me  'and  at 
partin',  so  to  speak,"  re- 
plied Aurora,  solemnly. 
"  A  deal  too  much  fuss 
is  made  about  the  men, 
to  my  thinkin' ;  I  should 
jest  like  to  ketch  one  of 
'em  so  much  as  darin' 
to  look  at  me  !  Give  yer 
an  instance,  mum ;  there 
was  a  pi  umber  at  work  at 
my  larst  place,  wot  put 
'is  arm  round  me  one 

day,  an',  says  'e " 

"That  will  do,  Emma, 

thank  you,"    broke  in 

both   ladies    at    once. 

"  We  have  the  utmost 

faith  in  you,   and   we 

know  that  you  are  to  be  depended  on.     We 

will  have  a  four-wheeled  cab  at  the  door  at 

exactly  ten  minutes  past  two,  if  you  please — 

and  you  will  take  the  man's  number." 

"  'Old  the  'orse  for  yer,  if  yer  like,  mum," 
said  the  obliging  Aurora,  as  she  left  the 
room. 

Aurora  Gibbs,  from  the  moment  of  fetching 
the  cab,  began  to  enjoy  her  new  independence. 
She  flung  a  scathing  remark  at  the  unfortu- 
nate cabman  relative  to  the  probable  age  of 
his  steed ;  she  cheerfully  bade  the  elderly  ladies 
"  good-bye,"  and  closed  the  door,  and  rattled 
the  chain  fiercely  in  order  to  relieve  their 
minds  at  parting;  to  appear  in  an  easy 
attitude  on  the  doorstep  immediately  the  cab 
had  turned  the  corner,  and  to  survey  the 
street  with  a  fine  air  of  proprietorship. 

"  As  fer  not  usin'  the  best  rooms,  I  should 
like  ter  know  wot  best  rooms  is  made  for," 
said  Aurora,  as  she  removed  her  cap  and 
apron,  and  strolled  in  a  leisurely  fashion 
through  the  prim  ai>artments  sacred  to  the 
Misses  Burningham.  "  Now  fer  a  week  of  bliss 
— now  fer  a  week  of  no  bells,  an'  no  need  to 
be^careful  wot  language  you  uses  to  anybody ! " 
The  prospect  appeared  a  good  one  at  first, 
but  after  two  days  it  began  to  pall.  On  the 
third  night  she  went  early  to  bed  and  dreamed 
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that  the  Misses  Burningham  had  come  home 
unexpectedly,  and  were  creeping  up  the 
stairs  in  order  to  surprise  her  doing  some- 
thing she  should  not  have  been  doing.  The 
dream  was  so  real  that  she  woke  up,  and  sat 
up  in  bed  and  listened. 

"  Funny  ! "  muttered  Aurora,  rubbing  her 
eyes.  "  Sounfls  as  if  there  reelly  was  some- 
one movin'  abaht — or  did  I  fergit  to  shut  up 
the  cat  ?  'Ere— 'alf  a  mo' !  If  I  do  ketch 
you  walkin'  over  things,  my  lady,  FlI  soon 
show  yer ^" 

Aurora  rose  from  her  bed  and  hastily 
threw  on  a  bright  red  petticoat,  with  a  fancy 
border  in  black;  thrust  her  feet  into  list 
slippers  of  a  comfortable  shape,  and  caught 
up  from  a  chair  a  striped  woollen  anti- 
macassar, which  she  threw  with  easy  grace 
round  her  shoulders.  Her  head  was  adorned 
with  a  series  of  hard  and  uncompromising 
metal  "curlers."  I  hesitate  to  give  such 
full  details  of  a  lady's  toilet,  but  I  am 
anxious  that  the  strange  effect  of  her  appear- 
ance should  be  fully  appreciated. 

Miss  Aurora  Gibbs  carried  a  candle,  and 
went  down  yawning  and  somewhat  peevish  as 
to  temper.  Suddenly,  however,  the  yawn 
stopped  in  the  middle  and  her  teeth  closed 
sharply,  opening  again  a  moment  later  to 
permit  a  sharp  breath  to  whip  out  the  candle 
flame.  Then,  with  her  heart  beating  a  little 
above  the  normal,  she  set  the  candlestick  on 
the  stairs  and  crept  down,  with  eyes  straining 
to  pierce  the  darkness.  For  something  other 
than  a  cat  was  moving  stealthily  in  the  house. 

The  slight  sound  came  from  the  dining- 
room  ;  Aurora,  watching  carefully,  saw  a 
little  round  i>atch  of  light  travel  along  the 
carpet  near  the  door,  and  disappear.  With  a 
courage  that  had  never  been  called  upon  in 
such  an  emergency  before  she  descended  the 
stairs,  and  actually  sauntered  into  the  room 
itself.  There  was  a  startled  exclamation, 
and  the  instant  disappearance  of  a  little  shaft 
of  light;  then  only  the  deep  breathing  of 
some  person  in  the  darkness. 

"  Mistook  the  'ouse,  'aven't  you  ?  ^  asked 
Miss  Gibbs,  airily.  "  Sorry  I  carn't  see  yer 
face  ;  that's  the  worst  of  these  dark  evenings 
—ain't  it?" 

Silence  for  a  moment  or  two,  while  Miss 
Gibbs  stood  still ;  then  a  deep  voice  came  in 
a  sort  of  shaking  growl  out  of  the  darkness. 
"  I'm  des'prit — that's  wot  I  am,"  said  a 
man's  voice.  "  I'm  armed — an'  I'll  blow 
anyone's  brains  out  that  stands  in  my  way*" 

"  Nice  voice  you've  got,  young  man,"  said 
ira,  quietly.  "  If  I  could  on'y  see  it,  I 
'd  say  you'd  almost  got  wot  you  might 


\ 


call  a  singin'  face.     Like  a  game  of  forfeits 
— ain't  it  ?-~this  torkin'  in  the  dark." 

"  Never  mind  wot  it's  like ;  you  go  back  to 
bed,"  said  the  man's  voice  again.  "  I  know 
you're  all  alone,  an'  I  don't  want  to  do 
you  no  'arm ;  you  go  back  to  bed,  an'  leave 
me  alone.  The  two  ole  gels  is  away,  an' 
there's  on'y  you  left  be'ind — ^an'  I  swear  I 
don't  want  to  'urt  you.  Go  away,  an'  swear 
you  never  saw  me." 

"  I  could  swear  that  easy,  you  preferrin' 
darkness  to  light,  like  the  'eathen,"  said 
Aurora.  "On'y  don't  speak  loud — because 
I  wouldn't  'ave  you  disturb  Master  George  in 
the  two  pair  back — or  Master  William  in  the 
front  attic — or  the  butler  in  the  little  room 
be'ind  the  kitchen — I  wouldn't  'ave  you  wake 
them  up  fer  worlds.  There's  Master  George, 
six  foot  seven  if  an  inch,  an'  that  broad  'e 
carn't  go  through  a  doorway  unless  'e  turns 
sideways  ;  an'  Master  William,  wot  got  the  cup 
fer  one  o'  them  things  at  school;  an'  the 
butler,  a  sort  of  'eavy-weight  champion  in 
'is  own  part  o'  the  country.  If  you  take  my 
tip,  young  man,  you'll  slip  out  the  way  you 
come,  an'  no  bones  broke." 

"You  won't  kid  me,"  said  the  voice. 
"There's  on'y  two  ole  gels  that  ever  lived 
'ere  at  all — an'  they're  away,  an'  you  left. 
Go  back  w'ile  yer  safe ;  you  can  tell  yer  own 
story  w'en  they  comes  'ome.  I've  got  a 
revolver— an'  I  mean  business ;  but  I  don't 
mean  murder  if  I  can  'elp  it" 

Aurora  Gibbs  had  moved  quietly  across  to 
where  she  knew  the  gas  jet  was  situated; 
having  in  her  hands  the  box  of  matches  from 
the  discarded  candlestick,  she  swiftly  struck 
a  light  and  applied  it  to  the  jet,  and  at  the 
same  moment  heard  the  quick  movement  of 
feet — saw  a  face  near  her  own — and  felt 
something  cold  pressed  against  her  forehead. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  mind  me,  young  man,"  she 
said,  with  a  little  quick  laugh.  "  Go  on — 
shoot !  Let  the  world  see  that  all  muvver's 
brag  abaht  me  *ead  bein'  stuffed  wiv  brains 
wasn't  no  kid.  I'm  waitin' — an'  I've  got  a 
name  that'll  fill  a  line  or  two  in  the  papers  in 
the  mornin'.  *  'Eroic  conduck  of  a  servant. 
Proposed  monniment  to  'er  mem'ry.  Sub- 
scriptions welcome,  from  a  penny  uppards  ! ' 
An'  you  wiv  a  night-cap  pulled  on  tpo  far,  an' 
yer  'ead  not  quite  straight  fer  yer  pains.  Carn't 
yer  git  yer  finger  round  the  trigger  ?  " 

"  I've  told  yer  before  I  don't  want  to  do 
yer  no  'arm,"  said  the  man,  hoarsely.  "  I'm 
noo  at  this  game " 

"Tell  me  summink  I  don't  know,  fer  a 
change,"  pleaded  Aurora,  pathetically.  "If 
you'd  bin  one  o'  the  real  sort,  young  man,  I  'd 
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"*OH,    don't    VOC    MINU    Me,    VOLNC    MAN,'    SHE   SAUX' 

'ave  bin  lyin*  a  lovely  corp  at  yer  feet  by  this 
time.  Now,  shall  I  call  Master  George — or 
Master  Samuel " 

"  It  was  William  'alf  a  minute  ago,"  broke 
in  the  man. 

"  Samuel  William  was  the  name  they  give 
*im — an'  'e  uses  whichever  'e  fancies  at  the 
momink,"  said  Aurora,  solemnly.  "Tve  known 
'im  go  to  bed  William  an'  git  up  Samuel  — 
accord  in'  to  the  weather.  Would  you  mind 
takin'  that  silly  thing  away  from  my  'ead? 
You  ought  to  'ave  'ad  the  sense  to  warm  it  a 
bit  first" 

"  Will  you  speak  or  cry  out  ?  "  demanded 
the  man,  fiercely. 

"Not  me,"  replied  Aurora,  with  a  laugh. 
**  After  all,  it  ain't  my  'ouse,  an'  I  suppose 
you  know  best  what  you're  doing." 

The  man  dropped  his  arm,  and  stood 
somewhat  foolishly  before  her,  watching  her. 
He  was  a  young  man,  rather  shabbily  dressed, 
but  with  a  pleasant  face,  even  if  at  the 
moment  it  was  slightly  distorted  by  fear. 
Seeing  the  incongruous  figure  so  coolly  facing 
him,  he  turned  away,  a  little  sheepishly,  and 
lightly  beat  the  barrel  of  the  revolver  he  held 
into  the  palm  of  his  other  hand,  and  watched 
it  while  he  spoke. 

"  You're    a    cool    'and,    miss,"    he    said. 

VoL  xxxiv.-7a 


"  I  ve  'eard  they  generally  faint  or  scream — 
mmink  o'  that  kind." 
Tain't  in  my  line,"  said  the  girl,  with  a 
\  of  the  shoulders.  "  I  leaves  that  to  me 
rs,  as  the  sayin'  is.  Now  I  suppose 
I  pinch  wot  you  want,  an'  then  go  out 
ray  you  come — eh  ?  " 
kVot — wiv  you  lookin'  on,  an'  you  to 
r  to  me  in  the  dock,  an'  tcr  swear  to  the 
;s  I  took  ?  "  he  demanded.  "  Likely — 
ain't  it  ?  That  would  be  pritty  much 
of  a  mug's  game,  wouldn't  it  ?  " 

"Well,  of  course,  if  you'd  wish  me 
to  say  farew^ell  an'  leave  you  to  it,  say 
the  word  an'  there  you  are,"  said 
Aurora,  with  a  smile.  "  I  don't  know 
much  about  these  things,  or  'ow  to 
.  be'ave ;  Fxn  wot  you  might  call  noo 
to  it.  You'll  excuse  my  git-up,  won't 
you  ?    I  was  a  bit  'urried." 

"  Look    'ere  —  wot's   yer  game  ?  " 
The    man    came    nearer,    until    his 
shoulder  almost  touched  hers,  and  he 
was  looking  round  furtively  into  her 
eyes.     "  You're  a  cool  'and,  but  you 
won't  git  over  me,  I  tell  yer.     I  sup- 
pose any  uvver  chap  would  'ave  'it 
you  a  crack,  an'  done  the  job,  an'  bin 
out  o'  the   place   before   you   knew 
wot  ad  'appened." 
"  You — knowin'   'ow   to   treat   a  lidy,  no 
matter  wot  'er  station — thought  better  of  it," 
she  flashed  back  at  him.     "  Put  down  that 
thing  you  don't  know  'ow  to  'andle,  an'  let's 
'ave  a  good  look  at  yer,  an'  see  w'ether  it's 
love  or  drink  that's  drove  you  to  this  'ere. 
Sit  down,   I  say  ,  an'  leave  Master  George 
an*   Master  Samuel  William,  an'  the  butler, 
an'  all  the  rest  of  the  large  'ousehold  to  play 
shut-eye  in  comfort.     Speak  low  ;  I  wouldn't 
'ave  you  disturb  'em  for  the  world." 

The  man  laughed — hesitated  for  a  moment 
— and  then  sat  down.  Aurora  Gibbs  sat 
down  also,  on  a  chair  facing  him,  and  drew 
the  red  petticoat  demurely  about  her. 
"  Cosy,  I  call  it,"  she  remarked,  with  a  smile. 
"  Well — if  burglin'  is  like  this  'ere,  give  me 
the  pantermime  ! "  murmured  the  man,  as  he 
reached  forward  and  laid  the  revolver  on  the 
faded  table-cover  on  the  round  centre  table. 
"  Straight,  now  —  there  ain't  no  Master 
George — nor  Samuel  William — nor  the  rest 
of  the  menagerie — is  there?  " 

"  I  give  yer  my  word,"  began  Miss  Gibbs  : 
and  caught  his  eye.  "I'm  the  famerly,  if 
you  want  to  know,"  she  added,  demurely. 
"As  for  you,  you're  a  fraud;  you  'aven't  tried 
this  game  before  ?  " 

"I  'aven't,  miss,"  he  said,  slowly.     "But 
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w'en  a  man's  out  of  a  job,  an'  a  pal  says  it's 
as  easy  as  shellin'  peas,  an'  on'y  a  mug  of  a 
servant  gel  left  to  look  arter  the  place " 

"  Quite  the  gentleman,  your  friend,  I 
should  say,"  broke  in  Aurora,  frostily.  "Wot's 
yer  name,  young  man  ?  " 

"  William  C(X)per." 

"Got  a  trade,  I  imagine,  in  yer  sober 
moments?"  . 

"  W'itesmith,  miss,"  he  replied. 

"Sounds  clean  an'  'ealthy,"  said  Aurora. 
"  Married  ?  " 

"Thank  goodness,  no,"  replied  William 
Cooper,  with  a  little  catch  in  his  voice. 
"  I  tell  yer  straight,  miss,"  he  added,  raising 
his  head  and  looking  earnestly  at  her,  "I 
never  meant  to  come  down  to  this.  But  one 
glarss  leads  to  anuvver,  an'  jobs  ain't  growin' 
on  the  railings,  so  to  speak " 

"  We  'ave  to  look  fer  our  charnces  in  this 
world,"  commented  Aurora. 

"An'  wot  wiv  one  thing  an'  anuvver — well," 
he  spread  out  his  hands  helplessly,  "'ere 
I  am  !  " 

"  Done  you  good  to  'ave  some  nice  gel  to 
look  after  you  an'  keep  you  on  the  cinder 
track,"  said  Aurora,  coquettishly  adjusting  the 
antimacassar  about  her  shoulders.  "  Bin  the 
savin'  of  'alf  the  men  in  the  w^-^-"   «.u„*  >^.  » 

"  I'm  sure,"  replied  Mr.  Cc 
with  his  eyes  upon  the  carpet 
looked  up  sheepishly,  in 
some  wonder  at  the  girl's 
silence,  he  became  aware 
that  she  was  standing  in 
front  of  him  and  that  she 
had  the  revolver  within  six 
inches  of  his  forehead.  He 
started  back  in  some  alarm 
and  staggered  to  his  feet, 
overturning  the  chair  as  he 
did  so. 

"  Sorry  for  yerself,  ain't 
yer  ?  "  snapped  Aurora. 
"Like  all  you  men — shoves 
yer  nose  in  w'ere  you  ain't 
wanted,  an'  then  wonders 
'ow  you're  goin'  to  git  out. 
'Ow  d'yer  like  burglin'  now, 
young  man  ?  " 

"  You'd  better  put  it 
down,"  said  Mr.  Cooper, 
nervously.  "You  don't 
unnerstand  it,  an'  you'll  'urt 
yerself." 

"  It's  not  me  that's  goin' 
to  be  'urt,"  remarked 
Aurora,  with  a  smile.  "It's 
a    certain    party    that     'as  '"i  i 


dared "  —  Aurora  Gibbs  actually  shivered 
with  indignation — "  dared  to  threaten  a  lady. 
Now,  young  man — w'ere  will  you  'ave  it? 
Choose  yer  own  spot ;  I'm  in  the  world  to 
give  'appiness  to  uwers." 

Suddenly,  to  her  amazement,  William 
Cooper  dropped  to  his  knees,  lowered  his 
hands,  and  raised  his  face  miserably  towards 
her.  "  I  don't  mind  w'ere  I  'ave  it,  miss,"  he 
said,  in  a  forlorn  fashion.  "  My  name  an' 
me  character  is  gorh  ;  shoot  me  somew'ere 
w'ere  it's  sudden,  an'  cover  yerself  wiv  glory. 
Go  on  ;  it'll  be  a  nice  thing  fer  you,  an' 
probably  a  rise  in  wages.  I'm  done  for :  I 
'aven't  got  the  'eart  fer  this  kind  o'  business." 

"  Git  up  !  "  ejaculated  Aurora  Gibbs,  con- 
temptuously. "  There  ain't  nothink  of  the 
villain  about  you,  that's  clear ;  all  the  'eroes 
I've  ever  seen  on  the  stage  stands  up,  an'  bares 
their  chests,  an'  cries  on  'Eaven,  an'  all  that 
kind  of  thing.     I'm  ashamed  of  yer." 

"  I  suppose  you  won't  mind  me  goin'  ? " 
suggested  William  Cooper,  as  he  rose  slowly 
from  his  knees. 

"  To  rob  somebody  else  ?  "  asked  Aurora. 

"  Not  me  ;  never  no  more  !  "  he  exclaimed. 
"  This  'as  bin  a  lesson  to  me ;    fust  time  ever 


MINO    W  EKE    I     AVE    IT,    MISS,      HE    SAID. 
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I  went  on  me  knees  to  a  woman  ;in  me 
life." 

"You've  got  lots  to  learn,  young  man," 
said  Aurora,  calmly.  "  But  wot*s  this  about 
goin',  or  did  my  ears  deceive  me  ?  " 

"I  said  somethink  about  it,"  murmured 
William  Cooper.  "You  wouldn't  'ave  me 
stop  'ere,  would  yer?" 

"I  ain't  so  sure,"  said  Aurora,  looking 
down  coyly  and  giving  a  little  twirl  to  the  red 
petticoat.  "Ain't  so  many  men  about — 
w'itesmiths  or  blacksmiths  or  burglars — that 
a  gel  can  afford  to  chuck  away  charnces.  Of 
course,  it  all  depends  upon  character — but  if 
you've  slipped  up  fer  the  first  time  an'  are 
properly  sorry  for  yerself,  it  ain't  fer  me  to 
chuck  stones  at  yer,  Mr.  Cooper." 

"  I'm  about  as  sorry  fer  meself  as  anybody 
could  be,"  said  William  Cooper.  "  But  I 
don't  quite  see  your  meanin',  miss." 

"Wen  a  lady's  called  up  at  goodness 
knows  wot  'our,  an'  with  goodness  knows 
wot  on,  to  wrestle  with  a  desperit  man  with 
murder  in  'is  'eart,"  said  Aurora,  primly, 
"well — it's  naturally  awkward  fer  the  lady. 
If  anyone  was  to  come  in  at  the  present 
moment,  fer  instance " 

"  Give  yer  my  word  I  never  thought  o' 
that,"  said  William  Cooper,  with  deep  con- 
trition. "  You  see,  miss,  I  ain't  used  to  it ; 
if  I  walked  into  anybody's  bedroom,  on  the 
look-out  for  swag,  I  shouldn't  know  whether 
to  take  my  'at  off  or  not  —  I  shouldn't, 
indeed." 

"  I  cam't  'elp  your  want  of  manners," 
retorted  Aurora,  sharply.  "  Goodness !  Wot's 
that?" 

She  stopped,  with  one  hand  raised,  listen- 
ing. There  had  come  a  sound  of  wheels 
outside  in  the  quiet  road ;  then  voices,  in  a 
sort  of  subdued  murmur;  then  the  unmis- 
takable sound  of  a  key  turning  in  the  lock. 
William  Cooper,  with  a  white  face,  made  a 
snatch  at  the  revolver,  and  got  it ;  Aurora 
stood  stock- still,  waiting. 

"They've  come  back  !"  she  whispered. 
"An'  I  forgot  that  blessed  chain  on  the 
door!" 

There  was  no  chance  of  escape.  The 
Misses  Burnin^ham.  were  already  in  the  house, 
and  were  makmg  for  the  door  of  the  room. 
William  Cooper  —  amateur  at  the  game 
that  he  was  —  stood  fumbling  with  the 
revolver  behind  his  back,  and  wondering 
what  he  «hould  do.  And  then,  as  the  elderly 
ladies  entered  the  room  with  grim  smiles  of 
triumph  at  their  discovery,  Aurora  quite 
suddenly  made  up  her  mind  and  the  mind  of 
William  Cooper  at  the  same  time. 


"  I  feared  this,"  said  Miss  Dorcas.  "  We 
had  our  suspicions — my  sister  and  I — ^and 
we  returned  by  a  very  late  train,  and  took  a 
cab  from  the  station.     What  do  we  find  ?" 

"  I  ain't  good  at  riddles,  mum,"  retorted 
Aurora.     "Ask  me  summink  easier." 

"We  find  the  door  unfastened  —  lights 
burning — and  you  in  an  outrageous  costume, 
talking  to  a  man.  I  want  an  explanation, 
Emma  ;  who  is  this  man  ?  " 

William  Cooper  cast  an  appealing  glance 
at  the  girl ;  she  caught  it,  and  looked  for  a 
moment  at  him  with  a  mischievous  gleam  in 
her  eyes.  For  she  knew  that  to  declare  who 
he  was  would  be  his  undoing  in  a  moment ; 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  it  must  be  her 
undoing  to  declare  anything  else.  Yet,  to  his 
amazement  as  well  as  his  admiration,  she  chose 
the  latter  course. 

"This,  mum, "is  a  friend,"  said  Aurora, 
extending  one  hand  by  way  of  introduction  ; 
"  Mr.  William  Cooper  by  name,  and  w'ite- 
smith  by  occupation.  'Jghly  respectable,  and 
'as  wot  you  might  call  w'itesmithed  for  the 
very  first  families." 

"Why  is  he  here  ?"  demanded  Miss  Hannah 
Bumingham. 

"  'Tain't  fer  me  to  say,"  said  Aurora,  with  a 
giggle.  "  W'en  a  gel's  been  as  much  sought 
after,  in  a  manner  of  speakin',  as  I  'ave,  I 
suppose  you  must  come  to  believe  there's 
summink  in  yer  face  that  brings  'em  round 
yer.  Speak  up,  William  ;  there's  no  cause 
for  'anging  back." 

"I  called  'ere  to-night,"  said  William 
Cooper,  with  a  very  red  face — "  I  called  'ere 
with  the  idea  in  me  mind " 

"  Say  wot  you  said  jest  now,  William," 
urged  Miss  Gibbs.  "  Show  'em  the  revolver 
wot  you  was  goin'  to  blow  yer  brains  out  wiv, 
if  I  wouldn't  listen  to  yer  prayers.  'E's  got 
it  be'ind  'im,  mum,"  she  added. 

Very  slowly  Mr.  William  Cooper  brought 
forth  the  revolver ;  the  two  ladies  screamed 
in  concert,  and  clung  to  each  other.  Aurora, 
with  another  little  giggle,  took  up  her  tale 
again. 

"  Bin  'anging  about  me,  off  an'  on,  fer 
years,"  she  said.  "  As  fer  me  encouragin' 
'im,  or  even  lettin'  'im  'ope  in  the  least — I'm 
the  larst  to  do  that.  But  w'en  a  man  opens 
a  winder  in  wot  you  might  call  the  dead  of 
night,  an'  sits  on  the  stairs,  and  sighs  yer 
name,  you've  got  to  do  s^mink.  An'  oh, 
mum,  if  you  on'y  knew  the  struggle  we've  'ad  ! 
*  Let  me  die ! '  'e  says ;  *  let  me  die  w'ile  them 
warm  kisses  is  on  me  face!'  *  Never ! '  I 
says  ;  *  I  am  not  worth  it' " 

"  I  cam't  exactly  remember  'aving  used 
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them  words,"  murmured   Mr.   Cooper,  in  a 
dazed  fashion. 

"You  wasn^t  in  a  condition  to  remember 
anythink,"  Aurora  reminded  him,  sharply. 
"It's   well  you  arrived,  mum,"   she  added, 


pocket  which  held  the  revolver — "I  shall 
chlick'this  'ere  into  the  river." 

"Good  boy!"  whispered  Aurora  Gibbs. 
"  No  more  silly  nonsense,  mind. ' 

"  If  I'd  on'y  got  somebody  that  minded 


turning  to  Miss  Dorcas,  **  or  the  'ouse  might 
'ave  bin  a  mask  of  blood  ! " 

"  It  is  certainly  well  that  we  have  arrived," 
said  Miss  Dorcas.  "  Whether  we  have  pre- 
vented a  tragedy  or  not,  I  don't  know ;  but 
you  have  disobeyed  our  strict  injunction,  as 
regards  anyone  entering  the  house.  You 
leave  to-morrow  morning,  and  we  shall,  of 
course,  pay  your  wages  in  lieu  of  the  usual 
warning.     Now,  show  this  man  out." 

Mr.  William  Cooper  slid  the  revolver  into 
his  pocket,  and  sheepishly  walked  out. 
Aurora,  after  one  glance  which  swept  over 
the  two  old  ladies,  tossed  her  head  and 
followed  him,  closing  the  door  behind  her. 
As  she  opened  the  door  leading  into  the 
street,  William  Cooper  passed  out,  and  then 
turned  and  faced  her. 

"  Wot's  a  man  to  say  to  you  ?  "  he  asked, 
in  a  whisper.  "  YouVe  got  me  off — an'  lorst 
yer  place." 

"Plenty  of  places/'  retorted  Aurora. 
"Anyway,  I  shfl^  be  free— to-morrer  night." 

She  thoughtfully  pleated  up  the  edge  of  the 
antimacassar  in  her  fingers,  and  looked  at  it. 

"  I  shall  look  fer  a  job  in  the  mornin'," 
said  Mr.  Cooper,  with  deep  earnestness,  "  an' 
I   shall    chuck   this   'ere" — he    slapped  the 


w'ether  I  went  straight,  or  w'ether  I 
didn't " 

"I  shouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised,"  said 
Aurora,  with  a  thoughtful  glance  at  the  stars 
— "  I  reelly  shouldn't  wonder  if  I  wasn't 
takin'  a  turn  on  the  edge  of  the  Common 
to-morrer  night,  about  nine,  fer  the  sake  of 
the  air." 

"  Might  I  venture,  miss,  to  come  an'  tell 
yer  about  that  job?"  inquired  William 
Cooper,  eagerly. 

"  I  shall  want  to  know  not  on'y  about  the 
job,  but  about  the  wages,"  said  Aurora, 
calmly.  "There  won't  be  any  question 
about  it;  you'll  git  it  fast  enough." 

"  I  shall,  miss,"  said  William  Cooper,  with 
something  suspiciously  like  a  sob  in  his 
throat.  "An*  if  I  might  on'y— — "  He 
pulled  off  his  cap  and  moved  a  little  nearer 
towards  her. 

Aurora  drew  back  quickly.  "That's  one 
of  the  things  we'll  leave  till  to-morrer,  so 
as  to  see  'ow  you've  be'aved.  So  long, 
William  !  " 

She  closed  the  door  and  carefully  adjusted 
the  chain,  gathered  the  red  petticoat  deli- 
cately about  her,  and  went  nimbly  upstairs  to 
her  room. 
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jJEAD  where  you  will  in  the 
q  annals  of  Cupid,  and  you  will 
scarcely  find  a  page  which 
does  not  contain  some  striking 
and  often  startling  revelation 
^  of  the  little  sprite's  resource- 
fulness, defiance  of  convention,  and  triumph 
over  difficulties  which  would  seem  in- 
surmountable. 

Never,  for  instance,  was  there  a  less  likely 
candidate  for  the  altar  than  Mr.  W. 
Hamilton,  the  "noted  Scottish  bachelor,' 
who,  in  addition  to  being  almost  preter- 
naturally  ugly,  was  thus  described  by  a  con- 
temporary :  "  His  legs  were  drawn  up  to  his 
ears,  his  arms  were  twisted  backwards,  and 
almost  every  member  was  out  of  joint.' 

And  yet  this  deformed     "  '" '"- "^ 

specimen  of  humanity,  aft 
his  eightieth  birthday,  w 
not  the  heart,  of  a  beautil 
summers,    and    was 
carried  shoulder- 
high  into  church  to 
wed  her.     Nor  need 
a  lady  lack  a  hus- 
band because  she  is 
wanting  in  limbs,  as 
was    proved     when 
"Princess    Anetta," 
a    Swiss    girl     of 
eighteen,  who  came 
into  the  world  with-      Pi 
out   either  arms  or     /[ 
legs,  was  wooed  and       / 
wedded   at   Geneva 
by  Joseph  Starker,  a 
handsome  young 
German,    a    few 
months  ago. 

That  Cupid  is 
equally  indifferent 
to  chronology 
when  he  is  intent 
on  linking  lives  has 


been  proved  on  occasions  almost  innumer- 
able. Many  a  year  ago  a  remarkable  wed- 
ding was  celebrated  in  Berkshire,  in  which 
the  bridegroom  had  reached  the  mature  age 
of  eighty-five,  while  his  bride  was  but  two 
years  his  junior.  Each  of  the  bridesmaids, 
who  were  all  spinsters,  had  passed  her 
seventieth  birthday ;  six  granddaughters  of 
the  groom  strewed  flowers  on  the  bridal 
path  to  the  altar ;  and  four  of  the  bride's 
grandsons  chanted  a  wedding  lay  composed 
for  the  happy  occasion. 

About  two  years  ago  Mr.  Andrew  Nellis, 
aged  ninety-two,  and  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Cassel,  a 
blooming  bride  of  eighty-three,  stood  together 
before  the  altar  at  Howard  City,  Michigan, 


*THE   BRIDEGROOM   HAD   REACHED  THE  MATURE   AGE  OF   EIGHTY-KIVE,  WHILE  HIS  BRIDE 
WAS   BUT   TWO   YEAKS    HIS  JUNIOR." 
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while  forty-three  of  their  great-grandchildren 
attended  the  nuptials.  Still  more  recently 
Mrs.  Harvey,  a  bride  of  ninety-six  summers, 
became  the  wife,  at  Penzance,  of  Mr.  Vincent, 
a  mere  boy  of  eighty-six ;  and  at  the 
moment  of  writing  comes  the  report  of  an 
American  wedding,  in  which  husband  and 
wife  number  two  hundred  and  one  years 
between  them,  each  having  survived  a  century 
of  life. 

But  Cupid  is  even  more  in  his  element 
when  he  is  linking  December  with  May,  or 
with  even  a  less  advanced  month.  Thus  we 
read  with  little  surprise  (it  is  no  use  being 
surprised  at  any  of  Cupid's  vagaries)  of  a 
blind  Berkshire  woman  of  ninety  being  led 
to  the  altar  by  her  ploughboy,  atat  twenty ; 
of  a  gentleman  of  Worcester,  far  gone  in  his 
ninth  decade,  wedding  a  girl  of  eighteen  ;  of 
a  maid  of  sixteen  linking  her  life  with  that  of 
a  gentleman  of  ninety-four,  **  who  had  fifty 
thousand  pounds " ;  and  of  "  a  soldier  of 
ninety-five,  who  had  served  in  King  William's 
wars  and  had  a  ball  in  his  nose,"  placing  a 
wedding-ring  on  the  finger  of  a  child  of 
fifteen. 

Robert  Lawrence,  of  Guisborough,  took  to 
himself  a  fourth  spouse  when  he  was  within 
a  few  months  of  his  ninetieth  birthday,  and 
quite  recently  the  Rev.  Robert  Martin,  a 
Baptist  minister  of  eighty-three,  was  married 
to  Nurse  Roberts,  a  lady  fifty-one  years  his 
junior;  while  Sir  James  Langrishe,  Bart.,  in 
his  eighty-third  year,  won  a  bride  in  Miss 
Algitha  Gooch,  a  lady  in  the  forties. 

Equally  remarkable  are  the  conditions 
under  which  presumably  happy  couples  have 
been  made  one,  conditions  so  varied  and 
ingenious  that  it  would  require  a  very  clever 
man  to  discover  an  addition  to  them. 

Thus,  a  few  years  ago,  Charlotte  Wiberg 
and  Arthur  Standrassy  were  united  in  a  den 
of  lions  at  the  Boston  Zoological  Gardens, 
the  ceremony  being  punctuated  by  the  growls 
of  the  lions  and  the  cracking  of  the  trainer's 
whip.  The  bride,  it  is  gratifying  to  learn, 
"  was  the  only  cool  and  perfectly  composed 
creature  present."  In  striking  contrast  to 
these  sensational  nuptials  was  the  wedding  of 
Miss  Violet  Mascotte,  the  leading  member 
of  a  burlesque  company  touring  in  the  United 
States,  to  Mr.  Wilfred  Chasemore,  her 
manager.  The  ceremony  took  place  on  the 
stage  of  the  Grsihd  Opera  House,  Newark, 
during  the  last  act  of  "  Sindbad  ;  or,  the  Lass 
that  Loved  a  Sailor,"  the  ladies  of  the  chorus 
officiating  as  bridesmaids,  while  the  male 
members  of  the  company  acted  as  best  men. 
Not  long  before  a  similar  ceremony  had  been 


witnessed  on  the  stage  of  the  Opera  House 
at  Atlanta,  Georgia,  in  which  the  bride- 
groom, Hiram  Lester,  was  a  centenarian, 
whilst  his  bride  would  never  see  her  eighty- 
first  birthday  again.  The  Opera  House  was 
crowded  to  suffocation  by  curious  spectators, 
who  gladly  paid  twenty-five  cents  each  for 
the  privilege  of  being  present 

Even  less  conventional  was  the  recent 
marriage  of  a  young  Cleveland  couple,  who 
were  united  in  a  shop  window  in  an  environ- 
ment of  "elegant  drawing-room  suites,  rolls 
of  carpet,  fenders,  and  sideboards,"  and  in 
the  presence  of  a  vast  crowd  of  interested 
spectators.  A  somewhat  similar  spectacle 
was  also  seen,  a  short  time  ago,  in  London, 
when  Mr.  George  Keen  and  his  bride,  who 
had  been  married  at  a  neighbouring  church, 
enjoyed  their  wedding  breakfast  in  the 
window  of  an  Essex  Road  (Islington)  furni- 
ture shop,  while  a  crowd,  said  to  number 
over  twenty  thousand,  looked  on  at  the 
novel  feast. 

At  St.  Louis,  Miss  Grace  C.  Mullery  and 
Mr.  Nelson  Shannon  were  married  on  a 
public  merry-go-round  to  the  strains  of 
"  The  Wearing  of  the  Green."  At  Winsted, 
Connecticut,  five  hundred  people  paid  two 
shillings  each  to  witness  the  nuptials  of 
George  Bagha  and  Elizabeth  Hallock.  The 
ceremony  was  preceded  by  a  spirited  debate 
on  matrimony  between  three  married  and 
three  unmarried  people,  and  as  the  bridal 
couple  entered  the  spectators  sang,  "  Oh ! 
Tm  glad  I'm  ready,  with  the  wedding- 
garments  on." 

Mr.  Abbott  Lawrence,  a  wealthy  mine- 
owner,  ajid  Miss  Georgia  Payne,  of  Kansas 
City,  were  made  one  in  Delmonico's  restaurant, 
New  York.  "  The  minister,"  we  learn, 
"speedily  performed  the  ceremony,  which 
delayed  the  roast  about  three  minutes.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Lawrence  then  departed  on  their 
honeymoon,  lea\ingthe  clergyman  and  guests 
to  finish  their  dinner."  More  exciting  was 
the  matrimonial  venture  of  a  young  Australian 
named  Brooks,  who  conceived  the  original  • 
idea  of  being  married  on  horseback.  Un- 
fortunately, his  steed,  probably  resenting  the 
innovation,  became  restive,  lx)lt<.d  at  the 
critical  point  of  the  ceremony,  and  was  not 
satisfied  until  he  had  cooled  the  bridegroohi's 
ardour  by  depositing  him  in  a  neighbouring 
canal. 

A  somewhat  similar  misadventure  marred 
one  of  the  motor-car  marriages  which  have 
become  so  fashionable  in  America  recendy. 
Near  Atlanta  a  chauffeur,  whose  attention 
was  distracted   by  the  wedding  ceremonial, 
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suddenly  cannoned  against  a  tree-stump,  with  questions  and  his  own  ar^^wers  were  recorded, 
the  result  that  the  clergyman,  who  was  saying  The  cylinders  were  then  transferred,  and  the 
"  Bless  you,  my  children,"  and  the  young  two  machines  sent  to  the  quarantined  bride, 
couple  were  precipitated  into  a  ditch,  with  When  they  were  set  in  motion  she  answered 
disastrous  results  to  the  bride's  attire.  the  questions  propounded  by  one  machine, 

Not  long  ago  a  bridal  party  arrived  at  the     speaking  into  the  mouthpiece  of  the  other, 

and  the  ceremony  was  com- 
^^  '  plete. 

Even  tragedy  has  at  times 

0  fears  for  Hymen.  On 

2ry  morning  on  which 

izal,  of  Manila,  was  shot 

ebel  by  the  Spaniards, 

s  married  to  the  lady 

who  loved  him.    A 

few   minutes    later 

the     newly  -  made 

bride  accompanied 

her  husband  to  the 

place  of  execution, 

and  remained  near 

him  until  the  fatal 

shots  were  fired 

0  which    made    her, 

who  had  been  maid 
and  wife  within  the 
previous  hour,  a 
widow.  Charles  B. 
Hudson  and  Flo- 
rence Edwards  were 
recently  married  at 
Providence,  Rhode 

••the  clergyman  and  the  young  couple  were  PREanTATBD  INTO  A  DITCH."  Island,     besidC     the 

coffin  which  con- 
church  of  St.  Nicholas,  Strood,  to  find  that  tained  the  body  of  the  bridegroom's  mother, 
the  sacred  building  was  on  fire.  The  bells  whose  last  wish  had  been  that  they  should  be 
and  roof  had  collapsed,  the  tower  was  com-  made  one  in  the  presence  of  her  remains, 
pletely  gutted,  and  the  firemen  were  still  at  The  days  of  the  "smock  marriage,"  in 
work  on  the  smouldering  ruins ;  but  in  spite  which  the  bride  appeared  at  the  altar  dressed 
of  these  discouraging  conditions  the  nuptial  in  a  white  sheet  or  a  chemise,  are  happily 
knot  was  happily  tied,  to  the  music  of  the  gone;  but  bridal  attire  still  takes  occasionally 
swishing  hose  and  in  an  environment  of  fly-  a  form  almost  as  unconventional.  When  a 
ing  sparks.  A  few  days  after  West  Orchard  Siberian  millionaire  died  not  long  ago  he  left 
Congregational  Church,  Coventry,  had  been  his  son  an  enormous  fortune  on  condition 
almost  destroyed  by  fire  a  wedding  was  cele-  that  if  he  ever  took  a  wife  he  should  go 
brated  in  one  of  the  remaining  aisles,  amid  through  the  ceremony  in  sackcloth  and  ashes, 
the  dkbris  of  the  fire  and  with  an  uninterrupted  When,  a  little  later,  the  son  married  a  beauti- 
view  from  the  floor  of  the  building  to  the  sky.  ful  and  richly-attired  bride,  he  wore  a  sack- 
In  these  advanced  days  even  an  infectious  cloth  apron  and  had  his  head  covered  with 
disease  is  powerless  10  check  men  or  maids  ashes  in  obedience  to  his  father's  strange 
on  matrimony  bent.     A  young  American  lady  instruction. 

was  recently  struck  down  by  diphtheria  on  In  Pennsylvania,  a  few  years  ago,  a  bride- 

the  eve  of  her  bridal  day,  and  as  the  patient  groom   in   pyjamas  was   united   to   a   bride 

had  to  be   isolated  for   fear  of  infection   a  attired  in  a  dressing-gown  ;  at  a  Dorsetshire 

postponement   of  the  happy   event   seemed  wedding  a  man  named  Ralle   was   clothed 

inevitable.      The  bridegroom,  however,  who  from    head   to   foot    in   bearskin,    while   his 

was  a  man  of  resource  as  well  as  determina-  bride  wore  a  necklace  of  bears'  teeth  over 

tion,  procured  a  clergyman  and  two  phono-  her  sealskin  jacket ;   and  another  eccentric 

graphs.      On    one    of     them    the    parson's  bridegroom,   dressed    in    the    armour  of  a 
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AT   A    DORSiilTSHIRE    WEDDING   A    MAN    NAMED    RALLE 
WAS  CLOTHED   PROM    HEAD   TO    FOOT   IN    BEARSKIN." 


thingale  of  Eliza- 
beth's day.  At 
.  the  wedding  of  Mr.  Raymond  Dittmars, 
Curator  of  the  New  York  Zoological  Gardens, 
the  skins  of  cobras,  pythons,  rattlesnakes, 
and  other  reptiles  were  used  with  the  floral 
decorations.  The  ceremony  took  place  in 
a  veritable  bower  of  snakeskins,  and  the 
bride  wore  round  her  neck  a  living  pet 
gopher-snake,  seven  feet  long. 

How  love  can  triumph  over  physical 
disabilities  was  heroically  proved  the  other 
day,  when  Mr.  A.  Swan,  an  American  civil 
engineer,  who  had  received  compound 
fractures  of  both  legs  a  week  or  two  before 
the  day  appointed  for  his  wedding,  was 
married  at  the  Flower  Hospital,  New  York, 
with  half  his  body  encased  in  plaster  of  Paris. 
In  Paris,  a  young  lady  who  was  about  to 
undergo  an  operation  which  it  was  feared 
would  end  fatally  insisted  on  being  first 
married  to  her  fiand^  and  was  taken  from 
the  altar  straight  to  the  operating-room  ; 
and  a  similar  wedding  was  celebrated  in  a 
Jersey  hospital  on  the  eve  of  a  sericus 
operation  which,  in  this  case,  the  bridegroom 
had  to  undergo. 

At  the  wedding,  a  few  months  ago,  of 
Mr.  Basil  Howard  Hankey  and  Miss  Goodden, 
of  Nether  Compton,  Dorset,  the  bridegroom, 
who  had  met  with  an  accident  an  hour 
before  the  ceremony,  was  carried  into  the 
church    on    a   chair ;    and   in    New    York, 


Charles  Trocce  was  recently 
married  to  Julie  Bernadi, 
after  fighting  a  duel  with  a 
rival  for  her  affections,  and 
while  lying  on  the  operating- 
table  ready  for  surgical  treat- 
ment which  his  wounds  made 
necessary. 

Even  jails  have  been  the 
scene  of  many  a  romantic 
union.  A  few  months  ago 
Andr^  Negro,  while  lying 
under  sentence  of  death  in 
a  Paris  prison,  sought  and 
obtained  permission  to  be 
married  to  Eugdnie  Bosbocq, 
the  woman  who  was  sus- 
pected of  handing  him  the 
knife  with  which  he  tried  to 
kill  a  warder  ;  and  a  young 
Englishman, .  whije  awaiting 
his  trial  in  an  Ohio  prison 
on  a  charge  of  embezzlement, 
was  married  in  the  jailer's 
room  to  a  young  lady  to 
whom  he  was  engaged,  and 
who  pleaded  to  be  allowed  in 
this  way  to  share  his  disgrace. 
When  Baron  Ferdinand  Dienersperg,  a 
Hungarian  nobleman,  lay  on  his  death-bed 
a  short  time  ago  he  was  wedded  to  Mathilde 
Epstein,  a  beautiful  young  Jewess  with  whom 
he  had  fallen  in  love  some  years  earlier,  but 
whom  he  had  been  unable  to  make  his  wife 
through  the  opposition  of  their  respective 
families  to  the  match.  The  ceremony  was 
concluded  at  half-past  one  in  the  morning; 
an  hour  later  the  Baron  drew  his  last  breath, 
leaving  a  considerable  fortune  to  his  widow. 
An  aged  pensioner  of  the  City  of  London 
Police,  when  he  saw  death  near,  made  a 
wife  of  a  young  girl  who  had  nursed  him 
devotedly  through  a  long  illness,  so  that  she 
might,  as  his  widow,  enjoy  a  pension  of 
twenty-five  pounds  a  year  for  life  as  a  reward 
for  her  ministrations. 

From  these  somewhat  grim  nuptials  it  is  a 
relief  to  turn  to  a  novel  and  picturesque 
wedding  which  took  place  at  Dulverton,  and 
at  which  "the  bride  was  escorted  to  church 
by  the  Devon  and  Somerset  staghounds, 
while  the  Taunton  Vale  staghounds  accom- 
panied the  party  back  to  Coombe."  When 
Miss  Pinckney,  a  keen  follower  of  the  Ted- 
worth  foxhounds,  was  married  at  Durnford, 
South  Wilts,  "the  pack  ran  through  the 
churchyard  in  full  cry  twice  during  the 
ceremony ;  and  on  the  return  of  the  party 
to  the  bride's  house  the  fox  appeared  in  the 
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neighbourhood,  was  killed,   and   the   brush 
presented  to  the  bride." 

A  remarkable  marriage  took  place   some 
months  ago  at  the  church, of  Ste.  Marie  des 
BatignoHes,  Paris,  when    two   twin  brothers 
named    Chamteau  led   two   twin   sisters   to 
the  altar,  and  were   attended   by  best  men 
who    were   also   twins   and   cousins   of   the 
bridegrooms.     When  Mr.  William  Mercer,  of 
Huntingdon,  Virginia,  took  to  himself  a  fifth 
wife,  it  was  stated  that  her  four  predecessors 
had    been    her    sisters    in    exact    order    of 
seniority,  and  that   each  of  them  had  pre- 
sented    her    husband    with    two     children. 
Quite    recently   a    marriage    took    place   in 
Tarrytown,    New    York,     between    a    man 
weighing  thirty-five  stone  ten  pounds  and  a 
woman  who  scaled  seven  stone  two  pounds  ; 
while    the   longest   couple   on    record    were 
Captain  Martin  Bates,  "  the  Kentucky  giant," 
and    Miss    Anna 
Swan,  who  together 
represented     within 
two    inches  of  six^ 
teen  feet  of  happy 
humanity. 

If  thirteen  is  in- 
deed a  harbinger  of 
ill  -  luck,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George 
Marble,  of  \yor- 
cester  (Mass.), 
who  were  united 
in  wedlock  about 
a  year  ago,  ought 
to  be  the  most 
unenviable 
couple;  for  it 
was  on  the  thir- 
teenth of  the  j 
month  that  they  { 
first  met,  they 
became  engaged 
on  the  thirteenth, 
and  they  made 
known  their  en- 
gagement to  their 
parents  on  the 
thirteenth.  The 
first  time  the  lady 
dined  at  the 
bridegroom's 
home  was  on  a 
thirteenth,  and 
there  were 
thirteen     at     the 


THE  ENTIRE    BRIDAL    FARTY  SWOOPED    r>OWN    THE   HILL 
to   THE  CHURCH   IN   TOBOGGANS." 


table.  The  numbers  on  the  houses  of  the 
two  families  total  one  hundred  and  thirty. 
They  were  married  at  six  and  had  a  recep- 
tion at  seven,  giving  another  thirteen.  There 
were  thirteen  in  the  bridal  party,  besides 
the  couple  themselves.  The  maid  of-honour 
carried  thirteen  roses,  and  each  of  the  brides- 
maids thirteen  carnations. 

Almost  as  much  ingenuity  is  displayed  in 
the  method  of  reaching  the  altar  as  in  the 
marriages  themselves,  for  there  is  no  means 
of  locomotion,  from  stilts  and  toboggans  to 
traction-engines  and  funeral-coaches,  that  has 
not  already  been  exploited.  One  Easter 
Sunday,  a  few  years  ago,  a  wedding -party 
drove  up  to  St.  Mark's  Church,  Birmingham, 
in  mourning-coaches,  the  only  evidence  of 
festivity  being  the  display  of  white  rosettes 
worn  by  the  horses.  At  East  Peckham,  a 
Kentish  village,  a   traction-engine,  followed 

by   several 
trucks,    la- 
vishly deco- 
^  rated  with 
flags, 
f  1  o  wers, 
and    ever- 
greens, con- 
vey ed      a 
bridegroom, 
his    bride, 
the  wedding- 
ts  to  church  ; 
at  a  Cheshire 
ling  the  bride- 
►  m's     father 
lied     to     his 
nuptials  the 
and     proud 
pant  of  a  full- 
id   traction- 
le.  At  Koekel- 
(Belgium)    a 
pantechnicon 
itly  deposited 
omplete    wed- 
-party — bride, 
igroom,     rela- 
,   and   friends 
door     of     the 
buildings,  and 
ig  in    Switzer- 
enlire     bridal 
oped     down 
^  ^  the  church  in 


toboggans. 


Vol.  xxxiv. — 74» 
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CHAPTER  XII. 
T  would  be  interesting,  no  doubt, 
to  describe  the  feelings  of  Lord 
Yalding  as  he  followed  Mabel 
and  Jimmy  through  his  ances- 
tral halls,  but  I  have  no  means 
of  knowing  at  all  what  he  felt. 
Yet  one  must  suppose  that  he  felt  something ; 
bewilderment,  perhaps,  mixed  with  a  faint 
wonder,  and  a  desire  to  pinch  himself  to 
see  if  he  were  dreaming.  Or  he  may  have 
pondered  the  rival  questions  :  "Am  I  mad?" 
"  Are  they  mad  ?  "  without  being  at  all  able 
to  decide  which  he  ought  to  try  to  answer, 
let  alone  deciding  what,  in  either  case,  the 
answer  ought  to  be.  You  see,  the  children 
did  seem  to  believe  in  the  odd  stories  they 
told,  and  the  wish  had  come  true,  and  the 
ghost  had  appeared.     He  must  have  thought 

But  all  this  is  vain  ;    I   don't  realiy 

know  what  he  thought,  any  more  than  you  do. 

.  Nor  can    I    give   you    any   clue    to   the 

thoughts   and  feelings  of   mademoiselle.     I 

only  know  that  she  was  very  happy,  but  any- 
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one  would  have  known  that  if  they  had  seen 
her  face.  Perhaps  this  is  as  good  a  moment 
as  any  to  explain  that  when  her  guardian  had 
put  her  in  a  convent,  so  that  she  should  not 
sacrifice  her  fortune  by  marrying  a  poor  lord, 
the  guardian  had  secured  that  fortune  (to  him- 
self) by  going  off  with  it  to  South  America. 
Then,  having  no  money  left,  mademoiselle 
had  to  work  for  it.  So  she  went  out  as  a 
governess,  and  took  the  situation  she  did  take 
because  it  was  near  Lord  Yalding's  home.  She 
wanted  to  see  him,  even  though  she  thought 
he  had  forsaken  her  and  did  not  love  her  any 
more.  And  now  she  had  seen  him.  I  dare 
say  she  thought  about  some  of  these  things  as 
she  went  through  his  house,  her  hand  held  in 
his.     But,  of  course,  I  can't  be  sure. 

Jimm/s  thoughts,  of  course,  I  can  read 
like  any  old  book.  He  thought,  "  Now  he'll 
have  to  believe  me."  That  Lord  Yalding 
should  believe  him  had  become,  quite  un 
reasonably,  the  most  important  thing  in  the 
world  to  Jimmy.  He  wished  that  Gerald 
and  Kathleen  were  there  to  share  his  triumph, 

by  E.  Nesbit-Bland. 
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but  they  were  helping  Mabel's  aunt  to  cover 
up  the  grand  furniture,  and  so  were  out  of 
what  followed.  Not  that  they  missed  much, 
for  when  Mabel  proudly  said,  "Now  youll 
see,"  and  the  others  came  close  round  her  in 
the  little  panelled  room,  there  was  a  pause — 
and  then — nothing  happened  at  all ! 

"  There's  a  secret  spring  here  somewhere," 
said  Mabel,  fumbling  with  fingers  that  had 
suddenly  grown  hot  and  damp. 

"  Where  ?  "  said  Lord  Yalding. 

"  Here^'  said  Mabel,  impatiently ;  "  only  I 
can't  find  it." 

And  she  couldn't.  She  found  the  spring 
of  the  secret  panel  under  the  window  all  right, 
but  that  seemed,  to  everyone,  dull  compared 
with  the  jewels  that  everyone  had  pictured 
and  two  at  least  had  seen.  But  the  spring 
that  made  the  oak  panelling  slide  away  and 
displayed  jewels  plainly  to  any  eye  worth  a 
King's  ransom  —  this  could  not  be  found. 
More — it  was  simply  not  there.  There  could 
be  no  doubt  of  that.  Every  inch  of  the' 
panelling  was  felt  by  careful  fingers.  The 
earnest  protests  of  Mabel  and  Jimmy  died 
away,  presently,  in  a  silence  made  painful  by 
the  hotness  of  one's  ears,  the  discomfort  of 
not  liking  to  meet  anyone's  eyes,  and  the 
resentful  feeling  that  the  spring  was  not 
behaving  in  at  all  a  sportsmanlike  way,  and 
that,  in  a  word,  this  was  not  cricket 

"  You  see  ! "  said  Lord  Yalding,  severely. 
**  Now  you've  had  your  joke,  if  you  call  it  a 
joke — and  I've  had  enough  of  the  whole  silly 
business.  Give  me  the  ring — it's  mine,  I 
suppose,  since  you  say  you  found  it  some- 
where here — and  don't  let's  hear  another 
word  about  all  this  rubbish  of  magic  and 
enchantment." 

"Gerald's  got  the  ring,"  said  Mabel, 
miserably. 

"Then  go  and  fetch  him,"  said  Lord 
Yalding — "both  of  you."  The  melancholy 
pair  retired,  and  Lord  Yalding  spent  the  time 
of  their  absence  in  explaining  to  mademoiselle 
how  very  unimportant  jewels  were  compared 
with  other  things. 

The  four  children  came  back  together. 

"  We've  had  enough  of  this  ring  business," 
said  Lord  Yalding.  "Give  it  to  me,  and 
we'll  say  no  more  about  it." 

"  I— I  can't  get  it  off,"  said  Gerald  ;  "  it- 
it  always  did  have  a  will  of  its  own." 

"  I'll  soon  get  it  off,"  said  Lord  Yalding. 
But  he  didn't.  "We'll  try  soap,"  he  said, 
firmly.  Four  out  of  his  five  hearers  knew 
just  exactly  how  much  use  soap  would  be. 

"They  won't  believe  about  the  jewels," 
wailed  Mabel,  suddenly  dissolved  in  tears. 


"and  I  can't  find  the  spring.  I've  felt  all 
over — we  all  have — it  was  just  here,  and " 

Her  fingers  felt  it  as  she  spoke  ;  and  as 
she  ceased  to  speak  the  carved  panels  slid 
away,  and  the  blue  velvet  shelves  laden  with 
jewels  were  disclosed  to  the  unbelieving  eyes 
of  Lord  Yalding  and  the  lady  who  was  to  be 
his  wife. 

"  Jove  !  "  said  Lord  Yalding. 

"  Mis^ricorde,"  said  the  lady. 

"  But  why  now  ?  "  gasped  Mabel ;  "  why 
not  before  ?  " 

"  I  expect  it's  magic,"  said  Gerald ;  "  there's 
no  real  spring  here,  and  it  couldn't  act  because 
the  ring  wasn't  here.  You  know  Phoebus  told 
us  the  ring  was  the  heart  of  all  the  magic." 

"  Shut  it  up  and  take  the  ring  away,  and 
see." 

They  did,  and  Gerald  was  (as  usual,  he 
himself  pointed  out)  proved  to  be  right 
When  the  ring  was  away  there  was  no  spring. 
When  the  ring  was  in  the  room  there  (as 
Mabel  urged)  was  the  spring  all  right  enough. 

"So  you  see," said  Mabel  to  Lord  Yalding. 

"  I  see  that  the  spring's  very  artfully  con- 
cealed," said  that  dense  peer.  "  I  think  it 
was  very  clever  indeed  of  you  to  find  it.  And 
if  those  jewels  are  real " 

"Of  course  they're  real,"  said  Mabel, 
indignantly. 

"  Well,  anyway,"  said  Lord  Yalding,  "  thank 
you  all  very  much.  I  think  it's  clearing  up. 
I'll  send  the  wagonette  home  with  you  after 
lunch.  And,  if  you  don't  mind,  I'll  have  the 
ring." 

Half  an  hour  of  soap  and  water  produced 
no  effect  whatever,  except  to  make  the  finger 
of  Gerald  very  red  and  very  sore.  Then  Lord 
Yalding  said  something  very  impatient  indeed, 
and  then  Gerald  suddenly  became  angry  and 
said  :  "  Well,  I'm  sure  I  wish  it  wou/d  come 
off,"  and,  of  course,  instantly,  "  slick  as  butter,** 
as  he  later  pointed  out,  off  it  came. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Lord  Yalding. 

"  And  I  believe  now  he  thinks  I  kept  it  on 
on  purpose,"  said  Gerald  afterwards  when,  at 
ease  on  the  leads  at  home,  they  talked  the 
whole  thing  out  over  a  tin  of  preserved  pine- 
apple and  a  bottle  of  ginger-beer  apiece. 
"There's  no  pleasing  some  people.  He  wasn't 
in  such  a  fiery  hurry  to  order  that  wagonette 
after  he  found  that  mademoiselle  meant  to  go 
when  we  did.  But  I  liked  him  better  when 
he  was  a  humble  bailiff.  Take  him  for  all  in 
all,  he  does  not  look  as  if  we  should  like  him 
again." 

"  He  doesn't  know  what's  the  matter  with 
him,"  said  Kathleen,  leaning  back  against 
the  tiled  roof;    "it's  really  the  magic — it's 
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like  sickening  with  measles.  Don't  you 
remember  how  cross  Mabel  was  at  first 
about  the  invisibleness  ?  " 

"Rather,"  said  Jimmy. 

"  It's  partly  that,"  said  Gerald,  trying  to  be 
fair,  "  and  partly  it's  the  being  in  love.  It 
always  makes  people  like  idiot* — a  chap  at 
school  told  me  so.  His  sister  was  like  that. 
Quite  rotten,  you  know.  And  she  used  to  be 
quite  a  decent  sort  before  she  was  engaged." 

At  tea  and  at  supper  mademoiselle  was 
radiant— as  attractive  as  a  lady  on  a 
Christmas  card,  as  merry  as  a  marmoset, 
and  as  kind  as  you  would  always  be  yourself 
if  you  could  take  the  trouble. 

At  breakfast,  an  equal  radiance,  kindness, 
attraction,  merriment.  Then  Lord  Yalding 
came  to  see  her.  The  meeting  took  place  in 
the  drawing-room —the  children  with  deep 
discreetness  remained  shut  in  the  school- 
room till  Gerald,  going  up  to  his  room  for  a 
pencil,  surprised  Eliza  with  her  ear  glued  to 
the  drawing-room  keyhole. 

After  that  Gerald  sat  on  the  top  stair  with 
a  book.  He 
could  not  hear 
any  of  the  con- 
versation in  the 
drawing-room,  but 
he  could  com- 
mand a  view  of 
the  door,  and  in 
this  way  be  certain 
that  no  one  else 
heard  any  of  it 
Thus  it  was  that 
when  the  drawing- 
room  door  opened 
Gerald  was  in  a 
position  to  see 
Lord  Yalding 
come  out.  **  Our 
young  hero,"  as 
he  said  later, 
"  coughed  with 
infinite  tact  to 
show  that  he  was 
there,"  but  Lord 
Yalding  did  not 
seem  to  notice. 

He    walked    in 
a    blind     sort    of 
way   to    the    hat- 
stand,    fumbled 
clumsily  with   the 
umbrellas  and  mackintoshes,  found  his  straw 
hat  and  looked  at  it  gloomily,  crammed  it  on 
his  head,  and  went  out,  banging  the  door 
behind  him  in  the  most  reckless  way. 


He  left  the  drawing-room  door  open,  and 
Gerald,  though  he  had  purposely  put  himself 
in  a  position  where  one  could  hear  nothing 
from  the  drawing-room  when  the  door  was 
shut,  could  hear  something  quite  plainly  now 
that  the  door  was  open.  That  something, 
he  noticed  with  deep  distress  and  disgust, 
was  the  sound  of  sobs  and  sniffs.  Made- 
moiselle was  quite  certainly  crying. 

"Jiminy,"  he  remarked  to  himself,  "they 
haven't  lost  much  time  !  Fancy  their 
beginning  to  quarrel  already  I  I  hope  I'll 
never  have  to  be  anybody's  lover." 

But  this  was  no  time  to  brood  on  the 
terrors  of  his  own  future.  Eliza  might  at  any 
time  appear.  She  would  not  for  a  moment 
hesitate  to  go  through  that  open  door  and 
push  herself  into  the  very  secret,  sacred 
heart  of  mademoiselle's  grief.  It  seemed 
to  Gerald  better  that  he  should  be  the 
one  to  do  this.  So  he  went  softly  down 
the  worn  green  Dutch  carpet  of  the  stairs 
and  into  the  drawing-room,  shutting  the  door 
softly  and  securely  behind  him. 

"  It  is  all  over," 
mademoiselle  was 
saying,  her  face 
buried  in  the 
beady  arum  lilies 
on  a  red  ground 
worked  for  a 
cushion  cover  by 
a  former  pupil ; 
"he  will  not 
marry  me ! " 

Do  not  ask  me 
how  Gerald  had 
gained  the  lady's 
confidence.  He 
had,  as  I  think 
I  said  almost  at 
the  beginning, 
very  pretty  ways 
with  grown  -  ups 
when  he  chose. 
Anyway,  he  was 
holding  her  hand 
almost  as  affec- 
tionately as  if  she 
had  been  his 
mother  with  a 
headache,  and  say- 
ing "Don't,"  and 
"Don't  cry,"  and 
"  It'll  be  all  right,  you  see  if  it  isn't,"  in  the 
most  comforting  way  you  can  imagine,  varying 
the  treatment  with  gentle  thumps  on  the  back 
and  entreaties  to  her  to  tell  him  all  about  it. 


HE   WAS   HOLDING    HER   HAND   ALMOST   AS   AFFECTIONATELY  AS 
IF   SHE    HAD    BEEN    HIS   MOTHER    WITH   A   HEADACHE." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    ENCHANTED    CASTLE, 


589 


This  wasn't  mere  curiosity,  as  you  might 
think.  The  entreaties  were  prompted  by 
Gerald's  growing  certainty  that  whatever  was 
the  matter  was  somehow  the  fault  of  that 
ring.  And  in  this  Gerald  was  ("  once  more," 
as  he  told  himselO  right. 

The  tale,  as  told  by  mademoiselle,  was 
certainly  an  unusual  one.  Lord  Yalding, 
last  night  after  dinner,  had  walked  in  the 
park  "  to  think  of " 

"Yes,  I  know,"  said  Gerald;  "and  he 
had  the  ring  on.     And  he  saw " 

"  He  saw  the  monuments  become  alive," 
sobbed  mademoiselle ;  "  his  brain  was 
troubled  by  the  ridiculous  accounts  of 
fairies  that  you  tell  him.  He  sees  Apollon 
and  Aphroditd  alive  on  their  marble.  He 
remembers  him  of  your  story.  He  wish 
himself  a  statue.  Then  he  becomes  mad — 
imagines  to  himself  that  your  story  of  the 
island  is  true,  plunges  in  the  lake,  swims 
among  the  beasts  of  the  Ark  of  No^,  feeds 
with  gods  on  an  island.  At  dawn  the 
madness  becomes  less.  He  think  the 
Pantheon  vanish.  But  him,  no;  he  thinks 
himself  statue,  hiding  from  gardeners  in  his 
garden  till  nine  less  a  quarter.  Then  he 
thinks  to  wish  himself  no  more  a  statue, 
and  perceives  that  he  is  flesh  and  blood. 
A  bad  dream,  but  he  has  lost  the  head  with 
the  tales  you  tell.  He  say  it  is  no  dream, 
but  he  is  fool,  mad — how  you  say  ?  And  a 
mad  must  not  marry.  There  is  no  hope. 
I  am  at  despair.     And  the  life  is  vain  " 

"There  />,"  said  Gerald,  earnestly;  "I 
assure  you  there  is — hope,  I  mean.  And 
life's  as  right  as  rain,  really.  And  there's 
nothing  to  despair  about.  He's  not  mad, 
and  it's  not  a  dream.  It's  magic — it  really 
and  truly  is." 

"  The  magic  exists  not,"  mademoiselle 
moaned.  "  It  is  that  he  is  mad.  It  is  the 
joy  to  re-see  me  after  so  many  days.  Oh, 
la,  la,  la,  la,  la  ! " 

"  Did  he  talk  to  the  gods  ?  "  Gerald  asked, 
gently. 

"  It  is  there  the  most  mad  of  all  his  ideas. 
He  say  that  Mercure  give  him  rendezvous 
at  some  temple  to-morrow  when  the  moon 
raise  herself." 

"  Right,"  cried  Gerald,  "  right-0  !  Dear, 
nice,  kind,  pretty  mademoiselle— don't  be  a 
silly  little  duffer";  he  lost  himself  for  a 
moment  among  the  consoling  endearments 
he  was  accustomed  to  offer  Kathleen  in 
moments  of  grief  and  emotion,  but  hastily 
added :  "  I  mean  do  not  be  a  lady  who 
weeps  causelessly.  To-morrow  he  will  go  to 
that  temple.     I  will  go.     Thou  shalt  go — 


he  will  go.  We  will  go —you  will  go — let 
'em  all  go  !  And,  you  see — it's  going  to  be 
absolutely  all  right.  He'll  see  he  isn't  mad, 
and  you'll  understand  all  about  everything. 
Take  my  handkerchief,  it's  quite  a  clean  one 
as  it  happens.  I  haven't  even  unfolded  it. 
Oh,  do  stop  crying,  there's  a  dear,  darling, 
long-lost  lover." 

This  flood  of  eloquence  was  not  without 
effect.  She  took  his  handkerchief,  sobbed, 
half  smiled,  dabbed  at  her  eyes,  and  said  : — 

"  Oh,  naughty ;  is  it  some  trick  you  play 
him,  like  the  ghost  ?  " 

"  I  can't  explain,"  said  Gerald,  "  but  I  give 
you  my  word  of  honour — you  know  what  an 
Englishman's  word  of  honour  is,  don't  you, 
even  if  you  are  French  ? — that  everything  is 
going  to  be  exactly  what  you  wish.  I've 
never  told  you  a  lie.     Believe  me  ! " 

"It  is  curious,"  said  she,  drying  her  eyes, 
"  but  I  do."  And  once  again,  so  suddenly 
that  he  could  not  have  resisted — she  kissed 
him.  I  think,  however,  that  in  this  her  hour 
of  sorrow  he  would  have  thought  it  mean  to 
resist. 

"  It  pleases  her  and  it  doesn't  hurt  me — 
much,"  would  have  been  his  thought. 

And  now  it  is  near  moonrise.  The  French 
governess,  half  doubting,  half  hoping,  but 
wholly  longing  to  be  near  Lord  Yalding, 
even  if  he  be  as  mad  as  a  March  hare,  and 
the  four  children — they  have  collected  Mabel 
by  an  urgent  letter-card  posted  the  day  before 
— are  going  over  the  dewy  grass.  The  moon 
has  not  yet  risen,  but  her  light  is  in  the  sky, 
mixed  with  the  pink  and  purple  of  the  sunset 
The  west  is  heavy  with  ink-clouds  and  rich 
colour,  but  the  east,  where  the  moon  rises, 
is  clear  as  a  rock-pool. 

They  go  across  the  lawn  and  through  the 
beech  wood  and  come  at  last,  through  a 
tangle  of  underwood  and  bramble,  to  a  little 
level  tableland  that  rises  out  of  the  flat  hill- 
top— one  tableland  out  of  another.  Here  is 
the  ring  of  vast  rugged  stones — one  pierced 
with  a  curious  round  hole,  worn  smooth  at 
its  edges.  In  the  middle  of  the  circle  is  a 
great  flat  stone,  alone,  desolate,  full  of 
meaning — a  stone  that  is  covered  thick  with 
the  memory  of  old  faiths  and  creeds  long 
since  forgotten.  Something  dark  moves  in 
the  circle.  The  French  girl  breaks  from  the 
children,  goes  to  it,  clings  to  its  arm.  It  is 
Lord    Yalding,   and    he    is    telling    her   to 

go- 

"  Never  of  the  life  !  "  she  cries.  "  If  you 
are  mad  I  am  mad  too,  for  I  believe  the  tale 
these  children  tell.     And  I  am  here  to  be 
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ether;  the  white  of  his 

^r'  jeve  marks  no  line  on 

y    ^  ler  dress.     They  stand 

/  t  out  of  one   block  of 

I  J  "aint    greyness    touches 

j  /  hat  round  hole,  creeps 

Then  the   hole  is  a 
; — a  moonbeam  strikes 
ugh  it  across  the  grey- 
!  circle  that  the  stones 
as   the  moon  rises  the 
slants  downward.     The 
e  drawn  back  till  they 
stand    close   to   the 
lovers.       The     moon- 
beam slants  more  and 
more;  now  it  touches 
the    far    end    of    the 
stone,    now    it    draws 
nearer  and    nearer  to 
the  middle  of  it,  now 
at     last    it    touches 
the  very  heart   and 
centre  of  that  central 
stone.     And  then  it 
is  as  though  a  spring 
were    touched — a 
fountain  of  light  re- 
leased.     Everything 
changes.    Or,  rather, 
everything   is  re- 
vealed.     There  are 
no     more      secrets. 
The     plan    of     the 
world   seems   plain  : 

"  HBRB   IS  THE   RING  OF   VAST   RUOCED  STONES — ONB   WERCEU  WITH  A  CURIOUS  ROUND   HOI.b/  |J](g        2Xi       CaSV       SUm 

that    one    writes    in 

with  thee  and  see  with  thee — whatever  the  big  figures  on  a  child's  slate.      One  wonders 

rising  moon  shall  show  us."  how  one  can  ever  have  wondered  about  any- 

The  children,   holding  hands  by  the  flat  thing.     Space  is  not.     Every  place  that  one 

stone,  more  moved  by  the  magic  in  the  girFs  has  seen   or   dreamed   of  is  here.     Time  is 

voice  than  by  any  magic  of  enchanted  rings,  not.     Into  this   instant  is  crowded  all  that 

listen,  trying  not  to  listen.  one  has  ever  done,  or  dreamed  of  doing.     It 

"  Are  you  not  afraid  ? "  Lord  Yalding  is  is  a  moment,  and  it  is  eternity.      It  is  the 

saying.  centre  of  the  universe,  and  it  is  the  universe 

"  Afraid  ?     With  you  ? "  she  laughs.     He  itself.       The    eternal     light    rests    on    and 

puts  his  arm  round  her.     The  children  hear  illuminates  the  eternal  heart  of  things, 
her  sigh. 

"Are  you  afraid,"  he  says,  "my  darling.^"  None  of  the  six  human  beings  who  saw 

Gerald   goes    across    the   wide   turf    ring  that  moon  rising   were   ever  able   to   think 

expressly  to  say  : —  about  it  as  having  anything  to  do  with  time. 

"  Yx)u  can't  be  afraid  if  you  are  wearing  Only  for  one  instant  could  that  moonray  have 

the  ring.     And  Tm  sorry,  but  we  can  hear  rested  full  on  the  centre  of  that  stone.     And 

every  word  you  say."  yet  there  was  time  for  many  happenings. 

She   laughs   again.     "It  makes  nothing,"  From   that  height  one  could  see  far  out 

she  says ;  "  you  know  already  if  we  love  each  over  the  quiet  park  and  the  sleeping  gardens, 

other."  and  through  the  grey-green  of  them  shapes 

Then  he  puts  the  ring  on  her  finger,  and  moved,  approaching. 
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t  The  great  beasts  came  first — strange  forms 
that  were  when  the  world  was  new,  gigantic 
lizards  with  wings— dragons  they  lived  as,  in 
men's  memories,  mammoths,  strange  vast 
birds  ;  they  crawled  up  the  hill  and  ranged 
themselves  outside  the  circle.  Then— -not 
from  the  garden,  but  from  very  far  away, 
came  the  stone  gods  of  Egypt  and  Assyria 
— bull -bodied,  bird -winged,  hawk -headed, 
cat-headed,  all  in  stone,  and  all  alive  and 
alert;  strange  grotesque  figures  from  the 
towers  of  cathedrals — figures  of  angels  with 
folded  wings,  figures  of  beasts  with  wings 
widespread  ;  sphinxes  —  uncouth  idols  from 
Southern  palm-fringed  islands;  and,  last  of 
all,  the  beautiful  marble  shapes  of  the  gods 
and  goddesses  who  had  held  their  festival  on 
the  lake-island,  and  bidden  Lord  Yalding 
and  the  children  to  this  meeting. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken.  Each  stone 
shape  came  gladly  and  quietly  into  the  circle 
of  light  and  understanding,  as  children,  tired 
with  a  long  ramble,  creep  quietly  through 
the  open  door  into  the  firelit  welcome  of 
home. 

The  children  had  thought  to  ask  many 
questions.  And  it  had  been  promised  th^t 
the  questions  should  be  answered.  Yet  now 
no  one  spoke  a  word.  Because  all  had  come 
into  the  circle  of  the  real  magic,  where  all 
things  are  understood  without  speech. 

Afterwards  none  of  them  could  ever 
remember  at  all  what  had  happened.  But 
they  never  forgot  that  they  had  been  some- 
where where  everything  was  easy  and 
beautiful.  And  people  who  can  remember 
even  that  much  are  never  quite  the  same 
again.  And  when  they  came  to  talk  of  it 
next  day  they  found  that  to  each  some  little 
part  of  that  night's  great  enlightenment  was 
left. 

All  the  stone  creatures  drew  closer  round 
the  stone.  The  light,  where  the  moonbeam 
struck  the  stone,  seemed  to  break  away  in 
spray,  such  as  water  makes  when  it  falls  from 
a  height  All  the  crowd  was  bathed  in  white- 
ness.  A  deep  hush  lay  over  the  vast  assembly. 

Then  a  wave  of  intention  swept  over  the 
mighty  crowd.  All  the  faces — bird,  beast, 
Greek  statue,  Babylonian  monster,  human 
child,  and  human  lover  —  turned  upward; 
the  radiant  light  illumined  them,  and  one 
word  broke  from  all. 

"  The  light !  "  they  cried,  and  the  sound  of 
their  voice  was  like  the  sound  of  a  great 
wave.     "The  light— the  light " 

And  then  the  light  was  not  any  more,  and, 
soft  as  floating  thistledown,  sleep  was  laid 
on  the  eyes  of  all  but  the  immortals. 


The  grass  was  chill  and  dewy  and  the 
clouds  had  veiled  the  moon. 

The  lovers  and  the  children  were  standing 
together,  all  clinging  close,  not  for  fear,  but 
for  love. 

"  I  want,"  said  the  French  girl,  softly,  "  to 
go  to  the  cave  in  the  island." 

Very  quietly,  through  the  gentle  brooding 
night,  they  went  down  to  the  boat-house, 
loosed  the  clanking  chain,  and  dipped  oars 
among  the  drowned  stars  and  lilies.  They 
came  to  the  island  and  found  the  steps. 

"  I  brought  candles,"  said  Gerald,  "  in 
case." 

So,  lighted  by  Gerald's  candles,  they  went 
down  into  the  Hall  of  Psyche  ;  and  there 
glowed  the  light  spread  from  her  statue,  and 
all  was  as  the  children  had  seen  it  before. 

"  The  ring,"  said  Lord  Yalding. 

"The  ring,"  said  his  lover,  "is  the  magic 
ring  given  long  ago  to  a  mortal,  and  it  is 
what  you  say  it  is.  It  was  given  to  your 
ancestor  by  a  lady  of  my  house,  that  he  might 
build  her  a  garden  and  a  house  like  her 
own  palace  and  garden  in  her  own  land. 
So  that  this  place  is  built  partly  by  his 
love  and  partly  by  that  magic.  She  never 
lived  to  see  it.  That  was  the  price  of  the 
magic." 

It  must  have  been  English  that  she  spoke, 
for  otherwise  how  could  the  children  have 
understood  her?  Yet  the  words  were  not 
like  mademoiselle's  way  of  speaking. 

"Except  from  children,"  her  voice  went 
on,  "  the  ring  exacts  a  payment.  You  paid 
for  me,  when  I  came  by  your  wish,  by  this 
terror  of  madness  that  you  have  since  known. 
Only  one  wish  is  free." 

"  And  that  wish  is  ?  " 

"  The  last,"  she  said     "  Shall  I  wish  ?  "  - 

"  Yes — wish,"  they  said,  all  of  them. 

"  I  wish,  then,"  said  Lord  Yalding's  lover, 
"that  all  the  magic  this  ring  has  wrought 
may  be  undone,  and  that  the  ring  itself  may 
be  no  more  and  no  less  than  a  charm  to 
bind  thee  and  me  together  for  evermore." 

She  ceased.  And  as  she  ceased  the 
enchanted  light  died  away — the  windows  of 
granted  wishes  went  out,  like  magic-lantern 
pictures.  Gerald's  candle  faintly  lighted  a 
rudely-arched  cave,  and  where  Psyche's  statue 
had  been  was  a  stone  with  something  carved 
on  it. 

Gerald  held  the  light  low. 

"  It  is  her  grave,"  the  girl  said. 

Next  day  no  one  could  remember  anything 
at  all  exactly.  But  a  good  many  things  were 
changed. 
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ALL  THE  CROWD   WAS   BATHED   IN    WHITKNESS. 
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*' GERALD   HELD  THE  LIGHT  LOW." 

There  was  no  ring  but  the  plain  gold  ring 
that  mademoiselle  found  clasped  in  her  hand 
when  she  woke  in  her  own  bed  in  the 
morning. 

More  than  half  the  jewels  in  the  panelled 
room  were  gone,  and  those  that  remained 
had  no  panelling  to  cover  them  ;  they  just 
lay  bare  on  the  velvet-covered  shelves.  There 
was  no  pas.sage  at  the  back  of  the  Temple  of 
Flora.  Quite  a  lot  of  the  secret  passages 
and  hidden  rooms  had  disappeared.  And 
there  were  not  nearly  so  many  statues  in  the 
garden  as  everyone  had  supposed,  and  large 
pieces  of  the  castle  were  missing,  and  had  to 
be  replaced  at  great  expense.  From  which 
we  may  conclude  that  Lord  Yalding^s 
ancestor  had  used  the  ring  a  good  deal  to 
help  him  in  his  building. 

However,  the  jewels  that  were  left  were 
quite  enough  to  pay  for  everything. 

The  suddenness  with  which  all  the  ring- 


magic  was  undone  was  such  a 
shock  to  everyone  concerned 
that  they  now  almost  doubt  that 
any  magic  ever  happened. 

But  it  is  certain  that  Lord 
Yalding  married  the  French 
governess,  and  that  a  plain  gold 
ring  was  used  in  the  ceremony, 
and  this,  if  you  come  to  think 
of  it,  could  be  no  other  than  the 
magic  ring,  turned,  by  that  last 
wish,  into  a  charm  to  keep 
him  and  his  wife  together  for 
ever. 

Also,  if  all  this  story  is  non- 
sense and  a  make-up — if  Gerald 
and  Jimmy  and  Kathleen  and 
Mabel  have  merely  imposed  on 
my  trusting  nature  by  a  pack 
of  unlikely  inventions — how  do 
you  account  for  the  paragraph 
which  appeared  in  the  papers 
the  day  after  the  magic  of  the 
mooorising  ? 

"  Mysterious     Disappearance 
Well-Known   City  Man,"   it   said, 
:hen  went  on  to  say  how  a  gentle- 
well  known  and  much  respected  in 
:ial  circles  had  vanished,  leaving  no 

Ir.  U.  W.  Ugli,"  the  papers  continued, 
iicivi  remained  late,  working  at  his  office, 
as  was  his  occasional  habit.  The  office 
door  was  found  locked,  and  on  its  being 
broken  open  the  clothes  of  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  were  found  in  a  heap  on  th^  floor. 
Of  his  body  there  seemed  to  be  no  trace. 
The  police,  however,  are  stated  to  have  a 
clue." 

If  they  have  they  have  kept  it  to  them- 
selves. But  I  do  not  think  they  can  have  a 
clue,  because,  of  course,  that  respected 
gentleman  was  the  Ugly  VVugly  who  became 
real  when,  in  search  of  a  really  good  hotel, 
he  got  into  the  Hall  of  Granted  Wishes,  and 
became  real. 

And  if  none  of  this  story  ever  happened, 
how  is  it  that  those  four  children  are  such 
friends  with  Lord  and  Lady  Yalding  and 
stay  at  the  Towers  most  of  their  holidays  ? 

It  is  all  very  well  for  all  of  them  to  pretend 
that  the  whole  of  this  story  is  my  own 
invention. 

Facts  are  facts,  and  you  can't  explain  them 
away. 


The  End. 


Vol  xxxiv.-75. 
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NUKSE   AND   HKK  SOI.DIEK — BY   EDITH    MONOE,   AGED  9. 

HE  idea  of  the  Juveniles*  Salon 
in  the  Petit  Palais,  wherein  should 
be  exhibited  pictures  from  pen 
and  brush  wielded  by  juvenile 
fingers,  was  proposed  quite  in  a 
serious  moment,  by  a  well-known  doctor,  to 
the  exhibition  committee  The  big  artists 
of  the  day  have  their  salon  across  the  way ; 
why  should  not  the  children  of  artistic 
temperament  be  given  a  chance  to  display 
their  abilities  in  an  exhibition  that  was 
professedly  devoted  to  them?  Who  knew 
but  that,  even  as  the  Grand  Salon  brought 
to  ligVit  genius  that  had  been  hiding  itself 
under  a  bushel,  the  salon  in  the  Petit  Palais 
might  be  equally  successful  in  discovering 
buddinpj  geniuses  in  the  world  of  art  ? 


So  the  invitations  went  forth 
to  the  youngsters  in  the  Com- 
munal schools  of  Paris  and  its 
suburbs,  to  the  scholars  in  the 
first  forms  of  the  Government 
Lycdes,  and  to  those  little  ones 
who  were  still  studying  drawing 
and  painting  in  their  family 
circles,  to  contribute  to  what 
proved  to  be  the  most  unique 
picture  exhibition  of  modem 
times. 

Sketches  in  pen  and   pencil 

and  water-colours  poured  in  by 

thousands  from  the  moment  of 

the  announcement  till  the  closing 

hour ;  by  post  and  by  hand  they 

)     came,  framed  and  unframed,  on 

1     scraps  of  paper  torn  from  copy- 

'     books,    on    Bristol   board,   and 

on    canvas.       What    an    insight     into    the 

mysteries  of  the  childish  mind  the  exhibition 
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MORSE    DRINKING— BY  MAKCKL   LAUKEUILLE,  AGbO   6. 


bILDV  OK   A   HORSE,  "  CYRANO  "—BY   ROGER 
THOMMES,    AGED  5. 

*  ,  provided,  apart  from  the  artistic 
merits  or  demerits  of  the  individual 
pictures  displayed !  It  laid  bare  that 
wonderful  complex  thing  which  so 
few  grown-up  persons  can  under- 
stand, and  provided  them  with  a 
means  of  understanding  it.  The 
exhibition  was  divided  into  three 
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classes  as  to  p- 
ages.  The  first 
contained  the 
efforts  of  chil- 
dren aged  from 
five  to  seven 
years,  the 
second  from 
seven  to  nine, 
and  the  third 
from  nine  to 
twelve.  A  very 
admirable  idea 
this,  in  that  it 
made  the  judg- 
ing fairer  to  all 
concerned,  and 
assisted  one  to 
remark  the  evolution  and 
growth  of  infantile  ideas  con- 
cerning men  and  things. 

To  deal  with  this  unique 
collection  picture  by  picture 
is  obviously  impossible.  One 
can  only  generalize  on  the 
whole  exhibition,  illustrating 
it  with  specimens  from  the 
different  classes. 

No  one  passing  through  the 
Tuileries  Gardens  or  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne  on  a  fine  day  can 
fail   to  remark    the   Parisian 
nursemaid.     There  is  nothing 
young  or  giddy  about  her,  and 
when  out  with  her  charges  she 
does  not  leave  them  to  roam 
as   they  will  whilst  she  con- 
verses with  a  gendarme  or  a 
soldier,  whatever  she  may  do 
when  she  has  her  evening  out. 
Generally   she   will    be    seen 
with    five    or    six 
friendsof  her  kind 
seated  in  a  circle 
conversing      and 
sewing,  while  the 
children      play 
therein  ;   but  "  la 
nounou "  who 
came   under    the 
observation   of 
Mile.     Edith 
Monge  must  have 
been     an    excep- 
tion, since  Edith 
depicts  her  walk- 
ing  in   the    Bois 
with  "  M.  Martin 
du  28"  Regiment." 


THE  PARIS  METROPOLITAN   RAILWAY— BY  CHARLES  VANNUCCI,   AGED  9. 


POK  IKAIT  OK   MY  UOLL — BY  JEAN    KKOIS, 
AGED   7. 
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BSNON   FARM— BY  ROBERT  LABREUILLE,   AGED  7^. 


-  — T-,  And  if  the 
young  artist 
!  truthfully  de- 
picted the  flow- 
ing ribbons  of 
the  nurse,  she 
wore  a  pattern 
of  plaid  that 
would  have 
made  the  aver- 
age Parisienne 
stare,  used  as 
she    is   to   this 

, .     kmd  of  etoffe, 

.^         Although  the 
'^    ^     French     can 
scarcely  be  said 
to   be   devoted 
to  the  horse,  streing  how  they 
have  neglected  the  poor  crea- 
ture in  favour  of  the  automo- 
bile— and  this  reminds  me  of 
one   picture    of   a    string   of 
motor-cars   scaling  cliffs   and 
mountains — the  French  infant  ' 
is  as  ready  as  the  English  child 
to  reduce  the  noble  steed  to 
paper.     The  "  Horse    Drink- 
ing," by  a   youngster  of  six, 
here  reproduced,  is  extremely 
funny,  and  made  the  more  so 
by  its  colouring.     Bucephalus 
himself  was  bright  yellow  with 
a  dirty  brown  tail,  while  Alex- 
ander boasted  a  blue  jacket 
and    large    yellow    hat,  and, 
judging  from  the  one  hair  on 
his  chin,  had  been  vainly  en- 
deavouring to  raise  a  beard, 
which  at  this  moment  is  what 
the    young    Parisian    is    en- 
deavouring   his 
utmost     to     do. 
Please  do  not  fail 
to    note     the 
"study"  for   the 
grand    work, 
pasted  up  in  the 
left-hand    corner. 
Another  effort  in 
the  horse  drawing 
lineis*'Mon  Beau 
Cyrano,"    by   a 
child  of  five  years, 
who  had  evidently 
taken  his  toy  for 
a  model. 
Of  Parisian  views 
we  reproduce  the 
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Metroix)litan — the  new  elec- 
tric underground  railway  not 
long  opened  in  Paris.  This 
is  an  ink  drawing,  and,  if 
the  youth  of  nine  who  did 
it  has  faithfully  copied  the 
metals,  it  is  no  longer  diffi- 
cult to  understand  why  there 
are  so  many  accidents  on 
this  line.  The  nursery  has 
afforded  us  "  Le  Portrait  de 
ma  Poup^e,''  in  water-colours 
—  a  very  substantial  little 
doll  it  would  seem,  who  is 
apparently  off  on  a  shooting 
excursion,  seeing  that '  he 
carries  a  gun  and  the  dog  is 
waiting  for  him. 

The   next   example,   "La 


DANTE— BY  THAD06B  STYKA,  AGED   II. 


and  study  will  produce  in 
years  to  come.  It  is  to  illus- 
trate this  that  I  have  left  to 
the  last  the  best  specimens 
of  work  shown  in  the  salon, 
specimens  finding  a  place 
in  the  third  class,  the  artists 
in  the  three  instances  illus- 
trated being  eleven  years 
old. 

Take  the  monochrome 
study  of  a  head  in  oils ; 
I  think  the  head  is  that  of 
Dante.  It  is  beautifully 
executed,  and  yet  the  artist, 
Fhadd^e  Styka,  is  not  older 
than  eleven.  This  head  is 
the  best  of  five  pictures  he 
exhibited,  all  of  which  it  is 
hard  to  believe  were  done 
by  a  boy  of  such  tender 
years.  Again,  take  "  UEglise  St  Jean,"  by 
Pierre  Poiterin,  who  showed  several  studies, 
from  which  it  was  easy  to  see  the  possi- 
bility of  this  youth  developing  one  day 
into  a  clever  all  -  round  artist,  although 
architectural  work  is  undoubtedly  his  forte. 
And,  lastly,  a  tiny  coloured  pen  -  and  -  ink 
sketch  by  "Isabelle,"  as  it  was  signed. 
How  capitally  it  carries  out  the  joke 
above  it,  and  how  well  it  is  executed  for 
a  child  of  her  few  years  ! 

If  it  were  possible,  it  would  be  interesting 
to  watch  the  progress  of  many  of  these 
infantile  exhibitors  and  note  where  they 
eventually  land  in  the  world  of  art,  for 
undoubtedly  the  ability  displayed  by  many 
of  them  is  above  the  average ;  but  more 
interesting  still  would  be  the  adoption  of  the 
idea  here  in  connection  with  some  exhibition 
of  the  future. 


TMH  CHLKCH  OF  ST.  JEAN  —  UY  I'lERKK  JVITEKIN,  AUKO  II. 

Ferme  d'Esnon,"  is  by  a  seven-year-old 
boy.  Note  carefully  "  les  canards  "  on 
the  pond  —  what  noble  birds,  for  the 
breed  of  which  alone  the  farm  should 
become  famous  ;  and  also  the  tree,  with 
which  the  soil  does  not  quite  seem 
to  agree. 

To  the  elder  eye  these  childish  efforts 
are,  if  nothing  more,  certainly  amusing. 
No  doubt  the  success  which  attended 
them,  in  that  they  have  been  displayed 
in  the  exhibition,  will  inspire  their  crea- 
tors with  hope  and  urge  them  at  least  to 
persevere  ;  and,  crude  as  these  attempts 
appear,  there  is  no  telling  what  patience 


A   WATKR-COLOUR   SKKTCH— BY  "  ISABEtLE,**  AGED  XT, 
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[  We  shall  be  ^lad  to  receive  Contributions  to  this  section^  and  to  pay  for  such  as  are  accepted.^ 
Copyrighl,  19C7,  by  George  Newnes,  Limited. 

A  "BIG  WHEEL'   RUN  BY 'WATER. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  a  big  wheel  now 
in  operation  at  an  amusement  park  near  this 
city.  It  is  run  by  water  and  is  claimed  to  be  the 
only  one  of   its  kind    in  the  world.     The  water  is 


L. 


forced  to  the  top  of  the  wheel  through  a  large  pipe 
which  extends  up  along  the  side  and  enters  into  a 
series  of  buckets  which  cover  the  out- 
side rim  of  the  wheel.  The  weight  of 
the  water  in  the  buckets  causes  the 
wheel  to  rotate,  the  buckets  emptying 
themselves  as  the  wheel  goes  round. 
The  wheel  works  on  the  same  principle 
as  an  old-time  mill-wheel.  The  tops 
of  the  cars  which  carry  the  passengers 
are  covered  with  canvas,  so  if  leak- 
ages take  place  they  do  not  get  wet. 
The  water  falling  from  the  buckets  gives 
a  very  pretty  effect.  —Mr.  Chas.  Home- 
wood,  Hotel  Hummel,  Waterloo,  Iowa. 


will  only  go  to  this  gentleman  or  his  wife,  and  will 
not  have  anything  to  do  with  strangers. — Mr.  Gilbert 
Hogg,  Strickland  Gate,  Kendal. 

PADLOCKED    POSTS. 

PADLOCKED  posts,  such  as  these,  may  be  seen 
in  the  narrow  alleys  of  the  City.  This,  how- 
ever is  not  a  provision  against  theft.  It  is  to  enable 
the  passage  of  fire-engines  and  appliances  through 
these  narrow  alleys.  The  posts  are  sawn  through 
and  hinged,  and  so  may  be  laid  flat  on  the  ground. — 
Mr.  C.  Horner,  Alexandra  Road,  Hounslow. 


A  TAME  ROBIN. 

THE  second  photograph  is  of  a  robin 
which  comes  every  day  when 
whistled  for  to  be  fed,  and  feeds  out  of 
the  hand  of  the  gentleman  in  the  pic- 
ture ;  it  comes  twice  or  three  times  a 
day,  and  once  or  twice  when  it  has 
come  down  and  no  notice  has  l>een 
taken  of  it,  it  fluttered  about  and  piped 
till  it  attracted  attention.     The  robin 
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CHINESE  WATCH-TOWERS. 

THIS    is  a   photograph    of  one   of  the   curious 
sham  watch  -  towers   dotted   about    the   plain 
among  the  Western  Hills  near  Peking.     They  are  in 


L 


A    NARROW    ESCAPE. 

THE  above  photograph  shows  the  remarkable 
effect  of  the  bursting  of  a  muzzle- loading  gun 
which  was  being  used  for  the  purpose  of  bird-scaring 
by  a  man  in  the  employ  of  Mr.  John  Sutton,  farmer, 
of  Swanley,  Kent.  AUhough  the  barrel  was  split 
practically  from  breech  to  muzzle,  and  assumed  such 
an  extraordinary  shape,  the  man  was  entirely  un- 
injured, but  perhaps  somewhat  more  scared  than  the 
birds. — Mr.  Charles  Blanks,  Dartford. 


THE   AIR -PLANT. 

MY  photograph  represents  a  leaf 
of  what  is  here  commonly 
known  as  the  Air-plant,  with  six  young 
plants  growing  out  of  it.  After  the 
leaf  had  lain  a  week  on  my  bookshelf  a 
little  plant  made  its  appearance  at  each 
angle  of  the  scallops.  Oiily  six  of  these 
continued  to  grow,  and  attained  their 
present  height  (three  inches)  in  about 
fifty  days,  at  the  end  of  which  they 
showed  signs  of  fading,  and  this  only 
when  the  parent  leaf  was  sapped  of  all 
nourishment  and  was  dry. — Surgeon  C. 
Delgruyther,  Murree  Hills,  IndiaX 


commanding  positions,  and  are  to  all  appearance 
fortified  towers  with  battlements,  and  cannon  ready  at 
each  window.  But  the  tower  has  no  entrance,  and 
no  inside  except  earth,  while  the  cannon  are  black 
circles  painted  on  wooden  boards  smeared  with 
paint.  The  wood  and  stones  are  crumbling  away 
with  the  sun,  snow,  rain,  and  frost.  —  Mr.  S.  Beggin, 
Alsager,  Cheshire. 

CHAMELEON  CASTING  ITS  COAT. 

THIS  chameleon  was  brought  from  Morocco  last 
December,  and  it  has  lived  in  perfect  health 
for  eight  months  in  Cumberland,  througn  a  prolonged 
winter  and  a  cold,  wet  summer.  It  has  been  fed  on 
flies,  caterpillars,  and  crickets.  A  day  or  two  pre- 
viously it  began  turning  white  in  patches  as  thouch 
attacked  by  some  disease,  and  on  August  25th  the 
skin  began  to  split  and  loosen  in"  great  flakes,  and  it 
was  then  discovered  that  the  chameleon  was  casting 
its  skin.  The  photograph  was  taken  by  me  just 
before  the  skin  fell  off".  The  skin  of  the  head,  b«ck 
legs,  and  tail  remains  as  yet  unchanged.  —  Miss 
Decima  Graham,  Edmond  Castle,  Carlisle. 
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PLANTED  ROOTS  UPWARD. 

SOME  years  ago  this  elm  tree  was  planted  in  a 
garden  at  one  of  our  Clyde  watering-places, 
but  contrary  to  the  laws  of  Nature  it  was  planted 
with  the  roots  up — this  being  done  merely  for  the 
sake  of  an  experiment.  It  is  now  a  most  healthy 
specimen  of  its  kind,  and  one  can  only  conclude  from 
this  that  the  rightful  branches  have  gallantly  under- 
taken to  do  the  obscure  work  for  once. — Mr.  A.  II. 
Brown,  I,  Broomhill  Avenue,  Pariick,  W. 

A  DANGEROUS   PET. 

ALADV  in  Jubbulpore,  India,  has  a  pet  tiger 
cub  which  is  being  nursed  by  a  goat.  A 
photograph  taken  when  it  was  about  seven  weeks  old 
shows  the  cub  with  its  foster-mother,  which  has  to  be 
blindfolded  during  the  nursing  process.  The  lady 
hopes  to  be  able  to  keep  the  tiger  **  kitten  "  for  some 
lime,  but  experience  has  shown  that  a  pet  of  this  kind 
becomes  soaiewhat  dangerous  when  five  or  six 
months  old.  Even  now,  when  rolled  over  in  its 
gambols  with  a  puppy,  it  shows  its  temper  by  retaliating  " 
with  a  smack,  though  it  purrs  like  a  cat  when  pleased. 
— Mr.  H.  E.  Muir,  149,  Oak  wood  Court,  Kensington. 


THE  SNAKES-HEAD  CHRYSALIS. 

THIS  is  a  most  remarkable  in- 
stance of  what  might  be  called 
"Protective  Mimicry."  It  is  the 
photograph  of  the  chrysalis  of  a 
large  moth   found   in  Upper  Burma. 

The     chrysalis    

is  fixed  by  its 
tail  to  a  small 
branch,  and 
bears  a  striking 
resemblance  to 
the  head  of  a 
bird -eating 
snake  which  is 
found  in  the 
same  neigh- 
bourhood.— 


Mr.    Hugh 
Main,   B.Sc, 
Almondale,  Buckingham 
Road,  S.  Woodford,  N.E. 


A  STRAY  DOG  THAT  WON  FAME  AND  FORTUNE. 

11'  is  rarely,  if  ever,  one  hears  of  a  stray  dog  found 
practically  starving  in  the  streets  of  a  great  city 
ultimately  rising  to  the  pinnacle  of  fame  and  bringing 
to  its  kindly  benefactor  a  fortune.  Such,  however,  is 
the  history  of  the  celebrated  dog  Brigadier,  who 
forty  years  ago,  after  being  hustled  and  bustled  about 
the  streets  of  Manchester,  found  a  sympathetic  friend 
in  the  late  Mr.  Foulkes  of  that  city.  Fmding  the  dog 
destitute  in  the  street  Mr.  Foulkes  took  it  home,  and 


by  careful  training  succeeded  in  winning  the  much- 
coveted  Waterloo  Cup  w  ith  him.  With  the  money  thus 
won  Mr.  Foulkes  purchased  an  hotel  at  Withington, 
near  Manchester,  which  he  re-nanied  The  Waterloo, 
after  the  success  of  the  dog.  Mr.  Foulkes  died 
leaving  a  fortune.  The  hotel  is  still  in  possession 
of  the  deceased  gentleman's  family,  and  theie  may  he 
seen  in  a  quiet,  secluded  spot  of  the  hotel  grounds  a 
tombstone  erected  to  the  memory  of  Brigadier.  As 
will  be  seen  from  the  photograph  the  grave  is 
reverently  preserved.  —  Mr.  P.  L.  Glendenning, 
82,  Gordon  Hill,  Enfield,  N. 
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all  of  which  are  clearly  discernible.  They  are 
draped  with  an  art  muslin  that  matches  the  soft 
colouring  of  the  wall,  and  the  arrangement,  which 
is  continued  in  other  parts  of  the  room,  is 
much  admired.  —  The  Rev.  J.  W.  McGahey, 
Fauresmith,  Orange  River  Colony. 


THE  BURNING  OF  A  SHOT  TOWER— AND  AFTER. 

IN  January  we  had  a  serious  fire  here,  resulting  in 
the  gutting  of  our  shot  tower.  The  photograph 
represents  the  condition  of  it  after  the  fire.  Along 
with  it  I  am  sending  you  a  photograph  of  a  cast-iron 
pot  full  of  lead,  as  it  was  drawn  from  the  cUbris  at  the 
bottom  of  the  tower.  This  pot,  weighing  about  thirty 
hundredweight  and  containing  thirty  hundredweight 


THE  THRUSH  AND  THE  CHOCOLATE  EGG. 

AT  a  children's  party,  where  several  chocolate 
eggs  were  hidden  in  the  garden,  this  egg 
was  put  into  a  thrush's  nest  where  there  was 
already  an  ^g  of  her  own.  It  was  not  found 
until  the  following  day,  when  it  was  in  the 
condition  shown.  The  bird  had  come  and  found 
the  strange-looking  egg  and  begun  to  eat  it, 
and  then,  softening  the  hole  with  the  warmth  of 
her  body,  laid  another  egg  in  it.  The  egg  is 
firmly  embedded  in  the  chocolate. — Mr.  Edward 
Cazalet,  Fairlawn,  Tonbridge. 


of  lead,  fell  from  a  height  of  about  one 
hundred  and  eighty  feet  without  being 
broken.  We  have  melted  out  ihe  lead,  and 
the  pot  is  now  as  sound  as  a  bell.  It  was 
made  by  a  local  firm,  Messrs.  Mowle  and 
Meacocic,  and  ought  to  be  some  testimony 
to  the  excellence  of  their  work. — Mr.  II. 
Davison,  Messrs.  Walker,  Parker,  and  Co., 
Ltd.,  Lead  Works,  Chester. 


A  "STRAND"   PICTURE  GALLERY. 

IN  this  far-away  corner  of  the  Empire 
picture-lovers  have  no  Tate  Gallery  to 
minister  to  their  perceptions  of  the  beautiful. 
However,  a  substitute  is  found  in  the  ex- 
cellent series  of  reproductions  that  have 
reached  us  through  Thk  bTRANU  Maga- 
zine this  year  ;  and  I  enclose  a  phot(^raph 
which  shows  a  section  of  a  study- wall 
adorned    with   pictures  from    that   source, 
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'SIMI-H-Hl'    WARNED   THE   GIRL,    AND   SHE   LAID   A   FLNGER   ON    HER   LIPS." 
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The  Chase  of  the  Golden  Plate. 

By    JACQUES     FUTRELLE. 


A  STORY  IN  THREE  PARTS. 


Part  1.— THE   BURGLAR   AND  THE   GIRL. 


ARDINAL  RICHELIEU  and 
the  Mikado  stepped  Out  on  a 
narrow  balcony  overlooking  the  ' 
entrance  to  Seven  Oaks,  lighted 
their  cigarettes,  and  stood  idly 
watching  the  throng  as  it  poured 
up  the  wide  marble  steps.  Here  was  an  over- 
corpulent  Dowdger  Empress  of  China,  there 
an  Indian  warrior  in  full  paint  and  toggery, 
and  mincing  along  behind  him  two  giggling 
Geisha  girls.  Next,  in  splendid  robes  of 
rank,  came  the  Czar  of  Russia.  The  Mikado 
smiled. 

"  An  old  enemy  of  mine,"  he  remarked  to 
the  Cardinal. 

A  Watteau  shepherdess  was  assisted  out 
of  a  motor-car  by  Christopher  Columbus, 
and  they  came  up  the  walk  arm  in  arm, 
while  a  Pierrette  ran  beside  them,  laughing 
up  into  their  faces.  D'Artagnan,  Athos, 
Aram  Is,  and  Porthos  swaggered  along  with 
insolent,  clanking  swords. 

'*  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  the  Cardinal,  "  there 
are  four  gentlemen  whom  I  know  well.'' 

^Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  Pocahontas,  the 
Sultan  of  'i'urkey,  and  Mr.  Micawber  chatted 
amicably  together  in  one  language.  Behind 
them  came  a  figure  which  immediately 
arrested  attention.  It  was  a  Burglar,  with 
dark  lantern  in  one  hand  and  revolver  in  the 
other.  A  black  mask  was  drawn  down  to 
his  lips,  a  slouch  hat  shaded  his  eyes,  and  a 
kit  of  the  tools  of  his  profession  swung  from 
one  shoulder. 

"  By  George  ! "  commented  the  Cardinal. 
"Now,  that's  clever." 

**  Looks  like  the  real  thing,"  the  Mikado 
added. 

The  Burglar  stood  aside  a  moment,  allow- 
ing a  diamond-burdened  Queen  Elizabeth  to 
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pass,  then  came  on  up  th^  steps.  The 
Cardinal  and  the  Mikado  passed  through  an 
open  window  into  the  reception-room  to 
witness  his  arrival. 

"  Her  Majesty  Queen'  Elizabeth  !  "  the 
graven-faced  servant  announced.' 

The  Burglar  handed  a  card  to  the  liveried 
Voice,  and  noted,  with  obvious  amusement, 
a  fleeting  expression  of  astonishment  on  the 
stolid  face.  Perhaps  it  was  there  because 
the  card  had  been  offered  in  the  hand  which 
held  the  revolver.  The  Voice  glanced  at 
the  name  on  the  card  and  took  a  deep  breath 
of  relief. 

"  Bill  the  Burglar  !  "  he  announced. 

There  was  a  murmur  of  astonishment  and 
interest  in  the  reception  hall  and  tl|p  ball- 
room beyond.  Thus  it  was  that  the  Burglar 
found  himself  the  centre  of  attention  for  a 
moment,  while  a  ripple  of  laughter  ran 
around.  The  entrance  of  a  Clown,  bounding 
in  behind  him,  drew  all  eyes  away,  however, 
and  the  Burglar  was  absorbed  in  the  crowd. 

It  was  only  a  few  minutes  later  that 
Cardinal  Richelieu  and  the  Mikado,  seeking 
diversion,  isolated  the  Burglar  and  dragged 
him  off  to  the  smoking-room.  There  the  Czar 
of  Russia,  who  was  on  such  terms  of  intimacy 
with  the  Mikado  that  he  called  him  "  Mike," 
joined  them,  and  they  smoked  together. 

"  How  did  you  ever  come  to  hit  on  a 
costume  like  that  ?  "  asked  the  Cardinal  of 
the  Burglar. 

The  Burglar  laughed,  disclosing  two  rows 
of  strong  white  teeth,  and  a  cleft  in  the 
square-cut,  clean-shaven  chin  visible  below 
the  mask  became  more  pronounced.  A 
woman  would  have  called  it  a  dimple. 

"  I  wanted  something  different,"  he  ex- 
plained.    "  I  couldn't  imagine  anything  more 
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•  ItKTTER    NOT   DO   THAT,'   SLXKIESTEO   THB   BURr.l.AR,   CASUALLY.     '  IT* S   LOADF.n.' " 


extraordinary  than  a  real  burglar  here  ready 
to  do  business,  so  I  came." 

"  It's  lucky  the  police  didn't  see  you," 
remarked  the  Czar. 

Again  the  Burglar  laughed.  He  was 
evidently  a  good-natured  craftsman,  despite 
his  sinister  garb. 

"That  was  my  on^  fear— that  I  should  be 
pinched  before  I  arrived,"  he  re[)lied. 
**  Pinched,  1  may  explain,  is  a  technical  term 
in  my  profession,  meaning  jugged,  nabbed, 
collared,  run  in.  It  .seemed  that  my  fears 
had  some  foundation,  too,  for  when  I  drove 
up  in  my  mctor-car  and  stepped  out  a  couple 
of  plain  clothes  men  stared  at  me  pretty  hard." 

He  laid  aside  the  dark  lantern  and  revolver 
to  light  a  fresh  cigarette.  The  Mikado  picked 
up  the  lantern  and  flashed  the  light  on  and 


off  several  times,  while  the  Czar  sighted  the 
revolver  at  the  floor. 

"Better  not  do  that,"  suggested  the 
Burglar,  casually.     "  It's  loaded." 

"  Loaded  ?  "  repeated  the  Czar.  He  laid 
down  the  revolver  gingerly. 

"I  can  assure  you  it  is,"  and  the  Burglar 
laughed  quizzically.  "  I'm  the  real  thing, 
you  see  —  puff"!  pufl"!  —  so  naturally  my 
revolver  is  loaded.  I  think  I  ought  to  be 
able  to  make — pufl"!  pufl"! — quite'  a  good 
haul,  as  we  say,  before— puff!  puff!— un- 
masking time." 

"  If  you're  as  clever  as  your  appearance 
would  indicate,"  said  the  Cardinal,  admir- 
ingly, "  I  see  no  reason  why  it  shouldn't  be 
worth  while.  You  might,  for  instance,  make 
a  collection  of  Elizabethan  jewels.     I  have 
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noticed  four  Klizabelhs  so  far,  and  it's  early 
yel." 

"  Oh,  I'll  make  it  pay,"  the  Burglar  assured 
him,  lightly.  "  Tm  pretty  clever  ;  practised 
a  good  deal,  you  know,  just  to  show  you 
that  1  am  an  expert,  here  are  a  watch  and  pin 
I  took  from  my  friend  the  Czar  five  minutes 
ago." 

He  extended  a  well-gloved  hand  in  which 
lay  the  watch  and  diamond  pin.  The  Czar 
stared  at  them  a  moment  in  frank  astonish- 
ment, felt  himself  all  over  in  sudden  trepi 
dation,  then  laughed  sheepishly.  The 
Mikado  tilted  his  cigar  up  to  a  level  with 
the  slant  eyes  of  his  mask  and  laughed. 

"  In  the  language  of  diplomacy,  Nick,''  he 
told  the  Czar,  "you  are  what  is  known  as 
*  easy.'  1  thought  1  had  convinced  you  of  that." 

"  Gad,  you  are  clever ! "  remarked  the 
Cardinal.  "  I  might  have  used  you  along 
with  D'Artagnan  and  the  others." 

The  Burglar  laughed  again,  and  stood  up 
lazily. 

"  Come  on,  this  is  stupid,"  he  suggested. 
"  Let's  go  out  and  see  what's  doing." 

"  I  say,  just  between  ourselves,  tell  us  who 
you  are,"  urged  the  Czar.  "  Your  voice 
seems  familiar,  but  I  can't  place  you." 

"Wait  till  unmasking  time,"  retorted  the 
Burglar,  good-naturedly.  "  Then  you'll  know. 
Or,  if  you  think  you  could  bribe  that  stone 
image  who  took  my  card  at  the  door,  you 
might  try.  He'll  remember  me.  I  never 
saw  a  man  so  startled  in  all  my  life  as  he  was 
when  I  appeared." 

The  quartet  sauntered  out  into  the  ball- 
room just  as  the  signal  for  the  grand  march 
was  given.  A  few  minutes  later  the  kaleido- 
scopic picture  began  to  move.  Steven 
Randolph,  the  host,  as  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 
and  his  superb  wife,  as  Cleopatra,  looked 
upon  the  mass  of  colour,  and  gleaming 
shoulders  and  jewels,  and  brilliant  uniforms, 
and  found  it  good — extremely  good. 

*Mr.  Randolph  smiled  behind  his  mask  at 
the  striking  incongruities  on  every  hand — 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Mr.  Micawber,  Cardinal 
Richelieu  and  a  Pierrette,  a  Clown  dancing 
attendance  on  Marie  Antoinelte.  The  Czar 
of  Russia  paid  deep  and  devoted  attention  to 
a  light-footed  Geisha  girl,  while  the  Mikado 
and  Folly,  a  jingling  thing  of  bells  and 
abbreviated  skirts,  romped  together. 

The  grotesque  figure  of  the  march  was  the 
Burglar.  His  revolver  was  thrust  carelessly 
into  a  pocket,  and  the  dark  lantern  hung  at 
his  belt.  He  was  pouring  a  stream  of  pleas- 
ing nonsense  into  the  august  ear  of  Lady 
Macbeth,  nimbly  seeking  at  the  same  time 


to  evade  the  pompous  train  of  the  Dowager 
Empress.  The  grand  march  came  to  an- 
end,  and  the  chattering  throng  broke  up  into 
little  groups. 

Cardinal  Richelieu  strolled  along  with  a 
Pierrette  on  his  arm. 

"  Business  good  ? "  he  inquired  of  the 
Burglar. 

"  Expect  it  to  be,"  was  the  reply. 

The  Pierrette  came,  and  standing  on  her 
tiptoes — silly,  impractical  sort  of  toes  they 
were — made  a  moue  at  the  Burglar. 

"  Oooh  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  You  are 
perfectly  horrid  ! " 

"  Thank  you,"  retorfed  the  Burglar. 

He  bowed  gravely,  and  the  Cardinal  with 
his  companion  passed  on.  I'he  Burglar  stood 
gazing  after  them  a  moment,  then  glanced 
around  the  room  curiously  two  or  three  times. 
He  might  have  been  looking  for  someone. 
Finally  he  wandered  away  aimlessly  through 
the  crowd. 

IL 
Half  an  hour  later  the  Burglar  stood 
alone,  thoughtfully  watching  the  dancers  as 
they  whirled  by.  A  light  hand  fell  on  his 
arm — he  started  a  little— and  a  soft  voice 
.sounded  in  his  ear,  soft  with  t'le  tone  of  a 
caress. 

"  Excellent,  Dick,  excellent !  " 

The  Burglar  turned  quickly,  to  face  a 
girl — an  American  girl  of  the  Golden  W^est, 
with  deliciously  rounded  chin,  slightly  parted 
rose-red  lips,  and  sparkling,  eager  eyes  as  blue 
as — as  blue  as — well,  they  were  blue  eyes. 
An  envious  mask  hid  cheeks  and  brow,  byt 
a  sombrero  was  perched  arrogantly  on* crisp, 
ruddy  gold  hair,  flaunting  a  tricoloured  ribbon. 
A  revolver  swung  at  her  hip — the  wrong  hip 
— and  a  bowie-knife,  singularly  inoffensive  in 
appearance,  was  thrust  through  her  girdle. 
The  Burglar  looked  curiously  a  moment,  then 
smiled. 

"  How  did  you  know  me?  "  he  asked. 

"  By  your  chin,"  she  replied.  "  You  can 
never  hide  yourself  behind  a  mask  that 
doesn't  cover  that." 

The  Burglar  touched  his  chin  with  one 
gloved  hand. 

"  I  forgot  that,"  he  remarked,  ruefully. 

"  Hadn't  you  seen  me  ?  " 

"  No." 

The  Girl  drew  nearer  and  laid  one  hand 
lightly  on  his  arm  ;  her  voice  dropped 
mysteriously. 

"  Is  everything  ready  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  he  assured  her  quickly.  His 
voice,  too,  was  lowered  cautiously. 

"  Did  you  come  in  the  car  ?  " 
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"  Yes." 

"  And  the  little  casket  ?  " 

For  an  instant  the  Burglar  hesitated. 

"  The  casket !  "  he  repeated. 

**  Certainly,  the  casket.  Did  you  get  it  all 
right  ?  " 

The  Burglar  looked  at  her  with  a  new, 
business-like  expression  on  his  lips.  The 
Girl  returned  his  steady  gaze  for  an  instant, 
then  her  eyes  dropped.  A  faint  colour 
glowed  in  her  white  chin.  The  Burglar 
suddenly  laughed  admiringly. 

"  Yes,  I  got  it,"  he  said. 

She  took  a  deep  breath  quickly,  and  her 
white  hands  fluttered *a  little. 

"We  shall  have  to  go  in  a  few  minutes, 
sha'n't  we?"  she  asked,  uneasily. 

"  I  suppose  so,"  he  replied. 

"Certainly  before  unmasking  time,"  she 
said,  "because — because  I  think  there  is 
someone  here,  who  knows  or  suspects 
that " . 

"  Suspects  what  ?  "  demanded  the  Burglar. 

"'Sh-h-h-h !"  warned  the  girl,  and  she  laid 
a  finger  on  her  lips.  "  Not  so  loud.  Some- 
one might  hear.  Here  are  some  people 
coming  now  that  Tm  afraid  of  They  know 
me.  Meet  me  in  the  conservatory  in  five 
minutes.  I  don't  want  them  to  see  me 
talking  to  you." 

She  moved  away  quickly,  and  the  Burglar 
looked  after  her  with  admiration  and  some 
impalpable  quality  other  than  that  in  his  eyes. 
He  was  turning  away  toward  the  conservatory 
when  he  ran  into  the  arms  of  an  over-sized 
man  lumpily  clad  in  the  dress  of  a  Pirate. 
The  lumpy  individual  stood  back  and  sized 
him  up. 

"I  say,  young  fellow,  that's  a  swell  rig 
you've  got  there,"  he  remarked. 

The  Burglar  glanced  at  him  in  polite 
astonishment — perhaps  it  was  the  tone  of  the 
remark. 

"(Had  you  like  it,"  he  said,  coldly,  and 
passed  on. 

As  he  waited  in  the  conservatory  the 
amusement  died  out  of  his  eyes  and  his  lips 
were  drawn  into  a  straight,  sharp  line.  He 
had  seen  the  lumpy  individual  speak  to 
another  man,  indicating  generally  the  direc- 
tion of  the  conservatory  as  he  did  so.  After 
a  moment  the  Girl  returned  in  deep  agitation. 

"  VV^e  must  go  now,  at  once,"  she  whispered, 
hurriedly.  "They  suspect  us.  I  know  it, 
I  know  it." 

"  I'm  afraid  so,"  said  the  Burglar,  grimly. 
"  That's  why  that  detective  spoke  to  me. 

"  Detective  !  "  gasped  the  Girl. 

"  Yes  ;  a  detective  disguised  as  a  Pirate  " 


"Oh,  if  they  are  watching  us,  what  shall 
we  do  ?  " 

The  Burglar  glanced  out  and  saw  the  man 
to  whom  the  lumpy  individual  had  spoken 
coming  toward  the  conservatory,  and  turned 
suddenly  to  the  Girl. 

"  Do  you  really  want  to  go  with  me  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  Certainly,"  she  replied,  eagerly. 

"  You  are  making  no  mistake  ?  " 

"  No,  Dick,  no,"  she  said  ;  "  but  if  we  are 
caught " 

"Do  as  I  say  and v we  won't  be  caught," 
declared  the  Burglar.  His  tone  was  sharp, 
commanding  now.  "  You  go  on  alone 
toward  the  front  door.  Pass  out  as  if  to  get 
a  breath  of  fresh  air.  I'll  follow  in  a  minute  ; 
watch  for  me.  This  detective  is  getting  too 
curious  for  comfort.  Outside  we'll  take  the 
first  motor-car  and  run  for  it." 

He  thoughtfully  whirled  the  barrel  of  his 
revolver  in  his  fingers  as  he  stared  out  into  the 
ball-room.  The  Girl  clung  to  him  helplessly 
a  moment ;  her  hand  trembled  on  his  arm. 

"  I'm  frightened,"  she  confessed.  "  Oh, 
Dick,  if " 

"  Don't  lose  your  nerve  ! "  he  commanded. 
"  If  you  do  we  shall  both  be  caught.  Go  on 
now,  and  do  as  I  say.  Ill  come — but  I  may 
come  in  a  hurry.     Watch  for  me." 

For  just  a  moment  more  the  Girl  clung  to 
his  arm. 

"  Oh,  Dick,  you  darling  !  "  she  whispered  ; 
then  turning  she  left  him  there. 

From  the  door  of  the  conservatory  the 
Burglar  watched  her  splendid,  lithe  figure  as 
she  threaded  her  way  through  the  crowd. 
Finally  she  passed  beyond  his  view,  and  he 
sauntered  carelessly  toward  the  door.  Once 
he  glanced  back.  The  lumpy  individual  was 
following  slowly.  Then  he  saw  a  liveried 
servant  approach  the  host  and  whisper  tp 
him  excitedly. 

"  This  is  my  cue  to  move,"  the  Burglar 
told  himself  grimly. 

Still  watching,  he  saw  the  servant  point 
directly  at  him.  The  host,  with  a  sudden 
gesture,  tore  off  his  mask,  and  the  Burglar 
accelerated  his  pace. 

"  Stop  that  man  !  "  called  the  host. 

For  one  brief  instant  there  was  the  dead 
silence  which  follows  general  astonishment, 
and  the  Burglar  ran  for  the  door.  Several 
pairs  of  hands  reached  out  from  the  crowd 
toward  him. 

"  There  be  goes,  there ! "  exclaimed  the 
Burglar,  excitedly.  "  That  man  ahead.  I'll 
catch  him." 

The  ruse  opened  the  way,  and   he  went 
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through.     The  Girl  was  waiting  at  the  foot  swayed  as  he  landed   beside   her.      With  a 

of  the  steps  quick  twist  of  the  wheel  he  headed  out. 

"They're  coming!"    he    panted,    as    he  "Hurry,  Dick,  they're  coming!"  gasped  the 

dragged  her  along.     '*  Climb  into  that  last  Girl, 

car  on  the  end  there."  The   motor   beneath   them    whirred    and 

Without  a  word  the  Girl  ran  to  the  car  and  panted,  and  the  car  began  to  move, 

clambered  into  the  front  seat.     Several  men  "  Halt,  or  I'll  fire  !  "  came  another  cry. 

ran   out     of  the   house.      Wonderingly   her  **  Down  !  "  commanded  the  Burglar, 

eyes  followed  the  vague  figure  of  the  Burglar  His  hand  fell  on  the  Girl's  shoulder  heavily, 

as  he  ran  along  in  the  shadow  of  a  wall.     He  and  he  dragged  her  below  the  level  of  the 

paused  beneath  a  window,  picked  up  some-  seat.     Then,  bending  low  over  the  wheel,  he 

thing,  and  raced  for  the  car.  gave  the  car  half  power.     It  leapt  out  into 

"  Stop  him  !  "  came  a  cry.  the  road  in  the  path  of  its  own  light,  just  as 

The  Burglar  flung  his  burden  at  the  Girl's  there  came  a  pistol-shot  from  behind,  followed 

feet   with   a  clatter,   and   leaped.     The   car  instantly  by  another.     The  car  sped  on. 
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III. 
Steven  Randolph,  millionaire,  owner  of 
Seven  Oaks  and  host  of  the  maisked  ball,  was 
only  able  to  tell  the  police  what  had  hap- 
j)ened,  and  not  the  manner  of  its  happening. 
Briefly,  this  was  that  a  thief,  cunningly  dis- 
guised as  a  Burglar,  with  dark  lantern  and 
revolver  in  hand,  had  surreptitiously  attended 
the  masked  ball  by  entering  at  the  front  door 
and  presenting  an  invitation  card.  And 
when  Mr.  Randolph  got  thus  far  in  his  story 
even  he  couldn't  keep  his  face  straight. 

The  sum -total  of  everyone's  knowledge, 
therefore,  was  this  : — 

Soon  after  the  grand  march  a  servant 
entered  the  smoking-room  and  found  the 
Burglar  there  alone,  standing  beside  an  open 
window  looking  out.  This  smoking-room 
connected  by  a  corridor  with  a  small  dining- 
room  where  the  Randolph  gold  plate  was 
kept  in  ostentatious  seclusion.  As  the  ser- 
vant entered  the  smoking-room  the  Burglar 
turned  away  from  the  window  and  went  out 
into  the  ball-room.  He ,  did  not  carry  a 
bundle ;  he  did  not  appear  to  be  excited. 

Fifteen  or  twenty  minutes  later  the  servant 
discovered  that  eleven  plates  of  the  gold 
service,  valued  roughly  at  three  thousand 
pounds,  were  missing.  He  informed  Mr.  Ran 
dolph.  The  information,  naturally  enough, 
did  not  elevate  the  host*s  enjoyment  of  the 
ball,  and  he  did  things  hastily,  as  has  been 
shown. 

Meanwhile— that  is,  between  the  time  the 
Burglar  left  the  smoking  room  until  he  pas.sed 
out  of  the  front 'd^^'' — ^^  Burglar  had  talked 
earnestly  with  a  masked  GirL  It  was  estab- 
lished that  when  she  left  him  in  the  con- 
servatory she  went  out  of  the  front  door.  There 
she  was  joined  by  tlie  Burglar,  and  then  came 
their  sensational  flight  in  th^.  motor-car^— a 
forty  horse-power  car  thar  moved  like  the 
wind.  The  car  in  which  the  Burglar  had 
gone  to.  Seven  Oaks  was  left  behind ;  thus 
far  it  had  not  been  claimed. 

The  identity  of  the  Burglar  and  the  Girl 
made  the  mystery.  It  was  easy  to  conjecture 
— that's  what  the  police  said — how  the 
Burglar  got  away  with  the  gold  plate.  He 
went  into  the  smoking-room,  then  into  the 
dining-room,  dropped  the  gold  plate  into  a 
sack,  and  threw  the  sack  out  of  a  window. 
It  was  beautifully  simple.  Just  what  the  girl 
had  to  do  with  it  wasn't  very  clear  ;  perhaps 
a  score  or  more  articles  of  jewellery  which 
had  been  reported  missing  by  guests  engaged 
her  attention. 

It  was  also  easy  to  see  how  the  Burglar  and 
the  Girl  had  been  able  to  shake  off  pursuit 


by  the  police  in  two  other  motorcars.  The 
car  they  had  chosen  was  admittedly  the 
fastest  of  the  scores  there  ;  the  night  was 
pitch-dark — and,  besides,  a  Burglar  like  that 
was  liable  to  do  anything.  Two  shots  had 
been  fired  at  him  by  the  lumpy  Pirate,  who 
was  re.illy  Detective  Cunningham,  but  they 
had  only  spurred  him  on. 

These  things  were  easy  to  understand. 
But  the  identity  of  the  pair  was  a  different 
and  more  difficult  proposition,  and  there 
remained  the  task  of  dragging  them  out  of 
obscurity.  This  fell  to  the  lot  of  Detective 
Mallory,  who  represented  the  Supreme  Police 
Intelligence  of  the  district,  happily  combining 
a  No.  1 1  shoe  and  a  No.  6  hat.  He  was  a 
cautious,  suspicious,  far-seeing  man,  as  police 
detectives  go.  For  instance,  it  was  he  who 
explained  the  method  of  the  theft  with  a 
lucidity  that  was;  astounding. 

Detective  Mallory  and  two  or  three  of  his 
satellites  heard  Mr.  Randolph's  story,  the 
statements  of  the  servants,  then  the  state- 
ments of  his  two,  men  who  had  attended  the 
ball  in  costume— one  of  whom,  wearing  the 
get-up  of  a  Pirate,  had,  with  a  love  of  realism 
equal  to  that  of  the-  Burglar,  carried  his 
revolver  loaded.  After  all  this  Mr.  Mallory 
chewed  his  cigar  and  thought  violently  for 
several  minutes.  Mr.  Randolph  looked  on 
expectantly ;  he  didn't  want  to  miss  anything. 

"As  I  understand  it,  Mr.  Randolph,"  said 
the  Supreme  Police  Intelligence  at  last,  **  the 
invitation  cards  presented  •  at  the  door  by 
your  guests  each  bore  the  name  of  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  issued?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Randolph. 

"Ah  !  "  exclaimed  the  detective,  shrewdly. 
"Then  we  have  a  clue." 

"VV^here  are  those  cards,  Curtis?"  asked 
Mr.  Randolph  of  the  servant  who  had 
received  them  at  the  door. 

"  I  didn't  know  they  were  of  further  value, 
sir,  and  they  were  thrown  away — into  the  fire." 

Mr.  Mallory  was  crestfallen. 

"  Did  you  notice  if  the  card  presented  at 
the  door  by  the  Burglar  on  the  evening  of 
the  masked  ball  at  Seven  Oaks  bore  a 
name  ?  ''  he  asked.     He  liked  to  be  explicit. 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  noticed  it  particularly  because 
the  gentleman  was  dressed  so  queeriy." 

"  Do  you  remember  the  name  ?  " 

"No,  sir." 

"  Would  you  remember  it  if  you  saw  it  or 
heard  it  again  ?  " 

The  servant  looked  at  Mr.  Mallory  helplessly. 

"  I  don't  think  I  would,  sir,"  he  answered. 

"And  the  Girl  — did  you  notice  the  curd 
she  gave  you  ?  " 
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"  I  don't  remember  her  at  all,  sir.  Many 
of  the  ladies  wore  wraps  when  they  came  in, 
and  her  costume  would  not  have  been 
noticeable  if  she  had  one  on." 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  was  thoughtful 
for  another  few  minutes.  At  last  he  turned 
to  Mr.  Randolph  again. 

"  You  are  certain  there  was  only  one  man 
at  that  ball  dressed  as  a  Burglar  ?    he  asked. 

"  Yes,  thank  Heaven  ! "  replied  Mr. 
Randolph,  fervently.  "  If  there'd  been 
another  one  they  might  have  taken  the 
piano." 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  frowned. 

"  And  this  Girl  was  dressed  like  a  West 
American  girl?"  he  asked. 

"Yes.  A  sort  of  Spirit  of  the  West 
costume." 

"  And  no  other  woman  there  wore  such  a 
dress  ?  " 

**  No,"  responded  Mr.  Randolph. 

"  No,"  echoed  the  two  detectives. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Randolph,  how  many  invita- 
tions were  issued  for  the  ball  ?  " 

"  Three  or  four  hundred.  It's  a  big  house," 
Mr.  Randolph  apologized,  "  and  we  tried  to 
do  the  thing  properly." 

"  How  many  persons  do  you  suppose 
actually  attended  the  ball?" 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know.  Three  hundred, 
perhaps." 

Detective  Mallory  thought  again. 

"  It's  unquestionably  the  work  of  two  bold 
and  clever  professional  crooks,"  he  said  at 
last,  judicially,  and  his  satellites  hung  on  his 
words  eagerly.  "  It  has  every  ear-mark  of 
it.  They  perhaps  planned  the  thing  weeks 
before,  and  forged  invitation  cards,  or  per- 
haps stole  them — perhaps  stole  them." 

He  turned  suddenly  and  pointed  an 
accusing  finger  at  the  servant  Curtis. 

"  Did  you  notice  the  handwriting  on  the 
card  the  Burglar  gave  you  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  No,  sir.     Not  particularly." 

"  1  mean,  do  you  recall  if  it  was  different 
in  any  way  from  the  handwriting  on  the  other 
cards?"  insisted  the  Supreme  Intelligence. 

"  I  don't  think  it  was,  sir." 

"If  it  had  been,  would  you  have  noticed 
it?" 

"I — I  might  have,  sir." 

"Were  the  names  written  on  all  the 
invitation  cards  by  the  same  hand,  Mr. 
Randolph?" 

"  Yes.     My  wife's  secretary." 

Detective  Mallory  arose  and  paced  back- 
wards and  forwards  across  the  room,  with 
wrinkles  on  his  brow. 

"  Ah  ! "  he  said  at  last,  "  then  we  know  the 

Vol.  xxxiv. — 77. 


cards  were  not  forged,  but  stolen  from  some- 
one to  whom  they  had  been  sent.     We  know 

this    much ;    therefore '*     He    paused   a 

moment. 

"Therefore  all  that  must  be  done,"  Mr. 
Randolph  finished  the  sentence,  "  is  to  find 
from  whom  the  card  or  cards  were  stolen,  who 
presented  them  at  my  door,  and  who  got  away 
with  the  plate." 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  glared  at  him 
aggressively.  Mr.  Randolph's  face  was  per- 
fectly serious.  It  was  his  gold  plate,  you 
know. 

"Yes,  that's  it,"  Detective  Mallory 
assented.  "  Now  we'll  get  on  with  this  at 
once.  Downey,  you  get  that  car  the  Burglar 
left  at  Seven  Oaks,  and  find  its  owner  ;  also 
find  the  car  the  Burglar  and  the  Girl  escaped 
in.  Cunningham,  you  go  to  Seven  Oaks  and 
look  over  the  premises.  See  particularly  if 
the  Girl  left  a  wrap — she  didn't  wear  one 
away  from  there— and  follow  that  up. 
Blanton,  you  take  a  list  of  invited  guests  that 
Mr.  Randolph  will  give  you,  check  off  those 
persons  who  are  known  to  have  been  at  the 
ball,  and  find  out  all  about  those  who  were 
not,  and — follow  that  up." 

"Lord,  that'll  take  weeks,"  complained 
Blanton. 

The  Supreme  Intelligence  turned  on  him 
fiercely. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  demanded.  He  continued  to 
stare  for  a  moment,  and  Blanton  wrinkled  up 
in  the  baleful  glow  of  his  superior's  scorn. 
"  And,"  Detective  Mallory  added,  mag- 
nanimously, "  I  will  do  the  rest." 

Thus  the  campaign  was  planned  against 
the  Burglar  and  the  Girl. 

IV. 

Hutchinson  Hatch  was  a  newspaper 
reporter,  a  long,  lean,  hungry-looking  young 
man  with  an  insatiable  appetite  for  facts. 
This  last  was  perhaps  an  astonishing  trait 
in  a  reporter,  and  Hatch  was  positively 
finicky  on  the  point.  That's  why  his  editor 
believed  in  him.  If  Hatch  had  come  in 
and  told  his  editor  that  he  had  seen  a  blue 
elephant  with  pink  side-whiskers,  his  editor 
would  have  known  that  that  elephant  was 
blue — mentally,  morally,  physically,  spirit- 
ually, and  everlastingly — not  any  washed-out 
green  or  purple,  but  blue. 

Hatch  was  remarkable  in  other  ways,  too. 
For  instance,  he  believed  in  the  use  of  a  little 
human  intelligence  in  his  profession.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  on  several  occasions  he  had 
demonstrated  that  it  wcis  really  an  excellent 
thing — human  intelligence.      His  mind  w"" 
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well  poised,  his  methods  thorough,  his  style 
direct. 

Along  with  dozens  of  others,  Hatch  was 
at  work  on  the  Randolph  robbery,  and  knew 
what  the  others  knew — no  more.  He  had 
studied  the  case  so  closely  that  he  was 
beginning  to  believe,  strangely  enough,  that 
perhaps  the  police  were  right  in  their  theory 
as  to  the  identity  of  the  Burglar  and  the  Girl 
— that  is,  that  they  were  professional  crooks. 
Hatch  could  do  a  thing  like  that  sometimes 
— bring  his  mind  to  admit  the  possibility  of 
somebody  else  being  right. 

It  was  on  Saturday  afternoon — two  days 
after  the  Randolph  affair — that  Hatch  was 
sitting  in  Detective  Mallory's  private  office 
at  police  head-quarters,  laboriously  extracting 
from  the  Supreme  Intelligence  the  precise 
things  he  had  not  found  out  about  the 
robbery.  The  telephone- bell  rang.  Hatch 
caught  one  end  of  the  conversation — he 
couldn't  help  it.  It  was  something  like 
this  :— 

"Halloa! — Yes,  Detective  Mallory. — Miss- 


'THK  DKTECTIVE   HAD   DRAWN   UP  A   PAD  OF   PAPER   AND  WAS  JOTTING  DOWN   WHAT 
HATCH   IMAQINRD  TO   BR   THE   DKSCRIPTION  OK   A    MISSTNc:  GIRU" 


ing?  — What's  the  name?  —  What?  — Oh, 
Dorothy.  Yes  ?— Merritt  ? — Oh,  Merryman. 
Well,  what  the  deuce  is  it  then  ?— SPELL 
IT ! !— M-e-r-e-d-i-t-h.  Why  didn't  you  say 
that  at  first  ? — How  long  has  she  been  gone  ? — 
Eh  ? — Thursday  evening  ? — What  does  she 
look  like  ? — Auburn  hair.  Red,  you  mean. — 
Oh,  ruddy.  Fd  like  to  know  what's  the 
difference." 

The  detective  had  drawn  up  a  pad  of 
paper  and  was  jotting  down  what  Hatch 
imagined  to  be  the  description  of  a  missing 
girl.     Then : — 

"Who  is  this  talking?"  asked  the  detective. 
There  was  a  little  pause  as  he  got  the 
answer,  and,  having  the  answer,  he  whistled 
his  astonishment,  after  which  he  glanced 
around  quickly  at  the  reporter,  who  was 
staring  dreamily  out  of  a  window. 

"  No,"  said  the  Supre^ne  Intelligence  into 
the  telephone ;  "  it  wouldn't  be  wise  to  make 
it  public.  It  isn't  necessary  at  all.  1  under- 
stand. I'll  order  a  search  immediately.  No ; 
the  newspapers  will  get  nothing  of  it.  Good- 
bye." 

"  A  story  ?  "  inquired 
Hatch,  carelessly,  as  the 
detective  hung  up  the 
receiver. 

"  Doesn't  amount  to 
anything,"  was  the 
reply. 

"Yes,  that's  obvious," 
remarked  the  reporter, 
dryly. 

"  Well,  whatever  it  is, 
it  is  not  going  to  be  made 
public,"  retorted  the 
Supreme  Intelligence, 
sharply.  He  never  did 
like  Hatch  anyway.  "  It's 
one  of  those  things  that 
don't  do  any  good  in  the 
newspapers,  so  I'll  not 
let  this  one  get  there." 

Hatch  yawned  to 
show  that  he  had  no 
further  interest  in  the 
matter,  and  went  out 
But  there  was  the  germ 
of  an  idea  in  his  head 
which  would  have 
startled  Detective  Mal- 
loi'y,  and  he  paced  up 
and  down  outside  to 
develop  it.  A  girl  miss- 
ing !  A  red  -  headed 
girl  missing  !  A  red  - 
headed     girl    missing 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    CHASE    OF   THE    GOLDEN  PLATE, 


6ii 


since  Thursday  !  Thursday  was  the  night  of 
the  Randolph  masked  ball !  The  missing 
Girl  of  the  West  was  red-headed !  Mallory 
had  seemed  astonished  when  he  learned  the 
name  of  the  person  who  reported  this  last 
case  !  Therefore  the  person  who  reported  it 
was  high  up  —  perhaps!  Certainly  high 
enough  up  to  ask  and  receive  the  courtesy  of 
police  suppression  !  Her  name  was  Dorothy 
Meredith  ! 

Hatch  stood  still  for  a  long  time  on  the 
kerb  and  figured  it  out  Suddenly  he  rushed 
off  to  a  telephone  and  called  up  Steven 
Randolph  at  Seven  Oaks.  He  asked  the 
first  question  with  trepidation. 

"  Mr.  Randolph,  can  you  give  me  the 
address  of  Miss  Dorothy  Meredith?" 

"  Miss  Meredith  ? "  came  the  answer. 
"  Let's  see.  I  think  she  is  stopping  with  the 
Morgan  Greytons  at  their  suburban  place." 

The  reporter  gulped  down  a  shout. 
"  Worked,  by  Jove  1 "  he  exclaimed  to  him- 
self.    Then,  in  a  deadly,  forced  calm  : — 

"  She  attended  the  masked  ball  on 
Thursday  evening,  didn't  she  ?  " 

"  Well,  she  was  invited." 

"  You  didn't  see  her  there  ?  " 

"No.     Who  are  you?" 

Then  Hatch  hung  up  the  receiver.  He 
was  nearly  choking  with  excitement,  for  in 
addition  to  all  those  virtues  which  have  been 
enumerated  he  possessed,  tbo,  the  quality  of 
enthusiasm.  It  was  no  part  of  his  purpose 
to  tell  anybody  anything.  Mallory  didn't 
know,  he  was  confident,  anything  of  the  girl 
having  been  a  possible  guest  at  the  ball. 
And  what  Mallory  didn't  know  now  wouldn't 
be  found  out,  all  of  which  was  a  sad  reflection 
upon  the  detective. 

In  this  frame  of  mind  Hatch  started  for 
the  suburban  place  of  the  Greytons.  He 
found  the  house  without  difficulty.  Morgan 
Grey  ton  was  an  aged  gentleman  of  wealth 
and  exclusive  ideas — and  wasn't  in.  Hatch 
handed  a  card,  bearing  only  his  name,  to  a 
maid,  and  after  a  few  minutes  Mrs.  Greyton 
appeared.  She  was  a  motherly,  sweet-faced 
old  lady  of  seventy,  with  that  grave,  exquisite 
courtesy  whith  makes  mere  man  feel  ashamed 
of  himself.  Hatch  had  that  feeling  when  he 
looked  at  her  and  thought  of  what  he  was 
going  to  ask. 

"  I  came  up  direct  from  police  head- 
quarters," he  explained,  diplomatically,  "to 
learn  any  details  you  may  be  able  to  give  us 
as  to  the  disappearance  of  Miss  Meredith." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Mrs.  Greyton.  "  My 
husband  said  he  was  going  to  ask  the  police 
to  look  into   the   matter.     It  is  most  mys- 


terious— most  mysterious.  We  can't  imagine 
where  Dollie  is,  unless  she  has  eloped.  Do 
you  know,  that  idea  keeps  coming  to  me  and 
won't  go  away?" 

She  spoke  as  if  it  were  a  naughty  child. 

"  If  you'll  tell  me  something  about  Miss 
Meredith — who  she  is  and  all  that  ?  "  Hatch 
suggested. 

"  Oh,  yes,  to  be  sure ! "  she  exclaimed. 
"  Dollie  is  a  distant  cousin  of  my  husband's 
sister's  husband,"  she  explained,  precisely. 
"  She  lives  in  Birmingham,  but  is  visiting  us. 
She  has  been  here  for  several  weeks.  She's 
a  dear,  sweet  girl,  but  I'm  afraid— afraid  she 
has  eloped." 

The  aged  voice  quivered  a  little,  and  Hatch 
was  more  ashamed  of  himself  than  ever. 

"Some  time  ago  she  met  a  man  named 
Herbert — Richard  Herbert,  I  think,  and " 

"  Dick  Herbert  ?  "  the  reporter  exclaimed, 
suddenly. 

"  Do  you  know  the  young  gentleman  ? " 
inquired  the  old  lady,  eagerly. 

"  Yes ;  it  just  happens  that  we  were  under- 
graduates together  at  Oxford,"  said  the 
reporter. 

"  And  is  he  a  nice  young  man  ?  " 

"  A  good,  clean-cut,  straightforward,  decent 
man,"  replied  Hatch.  He  could  speak  with 
a  certain  enthusiasm  about  Dick  Herbert. 
"  Go  on,  please,"  he  urged. 

"  Well,  for  some  reason  I  don't  know, 
DoUie's  father  objects  to  Mr.  Herbert's  atten- 
tions to  her — as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  has 
absolutely  prohibited  them  ;  but  she's  a 
young,  headstrong  girl,  and  I  fear  that  while 
she  had  outwardly  yielded  to  her  father's 
wishes  she  had  clandestinely  kept  up  a 
correspondence  with  Mr.  Herbert.  Last 
Thursday  evening  she  went  out  unattended, 
and  since  then  we  have  not  heard  from  her — 
not  a  word.  We  can  only  surmise,  my  husband 
and  I,  that  they  have  eloped.  I  know  her 
father  and  mother  will  be  heart-broken,  but 
I  have  always  noticed  that  if  a  girl  sets  her 
heart  on  a  man  she  will  get  him.  And  per- 
haps it's  just  as  well  that  she  ?ias  eloped  now, 
since  you  assure  me  he  is  a  nice  young  man." 

Hatch  was  choking  back  a  question  that 
rose  in  his  throat  He  hated  to  ask  it, 
because  he  felt  that  this  dear,  garrulous  old 
woman  would  have  hated  him  for  it  if  she 
could  have  known  its  purpose.  But  at  last 
it  came. 

"  I  )o  you  happen  to  know,"  he  asked,  "  if 
Miss  Meredith  attended  the  Randolph  ball 
at  Seven  Oaks  on  Thursday  evening  ?  " 

"  I  dare  say  she  received  an  invitation,"  was 
the  reply.     "  She  receives  many  invitations  ; 
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but  I  don't  think  she  went  there.     It  was  a 
costume  affair,  I  suppose?" 

The  reporter  nodded. 

"Well,  I  hardly  think  she  went  there, 
then,"  Mrs.  Greyton  replied.  "  She  has  had 
no  costume  of  any  sort  made.  No,  I  am 
positive  she  has  eloped  with  Mr.  Herbert ; 
but  I  should  like  to  hear  from  her,  to  satisfy 
myself  and  explain  to  her  parents.  We  did 
not  permit  Mr.  Herbert  to  come  here,  and  it 
will  be  very  hard  to  explain." 

Hatch  heard  the  slight  rustle  of  a  skirt  in 
the  hall,  and  glanced  towards  the  door.     No 
one    appeared,   and 
he  turned    back    to 
Mrs.  Greyton. 

"  I  don't  suppose 
it  possible  that  Miss 
Meredith  has  re- 
turned to  Birming- 
ham ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Oh,  no,"  was  the 
positive  reply.  "Her 
father  there  tele- 
graphed to  her  to- 
day— I  opened  it — 
saying  he  would  be 
here  probably  to- 
night, and  I  —  I 
haven't  the  heart  to 
tell  him  the  truth 
when  he  arrives. 
Somehow  1  have 
been  hoping  that  we 
should  hear,  and — 
and " 

Then  Hatch  took 
his  shame  in  his 
hand  and  excused 
himself.  The  maid 
attended  him  to  the 
door. 

"  How  much  is 
it  worth  to  you  to 
know  w  h  ether 
Miss  Meredith 
really  went  to  the 
masked  ball  ? ''   asked  the  maid,  cautiously. 

"  Eavesdropping,  eh  ?  "  asked  Hatch,  in 
disgust. 

I'he  maid  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  How  much  is  it  worth  ? "  she  re- 
peated. 

Hatch  extended  his  hand.  She  took  a 
sovereign  which  lay  there  and  secreted  it  in 
some  remote  recess  of  her  attire, 

"  Miss  Meredith  did  go  to  the  ball,"  she 
said.  "  She  went  there  to  meet  Mr.  Herbert. 
They  had  arranged  to  elope  from  there,  and 


"hatch  extended  his  hand,     she  took  a  sovereign 

WHICH    LAY  THERE." 


she  had  made  all  her  plans.  I  was  in  her 
confidence,  and  assisted  her." 

"What  did  she  wear?"  asked  Hatch, 
eagerly. 

"Her  costume  was  that  of  a  Western  Girl," 
the  maid  responded.  "  She  wore  a  sombrero, 
and  carried  a  bowie-knife  and  revolver." 

Hatch  nearly  choked  with  astonishment. 


Hatch   started   back    to   the  city  with    his 

brain  full  of  seven-column   head-lines.      He 

thoughtfully   lighted   a  cigar  just  before  he 

stepped      into      the 

tram-car. 

"  No  smoking  !  " 
said  the  conductor. 

The  reporter 
stared  at  him  with 
dull  eyes,  and  went 
in  and  sat  down 
with  the  cigar  in  his 
mouth. 

"No  smoking,  I 
told  you  !  "  bawled 
the  conductor. 

"  Certainly  not," 
exclaimed  Hatch, 
indignantly.  He 
turned  and  glared 
at  the  only  other 
occupant  of  the  car, 
a  little  girl.  She 
wasn't  smoking. 
Then  he  looked  at 
the  conductor  and 
awoke  suddenly. 

"  Miss  Meredith 
is  the  girl,"  Hatch 
was  think  ing. 
"  Mallory  doesn't 
even  dream  it,  and 
never  will.  He 
won't  send  a  man 
out  there  to  do 
what    I    did.      The 


Greytons  arc 
anxious  to  keep  it  quiet,  and  they  won't  say 
anything  to  anybody  else  until  they  know 
what  really  happened.  I've  got  it  bottled 
up,  and  don't  know  how  to  pull  the  cork. 
Now  the  question  is,  what  possible  connec- 
tion can  there  be  between  Dorothy  Meredith 
and  the  Burglar?  Was  Dick  Herbert  the 
Burglar?  Why,  of  course  not  Then  what?" 
Pondering  all  these  things  deeply,  Hatch 
left  the  car  and  ran  up  to  see  Dick  Herbert. 
He  was  too  self-absorbed  to  notice  that  the 
blinds  of  the  house  were  drawn  and  there 
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was  a  general  appearance  of  its  being  unoc- 
cupied. He  rang,  and  after  a  long  time  a 
man-servant  answered  the  bell. 

"  Mr.  Herbert  here  ?  "  Hatch  asked. 

"  Yes,  sir,  he's  here,"  replied  the  servant ; 
"  but  I  don't  know  if  he  can  see  you.  He  is 
not  very  well,  sir.** 

"  Not  very  well  ?  "  Hatch  repeated. 

"  No ;  it's  not  that  he's  ill,  sir.  He  was 
hurt,  and " 

"  Who  is  it,  Blair  ?  "  came  Herbert's  voice 
from  the  top  of  the  stair. 

"  Mr.  Hatch,  sir." 

"Come  up,  Hatch!"  Dick  called,  cordially. 
"  Glad  to  see  you.  Lord,  I'm  so  lonesome 
here  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  myself." 

The  reporter  ran  up  the  stairs  and  into 
Dick's  room. 

"Not  that  one,"  Dick  smiled,  as  Hatch 
reached  for  his  right  hand.  "  It's  out  of 
business.  Try  this  one,"  and  he  offered  his 
left. 

"What's  the  matter?"  Hatch  inquired. 

"  Little  hurt,  that's  all,"  said  Dick.  "  Sit 
down.  I  got  it  knocked  out  the  other  night, 
and  I've  been  here  in  this  big  house  alone 
with  Blair  ever  since.  The  doctor  told  me 
not  to  venture  out  yet.  It  has  been  lone- 
some, too.  All  the  folks  are  away  and  took 
the  other  servants  with  them.  How  are  you  ?" 

Hatch  sat  down  and  stared  at  Dick 
thoughtfully.  Herbert  was  a  good-looking, 
forceful  person  of  twenty-eight  or  thirty.  Now 
he  seemed  a  little  washed  out,  and  there  was 
a  sort  of  pallor  beneath  the  natural  tan.  He 
was  a  young  man  of  family  unburdened  by 
superlative  wealth,  bdt  possessing  in  his  own 
person  the  primary  elements  of  success.  He 
looked  what  Hatch  had  said  of  him— a 
"good,  clean-cut,  straightforward,  decent 
man." 

"  I  came  up  here  to  say  something  to  you 
in  my  professional  capacity,"  the  reporter 
began  at  last,  "and,  frankly,  I  don't  know 
how  to  say  it." 

Dick  straightened  up  in  his  chair  with  a 
startled  expression  on  his  face.  He  didn't 
speak,  but  there  was  something  in  his  eyes 
which  interested  Hatch  immensely. 

"  Have  you  been  reading  the  papers  ? " 
the  reporter  asked.  "That  is,  during  the 
last  couple  of  days  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"Of  course,  then,  you've  seen  the  stories 
about  the  Randolph  robbery  ?  " 

Dick  smiled  a  little. 

"  Yes,"  he  said.     "  Clever,  wasn't  it  ?  " 

"It  was,"  Hatch  responded,  enthusias- 
tically.     "It   was."      He   was  silent    for  a 


moment  as  he  accepted  and  lighted  a 
cigarette.  "  It  doesn't  happen,"  he  went  on, 
"  that  by  any  possible  chance  you  know  any- 
thing about  it,  does  it  ?  " 

"Not  beyond  what  I  saw  in  the  papers. 
Why?" 

-"  I'll  be  frank  and  ask  you  some  questions, 
Dick,"  Hatch  resumed,  in  a  tone  which 
betrayed  his  discomfort.  "  Remember  I  am 
here  in  my  offiQJal  capacity — that  is,  not  as 
a  friend  of  yours,  but  as  a  reporter.  You 
need  not  answer  the  questions  if  you  don't 
want  to." 

Dick  arose  with  a  little  agitation  in  his 
manner,  and  went  over  and  stood  beside  the 
window. 

"What  is  it  all  about?"  he  demanded. 
"  What  are  the  questions  ?  " 

"  Do  you  know  where  Miss  Dorothy 
Meredith  is  ?  " 

Dick  turned  suddenly  and  glared  at  him 
with  a  certain  lowering  of  his  eyebrows  which 
Hatch  knew  from  their  football  days. 

"What  about  her?"  he  asked. 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  Hatch  insisted. 

"  At  home,  so  far  as  I  know.     Why  ?  " 

"  She  is  not  there,"  the  reporter  informed 
him,  "and  the  Greytons  believe  that  you 
eloped  with  her." 

"  Eloped  with  her?"  Dick  repeated.  "She 
is  not  at  home  ?  " 

"  No.  She's  been  missing  since  Thursday 
evening — the  evening  of  the  Randolph  affair. 
Mr.  Grey  ton  has  asked  the  police  to  look  for 
her.and  they  are  doing  so  now,  but  quietly. 
It  is  not  known  to  the  newspapers — that  is,  to 
other  newspapers.  Your  name  has  not  been 
mentioned  to  the  police.  Now,  isn't  it  a  fact 
that  you  did  intend  to  elope  with  her  on 
Thursday  evening  ?  " 

Dick  sirode  feverishly  across  the  room 
several  times,  then  stopped  in  front  of 
Hatch's  chair. 

"This  isn't  any  silly  joke?"  he  asked, 
fiercely. 

"Isn't  it  a  fact  that  you  did  intend  to 
elope  with  her  on  Thursday  evening  ?  "  the 
reporter  went  on,  steadily. 

"  I  won't  answer  that  question." 

"  Did  you  get  an  invitation  to  the 
Randolph  ball?" 

"Yes." 

"  Did  you  go  ?  " 

Dick  was  staring  straight  down  into  his  eyes. 

"  I  won't  answer  that  either,"  he  said,  after 
a  pause. 

"  Where  were  you  on  the  evening  of  the 
masked  ball?" 

"  Nor  will  I  answer  that." 
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When  the  newspaper  instinct  is  fully 
aroused  a  reporter  has  no  friends.  Hatch 
had  forgotten  that  he  ever  knew  Dick 
Herbert.  To  him  now  the  young  man  was 
merely  a  thing  from  which  he  might  wring 
certain  information  for  the  benefit  of  the 
palpitating  public. 

"  Did  the  injury  to  your  arm,"  he  went  on, 
after  the  approved  manner  of  attorney  for 
the  prosecution,  "prevent  ydu  from  going  to 
the  ball?" 

"  I  won't  answer  that." 

"  What  is  the  nature  of  the  injury  ?  " 

"  Now,  see  here.  Hatch,"  Dick  burst  out, 
and  there  was  a  dangerous  undertone  in  his 
manner,  "  I  shall  not  answer  any  more  ques- 
tions— particularly  that  last  one — unless  I 
know  what  this  is  all  about.  Several  things 
happened  on  the  evening  of  the  masked  ball 
that  I  can't  go  over  with  you  or  anyone  else, 
but  so  far  as  my  having  any  personal  know- 
ledge of  events  at  the  masked  ball — well, 
you  and  I  are  not  talking  of  the  same  thing 
at  all." 

He  paused,  started  to  say  something  else, 
then  changed  his  mind,  and  was  silent. 

"  Was  it  a  pistol-shot  ?  "  Hatch  went  on, 
calmly. 

Dick's  lips  were  compressed  to  a  thin  line 
as  he  looked  at  the  reporter,  and  he  con- 
trolled himself  only  by  an  effort. 

"Where  did  you  get  that  idea?"  he 
demanded. 

Hatch  would  have  hesitated  a  long  time 
before  he  told  him  where  he  got  that  idea, 
but  vaguely  it  had  some  connection  with  the 
fact  that  at  least  two  shots  were  fired  at  the 
Burglar  and  the  Girl  when  they  raced  away 
from  Seven  Oaks. 

While  the  reporter  was  rummaging  through 
his  mind  for  an  answer  to  the  question  there 
came  a  rap  at  the  door,  and  Blair  appeared 
with  a  card.  He  handed  it  to  Dick,  who 
glanced  at  it,  looked  a  little  surprised,  then 
nodded.  Blair  disappeared.  After  a  moment 
there  were  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  and  Steven 
Randolph  entered. 

VI. 

Dick  arose  and  offered  his  left  hand  to  Mr. 
Randolph,  who  calmly  ignored  it,  turning  his 
gaze  instead  upon  the  reporter. 

"  I  had  hoped  to  find  you  alone,"  he  said, 
frostily. 

Hatch  made  as  if  to  rise. 

"  Sit  still.  Hatch,"  Dick  commanded.  "Mr. 
Hatch  is  a  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Randolph.  I 
don't  know  what  you  want  to  say,  but  what- 
ever it  is  you  may  say  it  freely  before  him." 


Hatch  knew  that  humour  in  Dick.  It 
always  preceded  the  psychological  moment 
when  he  wanted  to  climb  down  someone's 
throat  and  open  an  umbrella.  I'he  tone  was 
calm,  the  words  clearly  enunciated,  and  the 
face  was  white— whiter  than  it  had  been 
before. 

"  I  shouldn't  like  to "  Mr.  Randolph 

began. 

"You  may  say  what  you  want  to  before 
Mr.  Hatch  or  not  at  all,  as  you  please,"  Dick 
went  on,  evenly. 

Mr.  Randolph  cleared  his  throat  twice, 
and  waved  his  hands  with  an  expression  of 
resignation. 

"  Very  well,"  he  replied.  "  I  have  come 
to  request  the  return  of  my  gold  plate." 

Hatch  leaned  forward  in  his  chair,  grip- 
ping its  arms  fiercely.  This  was  a  question 
bearing  broadly  on  a  subject  that  he  wanted 
to  mention,  but  he  didn't  know  how.  Mr. 
Randolph  apparently  found  it  easy  enough. 

"What  gold  plate?"  asked  Dick, 
steadily. 

"  The  eleven  pieces  that  you,  in  the  garb 
of  a  Burglar,  took  from  my  house  last 
Thursday  evening,"  said  Mr.  RandoJph.  He 
was  quite  calm. 

Dick  took  a  sudden  step  forward,  then 
straightened  up  with  flushed  face.  His  left 
hand  closed  with  a  snap  and  the  nails  bit 
into  the  flesh  ;  the  fingers  of  the  helpless 
right  worked  nervoasly. 

But  again  Dick  gained  control  of 
himself. 

It  was  a  sort  of  recognition  of  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Randolph  was  fifty  years  old  ;  Hatch 
knew  it.  Mr.  Randolph's  knowledge  on  the 
subject  did  not  appear.  Suddenly  Dick 
laughed. 

"Sit  down,  Mr.  Randolph,  and  tell  me 
about  it,"  he  suggested. 

"  It  isn't  necessary  to  go  into  details,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Randolph,  still  standing.  "  I  had 
not  wanted  to  go  this  far  in  the  presence  of 
a  third  person,  but  you  forced  me  to  do  it. 
Now,  will  you  or  will  you  not  return  the 
plate  ?  " 

"  Would  you  mind  telling  me  just  what 
makes  you  think  I've  got  it  ?  "  Dick  insisted. 

"  It  is  as  simple  as  it  is  conclusive,"  said 
Mr,  Randolph.  "  You  received  an  invitation 
to  the  masked  ball.  You  went  there  in  your 
burglar  garb  and  handed  your  invitation 
card  to  my  servant.  He  noticed  you  par- 
ticularly and  read  your  name  on  the  card. 
He  remembered  that  name  perfectly.  I  was 
compelled  to  tell  the  story  as  I  knew  it  to 
Detective  Maliory.     I  did  not  mention  your 
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name;  my  servant  remem- 
bered it — had  given  it  to 
me,  in  fact — but  I  forbade 
him  to  repeat  it  to  the 
police.  He  told  them  some- 
thing about  having  burned 
the  invitation  cards." 

"Oh,  my,  wouldn't  that 
please  Mallory  1 "  Hatch 
thought. 

"  1  have  not  even  inti- 
mated to  the  police  that  I 
have  the  least  idea  of  your 
identity,"  Mr.  Randolph 
went  on,  still  standing.  **  I 
had  believed  that  it  was 
some  prank  of  yours,  and 
that  the  plate  would  be  re- 
turned in  due  time.  Cer- 
tainly I  could  not  account 
for  your  taking  it  under  any 
other  circumstances.  My 
reticence,  it  is  needless  to 
say,  was  in  consideration  of 
your  name  and  family.  But 
now  I  want  the  plate.  If 
it  was  a  prank  to  carry  out 
the  rdU  of  the  Burglar,  it  is 
time  for  it  to  end.  If  the 
fact  that  the  matter  is  now 
in  the  hands  of  the  police  "*"""  *""  '''-'*'■ 

has  frightened  you  into  the 
seeming  necessity  of  kee^ping  the  plate  for  the 
present  to  protect  yourself,  you  may  dismiss 
that.     When  the  plate  is  returned  to  me  I 
shall-  see  that  the  police  drop  the  matter." 

Dick  had  listened  with  absorbed  interest. 
Hatch  looked  at  him  from  time  to  time,  and 
saw  only  attention,  not  anger. 

"And  the  Girl?"  asked  Dick  at  last. 
"  Does  it  happen  that  you  have  as  cleverly 
traced  her  ?  " 

"  No,"  Mr.  Randolph  replied,  frankly.  "  I 
haven't  the  faintest  idea  who  she  is.  I 
suppose  no  one  knows  that  but  you.  I  have 
no  interest  further  than  to  recover  the  plate. 
I  may  say  that  I  called  here  yesterday, 
Friday,  and  asked  to  see  you,  but  was 
informed  that  you  had  been  hurt,  so  went 
away  to  give  you  opportunity  to  recover 
somewhat." 

"Thanks,"  said  Dick,  dryly.  "Awfully 
considerate." 

There  was  a  long  silence.  Hatch  was 
listening  with  all  the  multitudinous  ears  of  a 
good  reporter. 

"  Now,  the  plate,"  Mr.  Randolph  suggested 
again,  impatiently.  "  Do  you  deny  that  you 
have  got  it  ?  " 


THE   MATTER. 


"  I  do,"  replied  Dick,  firmly. 

"  I  was  afraid  you  would,  and  believe  me, 
Mr.  Herbert,  it  is  a  mistake,"  said  Mr. 
Randolph.  "I  will  give  you  twenty-four 
hours  to  change  your  mind.  If  at  the  end 
of  that  time  you  see  fit  to  return  the  plate  I 
shall  drop  the  matter  and  use  my  influence 
to  make  the  police  do  so.  If  the  plate  is  not 
returned  I  shall  be  compelled  to  turn  over  all 
the  facts  to  the  police,  with  your  name." 

"Is  that  all  ?  "  Dick  demanded,  suddenly. 

"  Yes,  I  believe  so." 

"Then   get    out   of  here   before   I " 

Dick  started  forward,  then  dropped  back 
into^  a  chair.  Mr.  Randolph  drew  on  his 
gloves  and  went  out,  closing  the  door  behind 
him. 

For  a  long  time  Dick  sat  there,  seemingly 
oblivious  of  Hatch's  presence,  supporting  his 
head  with  his  left  hand,  while  the  right  hung 
down  loosely  beside  him.  Hatch  was  inclined 
to  be  sympathetic,  for,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
some  reporters  have  even  that  human  equality, 
although  there  are  persons  who  will  not 
believe  it. 

"  Is  there   anything    I    can  do  ? "    Hatch^ 
asked,  at  last.    "Anything  you  want  to  sr 
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"  Nothing,"  Dick  responded,  wearily. 
"Nothing.  You  may  think  what  you  like. 
There  are,  as  I  said,  several  things  of  which 
I  cannot  speak  even  if  it  comes  to  a  question 
of — question  of  having  to  face  the  charge  of 
theft  in  open  court.  I  simply  can't  say  any- 
thing." 

"But — but "  stammered  the  reporter. 

"  Absolutely  not  another  word,"  said  Dick, 
firmly. 

Vll. 
Those  satellites  of  the  Supreme  Police  Intelli- 
gence who  had  been  taking  the  Randolph 
mystery  to  pieces  to  see  what  made  it  tick 
lined  up  in  front  of  Detective  Mai  lory  in  his 
private  office  at  police  head-quarters  early 
on  Saturday  evening.  They  did  not  seem 
happy.  The  Supreme  Intelligence  placed  his 
feet  under  his  desk  and  glowered  ;  that  was  a 
part  of  the  job. 

"Well,  Downey?"  he  asked. 

"  I  went  out  to  Seven  Oaks  and  got  the 
car  the  Burglar  left,  as  you  instructed," 
reported  Downey.  "Then  I  started  out  to 
find  its  owner  or  someone  who  knew  it.  It 
had  no  number  on  it,  so  the  job  wasn't  easy, 
but  I  found  the  owner  all  right." 

Detective  Mallory  permitted  himself  to 
look  interested. 

"He   lives   at    Merton,   four    miles    from 
Seven  Oaks,"  Downey  resumed.    "  His 
name   is  Blake— William  Blr^  -      "- 
car  was  in  the  shed,  a  hundi 
so   from  his  house,  on  Thun 
ing  at  nine  o'clock.     It  wasn' 
Friday  morning." 

"  Umph  !  "  remarked 
Detective  Mallory. 

"  There  is  no  question 
that  Blake  told  me  the 
truth,"  Downey  went  on. 
"  To  me  it  seems  probable 
that  the  Burglar  went  out 
from  the  city  to  Merton  by 
train,  stole  the  car,  and  ran 
it  on  to  Seven  Oaks.  That's 
all  there  seems  to  be  in  it. 
Blake  proved  ownership  of 
the  machine,  and  I  left  it 
with  him." 

TheSupreme  Intelligence 
chewed  his  cigar  frantically. 

"And  the  other  car?" 
he  asked. 

"  I  have  here  a  blood- 
stained cushion,  the  back 
of  a  seat  from  the  car  in 
which  the  Burglar  and  the 
Girl    escaped,"    continued 


Downey,  in  a  "  walk-right-up-ladies-and-gentle- 
men  "  sort  of  voice.  "  I  found  the  car  this 
afternoon  at  a  garage.  We  knew,  of  course, 
that  it  belonged  to  Nelson  Sharp,  a  guest  at 
the  masked  ball.  According  to  the  manager 
of  the  garage,  the  car  was  standing  in  front 
of  his  place  this  morning  when  he  arrived 
to  open  the  doors.  The  number  had  been 
removed." 

Detective  Mallory  examined  the  cushion 
which  Downey  handed  to  him.  Several 
dark-brown  stains  fold  the  story— one  of  the 
occupants  of  the  car  had  been  wounded. 

"  Well,  that's  something,"  commented  the 
Supreme  Intelligence.  "  We  know  now  that 
when  Cunningham  fired  at  least  one  of  the 
persons  in  the  car  was  hit,  and  we  may  make 
our  search  accordingly.  The  Burglar  and 
the  Girl  probably  left  the  car  where  it  was 
found  during  the  preceding  night." 

"  It  seems  so,"  said  Downey.  "  I  shouldn't 
think  they  would  have  dared  to  keep  it  long. 
Cars  of  that  size  and  power  are  too  easily 
traced.  I  asked  Mr.  Sharp  to  run  down  and 
identify  the  car,  and  he  did  so.  The  stains 
were  new." 

The  Supreme  Intelh'gence  digested  that  in 
silence,  while  his  satellites  studied  his  face, 
seeking  some  inkling  of  the  convolutions  of 
that  marvellous  mind. 
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"Very  good,  Downey,"  said  Detective 
Mallory  at  last     "  Now,  Cunningham  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Cunningham,  in  shame 
and  sorrow.     "  Nothing." 

"  Didn't  you  find  anything  at  all  about  the 
premises  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  repeated  Cunningham.  "  The 
Girl  left  no  wrap  at  Seven  Oaks.  None  of 
the  servants  remembers  having  seen  her  in 
the  room  where  the  wraps  were  left.  I 
searched  all  around  the  place,  and  found  a 
dent  in  the  ground  under  the  smoking-room 
window  where  the  gold  plate  had  been 
thrown,  and  there  were  what  seemed  to  be 
footprints  in  the  grass,  but  it  was  all 
nothing." 

"We  can't  arrest  a  dent  and  footprints," 
said  the  Supreme  Intelligence,  cuttingly. 

The  satellites  laughed  sadly.  It  was  part 
of  the  deference  they  owed  to  the  Supreme 
Intelligence. 

"  And  you,  Blanton  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Mallory. 
"  What  did  you  do  with  the  list  of  invited 
guests  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  got  a  good  start  yet,"  responded 
Blanton,  hopelessly.  "  There  are  three  hun- 
dred and  sixty  names  on  the  list.  I  have 
been  able  to  see  possibly  thirty.  It's  worse 
than  making  a  city  directory.  I  won't  be 
through  for  a  month.  Randolph  and  his 
wife  checked  off  a  large  number  of  those 
whom  they  knew  were  there.  The  others  I 
am  looking  up  as  rapidly  as  I  can." 

The  detectives  sat  moodily  thoughtful  for 
uncounted  minutes.  Finally  Detective  Mal- 
lory broke  the  silence. 

"  There  seems  to  be  no  question  that  any 
clue  that  might  have  come  from  either  of 
the  motor-cars  is  disposed  of,  unless  it  is  the 
fact  that  we  now  know  that  one  of  the  thieves 
was  wounded.  I  readily  see  how  the  theft 
could  have  been  committed  by  a  man  as  bold 
as  this  fellow.  Now  we  must  concentrate  all 
our  efforts  to  running  down  the  invited  guests 
and  learning  just  where  they  were  that  even- 
ing. All  of  you  will  have  to  get  on  this  job 
and  hurry  with  it.  We  know  that  the  Burglar 
did  present  an  invitation  card  with  a  name 
on  it." 

The  detectives  went  their  respective  ways, 
and  then  Detective  Mallory  deigned  to 
receive  representatives  of  the  Press,  among 
them  Hutchinson  Hatch.  Hatch  was  worried. 
He  knew  a  whole  lot  of  things,  but  they 
didn't  do  him  any  good.  He  could  print 
nothing  as  it  stood,  yet  he  would  not  tell  the 
police,  because  that  would  give  it  to  every- 
one else. 

"WeU,  gentlemen,"  said  Detective  Mallory, 
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smilingly,  when  the  Press  filed  in,  "there's 
nothiag  to  say.  Frankly,  I  will  tell  you  thdt 
we  have  not  been  able  to  learn  anything — at 
least,  anything  that  can  be  given  out.  You 
know,  of  course,  about  the  finding  of  the  two 
cars  that  figured  in  the  case,  and  the  blood- 
stained cushion  ?  " 

The  Press  nodded  collectively. 

"  VV^ell,  that's  all  there  is  yet.  My  men 
are  still  at  work,  but  I'm  a  little  afraid  the 
gold  plate  will  never  be  found.  It  has  prob- 
ably been  melted  down.  The  cleverness  of 
the  thieves  you  can  judge  for  yourselves  by 
the  manner  in  which  they  handled  the  cars." 

And  yet  Hatch  was  not  surprised  when 
late  that  night  police  head-quarters  made 
known  the  latest  sensation.  This  was  a 
bulletin  based  on  a  telephone  message  from 
Steven  Randolph  to  the  effect  that  the  gold 
plate  had  been  returned  by  carrier  to  Seven 
Oaks.  This  mystified  the  police  beyond 
description,  but  oflficial  mystification  was  as 
nothing  to  Hatch's  state  of  mind.  He  knew 
of  the  scene  in  Dick  Herbert's  room,  and 
remembered  Mr.  Randolph's  threat. 

"  Then  Dick  did  have  the  plate,"  he  told 
himself. 

VIII. 

Whole  flocks  of  detectives,  reporters,  and 
newspaper  artists  appeared  at  Seven  Oaks 
early  next  morning — Sunday.  It  had  been 
too  late  to  make  an  investigation  the  night 
before.  The  newsi)apers  had  only  time  to 
telephbnically  confirm  the  return  of  the  plate. 
Now  the  investigators  unanimously  voiced 
one  sentiment:  "Show  us." 

Hatch  arrived  in  the  party  headed  by 
Detective  Mallory,  wiih  Downey  and  Cun- 
ningham following.  Blanton  was  off  some- 
where with  his  little  list,  presumably  still  at 
it.  Mr.  Randolph  had  not  come  down  to 
breakfast  when  the  investigators  arrived,  but 
had  given  his  servant  permission  to  exhibit 
the  plate,  the  wrappings  in  which  it  had 
come,  and  the  string  wherewith  it  had  been 
tied. 

The  plate  had  arrived  in  a  heavy  cardboard 
box,  covered  twice  over  with  a  plain  piece  of 
stiff  brown  paper,  which  had  no*  markings 
save  the  address  and  the  "  paid "  stamp  of 
the  carrier  company.  Detective  Mallory 
devoted  himself  first  to  the  address.  It 
was : — 
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In  the  upper  left-hand  corner  were  scribbled 
the  words  : — 


Detectives  Mallory,  Downey,  and  Cunning- 
ham studied  the  handwriting  on  the  paper 
minutely. 

"  It's  a  man's,"  said  Detective  Downey. 

"  It's  a  woman's,"  said  Detective  Cunning- 
ham. 

"  It's  a  child's,"  said  Detective  Mallory. 

"Whatever  it  is,  it  is  disguised,"  said 
Hatch. 

He  was  inclined  to  agree  with  Detecti\e 
CunrHngham,  that  it  was  a  woman's,  purposely 
altered,  and  in  that  event — Great  Caesar  I 
There  came  that  flock  of  seven-column  head- 
lines again.  And  he  couldn't  open  the 
bottle. 

The  simple  story  of  the  arrival  of  the  gold 
plate  at  Seven  Oaks  was  told  thrillingly  by 
the  servant. 

"  It  was  eight  o'clock  last  night,"  he  said. 
"  I  was  standing  in  the  hall  here.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Randolph  were  still  at  the  dinner-table. 
They  dined  alone.  Suddenly  I  heard  the 
sound  of  van  wheels  on  the  road  in  front 
of  the  house.  1  listened  intently.  Yes,  it 
was  van  wheels." 

The  detectives  exchanged  significant 
glances. 

**  I  heard  the  van  stop,"  the  servant  went 
on,  in  an  awed  tone,  "Still  I  listened. 
Then  came  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the 
walk  and  then  on  the  steps.  1  walked  slowly 
along  the  hall  toward  the  front  door.  As  I 
did  so  the  bell  rang." 

"  Yes,  ting-a-hng  a-ling ;  we  know.  Go 
on/'  Hatch  interrupted,  impatiently. 

"I  opened  the  dodl-,"  the  servant  con- 
tinued. "  A  man  stood  there  with  a  package. 
He  was  a  burly  fellow.  *  Mr.  Randolph  live 
here?'   he    asked,    gruffly.      'Yes,'    I    said. 

*  Here's  a  package  for  him,'  said  the  man  ; 

*  sign  here.'     I  took  the  package  and  signed 
a  book  he  give  me,  and — and " 

"  In  other  words,"  Hatch  interrupted  again, 
"a  carrier  brought  the  ^package  here,  you 
signed  for  it,  and  he  went  away  ?  " 

The  servant  stared  at  him  haughtily. 

"  Yes,  that's  it,"  he  said,  coldly. 

A  few  minutes  later  Mr.  Randolph  in  person 
appeared.  He  glanced  at  Hatch  with  a  little 
surprise  in  his  manner,  nodded  curtly,  then 


turned  to  the  detectives.  He  could  not  add 
to  the  information  the  servant  had  given. 
His  plate  had  been  returned  prepaid.  The 
matter  was  at  an  end  so  far  as  he  was  con- 
cerned. There  seemed  to  be  no  need  of 
further  investigation. 

"How  about  the  jewellery  that  was  stolen 
from  your  other  guests?  "  demanded  Detective 
Mallory. 

"  Of  course,  there's  that,"  said  Mr.  Ran- 
dolph.    "  It  had  passed  out  of  my  mind." 

"  Instead  of  being  at  an  end,  this  case  has 
just  begun,"  said  the  detective,  emphatically. 

Mr.  Randolph  seemed  to  have  no  further 
interest  in  the  matter.  He  started  out,  then 
turned  back  at  the  door  and  made  a  slight 
motion  to  Hatch,  which  the  reporter  readily 
understood.  As  a  result  Hatch  and  Mr. 
Randolph  were  closeted  together  in  a  small 
room  across  the  hall  a  few  minutes  later. 

"  May  I  ask  your  occupation,  Mr.  Hatch  ?  " 
inquired  Mr.  Randolph. 

"  I'm  a  reporter,"  was  the  reply. 

"  A  reporter  ! "  Mr.  Randolph  seemed 
surprised.  "  Of  course,  when  I  saw  you  in 
Mr.  Herbert's  rooms,"  he  went  on  after  a 
little  pause,  "  I  met  you  only  as  his  friend. 
You  saw  what  happened  there.  Now,  may  I 
ask  what  you  intend  to  publish  about  this 
affair  ?  " 

Hatch  considered  the  question  a  moment. 
There  seemed  to  be  no  objection  to  telling. 

"  I  can't  publish  anything  until  I  know 
everything  or  until  the  police  act,"  he  con- 
fessed, frankly.  "  I  had  been  talking  to  Dick 
Herbert  in  a  general  way  about  this  case 
when  you  arrived  yesterday.  I  knew  several 
things,  or  thought  I  did,  that  the  police  do 
not  even  suspect.  But,  of  course,  I  can't 
print  it  yet.  I  can  only  print  just  what  the 
police  know  and  say." 

"  I'm  glad  of  that — very  glad  of  it,"  said 
Mr.  Randolph.  "It  seems  to  have  been  a 
freak  of  some  sort  on  Mr.  Herbert's  part,  and, 
candidly,  I  can't  understand  it.  Of  course,  he 
returned  the  plate,  as  I  knew  he  would." 

"  Do  you  really  believe  he  is  the  man  who 
came  here  as  a  Burglar?"  asked  Hatch, 
curiously. 

"I  should  not  have  done  what  you  saw 
me  do  if  I  had  not  been  absolutely  certain," 
Mr.  Randolph  explained.  "  One  of  the  things 
particularly  that  was  called  to  my  attention 
— I  don't  know  that  you  know  of  it — is  the 
fact  that  the  Burglar  had  a  cleft  in  his  chin. 
You  know,  of  course,  that  Mr.  Herbert  has 
such  a  cleft.  Then  there  is  the  invitation 
card  with  his  name.  Everything  together 
makes  it  conclusive." 
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Mr.  Randolph  and  the  reporter  shook 
hands.  Three  hours  later  the  Press  and 
police  had  uncovered  the  Watertown  part  of 
the  mystery  as  to  how  the  package  had 
been  sent.  It  was  explained  by  the  driver 
of  a  delivery  van  there,  and  absorbed  by 
greedy,  hstening  ears. 

"The  clerk  told  me  to  call  at  No.  410,  High 
Street  and  get  a  bundle,"  the  driver  explained. 
**  I  think  somebody  telephoned  to  him  to 
send  the  van.  I  went  up  there  Saturday, 
yesterday  morning.  It's  a  small  house,  back 
a  couple  of  hundred  feet  from  the  street,  and 
has  a  stone  fence  around  it.  I  opened  the 
gate,  went  in,  and  rang  the  bell. 

"  No  one  answered  the  first  ring,  and  I  rang 
again.     Still  nobody  answered,  and  I  tried 
the  door.     It  was  locked.     I  walked  around 
the  house,  thinking  there  might  be  somebody 
in  the  back,  but  it  was   all   locked  up.     I 
reckoned  as  how  the  folks  that  had  telephoned 
for  me  wasn't  in, 
and  started  out  to 
my    van,    intend- 
ing to  call   again 
later. 

"Just  as  I  got 
to  the  gate, /going 
out,  I  saw  a  pack- 
age set  down 
inside,  hidden 
from  the  street 
behind  the  stone 
fence,  with  two 
half-crowns  on  it. 
I  just  naturally 
looked  at  it.  It 
was  the  package 
directed  to  Mr. 
Randolph.  1 
reasoned  as  how 
the  folks  who 
'phoned  had  to 
go  out,  and  left  . 
the  package,  so  I 
took  it  away.  I 
made  out  a  receipt 
to  John  Smith, 
the  name  that  was 
in    the    corner, 

and  pinned  it  to  a  post,  took  the  package 
and  the  money,  and  went  away.     That's  all." 

"  You  don't  know  if  the  package  was  there 
when  you  went  in  ?  "  he  was  asked. 

"  I  dunno ;  I  didn't  look.  I  couldn't  help 
but  see  it  when  I  came  out,  so  I  took  it." 


_11      1__      J!J_ 


Then  the  investigators  sought  out  the 
clerk. 

"  Did  the  person  who  'phoned  give  you  a 
name  ?  "  inquired  Detective  Mallory. 

"No;  I  didn't  ask  for  one." 

"  Was  it  a  man  or  a  woman  talking  ?  " 

"A  man,"  was  the  unhesitating  reply. 
"  He  had  a  deep,  heavy  voice." 

The  investigators  trailed  away,  dismally 
despondent,  toward  No.  410,  High  Street. 
It  was  unoccupied ;  inquiry  showed  that 
it  had  been  unoccupied  for  months.  The 
Supreme  Intelligence  picked  the  lock,  and 
the  investigators  walked  in,  craning  their 
necks.  They  expected  at  the  least  to  find  a 
thieves'  rendezvous.  There  was  nothing  but 
dirt  and  dust  and  grime.  Then  the  investi- 
gators returned  to  the  city.  They  had  found 
only  that  the  gold  plate  had  been  returned, 
and  they  knew  that  when  they  started. 

Hatch  went  home  and  sat  down  with 
his  head  •  in  his  hands  to  add 
"'t  know  about  the 
rprising  how  much 

ert  either  did  or 
e  ball,"  he  solilo- 
leihing  happened 
'ening.  He  either 
steal  the  gold 
plate,  and  every 
circumstance 
indicates  that 
he  did — which, 
of  course,  he 
didn't.  Dorothy 
Meredith  either 
was  or  was  not 
at  the  ball.  The 
maid's  statement 
shows  that  she 
was,  yet  no  one 
there  recognised 
her,  indicating 
that  she  wasn't. 
She  either  did  or 
didn't  run  away 
with  somebody 
in  a  motor-car. 
Anyhow,  some- 
thing happened  to  her^  because  she's  miss- 
ing. The  gold  plate  was  stolen,  and  the  gold 
plate  is  back.  /  know  thaty  thank  the 
Lx)rd  !  And  now,  knowing  more  about  this 
affair  than  any  other  single  individual,  I  don't 
know  anything" 


IT   WAS   THE   PACKAGE   DIRECTED  TO   MR.    RAN.OOLPH. 


(To  be  continued,) 
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THK   WEriKKUOKN— IN   THE  CENTKE  CAN    BE  SEEN   AN   AVALANCHE   FALLING. 


[by  the  Anthar. 


HAVE  sometimes  been  criticised 
for  dwelling  overmuch  on  the 
tragical  side  of  Alpine  climbing, 
^M  ^^  and  perhaps  with  some  reason. 
Yet  if  anything  I  have  written  deters 
a  would  be  mountaineer  from  testing  his  skill 
and  strength  against  the  difficulties  of  a  lofty 
peak,  then  I  care  not,  for  surely  he  is  not  of 
the  stuff  from  which  the  true  climber  is  made. 
On  the  other  hnnd,  if  I  recall  the  many  stir- 
ring tales  of  pluck,  endurance,  self  sacrifice — 
nay,  of  folly  also  —  I  am   helping  in  a  small 


way  the  non-climber  to  understand  something 
of  the  fascination  of  mountaineering  ;  while 
should  the  eternal  snows  beguile  him  to  visit 
them,  I  am  sounding  a  note  of  warning  which 
may  ring  in  his  ears  when  he  feels  tempted  to 
venture  beyond  the  bounds  of  prudence. 

Every  disaster  on  the  mountains,  if  properly 
understood,  should  teach  a  lesson,  and  if  in 
a  few  cases  a  catastrophe  was  unavoidable, 
its  very  rarity  should  convince  us  that  the 
sport  may  be  a  comparatively  safe  one  if  we 
will  only  make  it  so. 
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We  owe  it  to  our  guides,  to  our  friends,  to 
ourselves,  to  the  noble  mountains  we  ascend, 
"for  the  lessons  they  can  teach  and  the 
happiness  they  can  bring,  to  do  nothing  that 
can  discredit  our  manly  pursuit,  or  bring 
down  the  ridicule  of  the  undiscerning  upon 
the  noblest  pastime  in  the  world." 

An  immense  number  of  Alpine  disasters 
have  happened  because  the  leader  has  not 
understood  the  condition  of  the  snow.  It  is 
only  the  very  best  men— one  might  almost 
say  the  born  mountaineers — who  can,  after 
thrusting  their  axes  into  a  slope  of  snow, 
declare  positively 
that  an  avalanche 
may,  or  need  not, 
be  feared.  It  is 
more  a  question  of 
the  consistency 
than  of  the  mere 
softness  of  the 
snow,  and  attention 
must  be  also  paid 
to  the  surface  be- 
neath, the  degree 
with  which  the  over- 
lying snow  adheres 
to  it,  and  the 
general  angle  of  the 
slope.  A  deep  layer 
of  soft  snow  on  a 
frozen  surface  is 
obviously  in  an  un- 
stable condition, 
and  even  if  thickly 
crusted  is  liable  to 
split  up  and  form 
an  avalanche.  But 
the  most  dangerous 
snow  of  all  is  new 
snow  exposed  to 
hot  sun,  or,  worse 
still,  to  warm  winds, 
and  safety  can  only 
be  found  in  retreat 
when   such  a  state  of  things  is  met  with. 

An  example — alas  !  it  is  but  one  amongst 
many — of  a  catastrophe  due  to  venturing 
on  a  mountain  too  soon  after  a  heavy  fall  of 
snow  occurred  on  the  Wetterhorn  in  1902, 
when  a  Scotch  gentleman  and  his  guide, 
Knubel,  lost  their  lives.  The  Knubel  family 
have  been  particularly  unfortunate  on  the 
mountains,  for  three  of  the  brothers  Knubel, 
killed  by  the  breaking  of  the  cornice  on  the 
Lyskamm,  lie  in  the  little  churchyard  of  St. 
Nicholas. 

The  party  on  the  Wetterhorn,  in  addition 
to  Mr,  Brown  and  Knubel,  included  another 


t 


amateur,  Mr.  Garden,  and  a  young  guide, 
Imboden  by  name,  though  no  relation  to  the 
famous  Joseph  Imboden.  Mr.  Garden  had 
done  some  climbing  in  Switzerland  the 
previous  season,  but  Mr.  Brown  seems  to 
have  had  no  acquaintance  with  mountains 
beyond  some  scrambling  on  Scotch  hills. 

They  left  the  hut  where  it  is  usual  to  sleep 
for  the  Wetterhorn  at  2  a.m.,  and  at  that 
early  hour  the  deep  snow  in  the  couloirs  or 
gulleys  between  the  rocky  buttresses  of  the 
mountain  was  frozen  together  sufficiently  to 
render  it  quite  safe,  though  as  time  went  on 
an*d  the  sun*s 
warmth  began  to 
make  itself  felt  the 
work  became  more 
and  more  laborious. 
However,  they 
reached  the  summit 
at  length,  but  on 
the  descent  they 
began  to  realize  that 
the  steeper  portions 
of  the  snow-slopes 
were  becoming 
most  unsafe. 

The  snow  in  the 
couloirs  grew  worse 
and  worse,  and  they 
were  anxious  to  get 
to  safer  ground  as 
quickly  as  possible, 
fearing  that  at  any 
moment  an  ava- 
lanche might  start 
beneath  their  feet, 
or  rush  down  on 
them  from  above  and 
overwhelm  them. 

And  presently  it 
came  ! 

Knubel  was  the 
first  to  perceive  it, 
and  he  had  barely 
time  to  shout  to  his  companions  before 
it  was  upon  them !  They  were  instantly 
swept  off  their  feet  and  dashed  down  the 
couloir.  Those  who  have  never  witnessed 
the  fall  of  a  large  avalanche  can  have 
little  idea  of  its  terrible  power.  People 
carried  away  in  it  are  quite  unable  to  help 
themselves.  They  are  borne  along  like 
straws  in  a  mighty  torrent,  and  dashed 
against  rocks  till  they  are  dazed  or  sense- 
less. They  are  half  suffocated  in  the  blind- 
ing, whirling  mass,  and  oftentimes  buried  deep 
below  it  when  at  last  it  pauses.  For  more 
than  twelve  hundred  feet  the  four  helpless 
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men  were  hurled  down  the  precipitous  guUey, 
and  then,  while  they  were  still  on  the  surface 
^f  the  snow,  it  came  to  rest.  Mr.  Garden  was 
the  first  to  recover  his  senses,  and  he  imme- 
diately tried  to  rouse  his  friend.  He  shook 
him,  he  rubbed  him,  he  spoke  to  him —all  in 
vain ;  he  was  beyond  human  aid.  He  then 
turned  his  attention  to  Knubel,  who  was 
gasping  and  breathless,  and  he  endeavoured 
to  p)our  some  wine  down  his  throat.  His 
attempt  failed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  poor 
guide  had  passed  away.  Mr.  Garden's  only 
living  companipn  now  was  Imboden,  who,  in 
an  access  of  delitium,  lay  in  the  very  track  of 
the  avalanche.  Mr.  Garden  tried  to  move 
him  to  a  safe  place,  but  had  not  enough 
strength,  and  barely  managed  to  crawl  to  some 
neighbouring  rocks.  He  knew  now  that  his 
only  hope  lay  in  trying  to  gain  the  attention 
of  any  other  climbers  who  might  be  in  the 
neighbourhood,  so  he  shouted  as  loud  and  as 
often  as  he  could. 

Truly  the  situation  was  a  most  desperate 
one,  but  by  a  more  than  fortunate  chance 
help  was  not  far  off.  Another  climber,  with 
one  guide,  had  been  up  the  Wetterhorn  from 
the  Rosenlaui  side,  and  they  were  now  on 
their  way  down  to  Grindelwald.  They  saw 
the  injured  men,  and  within  an  hour  were 
by  their  sides.  Their  first  care  was  to  carry 
Imboden  out  of  danger,  and  then  they  hurried 
down  for  assistance.  So  Mr.  Garden  was  left 
on  the  mountain  side  "alone  with  his  two 
dead  companions  and  with  poor  Imboden, 
who  was  quite  off  his  head,  alone  for  hour 
after  hour — from  2  to  10  p.m.,"  wrote  the 
Rev.  Canon  McCormick  in  his  eloquent 
letter  to  the  Times,  "  Presently  hail  pelted 
furiously.  The  cold  was  intense.  The  moon- 
light tried  to  struggle  through  the  darkness, 
bub  receded  again  immediately.  No  sound 
broke  the  solitude,  except  the  piteous  wailings 
of  the  half-demented  Imboden.  The  lightning 
flashed  and  made  everything  look  ghastly. 

"  Succour  came  at  length.  Guides  carried 
the  living  and  the  dead,  with  a  skill  and 
tenderness  which  always  characterize  them. 
From  the  hut  Mr.  Garden  walked,  supported 
on  either  side  by  guides." 

This  accident  was  not  the  first  of  its  kind 
which  has  happened  on  the  Wetterhorn,  when 
its  ascent  has  been  undertaken  too  soon  after 
fresh  snow. 

Hardly  had  Grindelwald  shaken  off  the 
gloom  cast  over  the  place  by  this  sad  event 
than  people  were  horrified  to  learn  tidings 
of  an  even  more  terrible  catastrophe,  from 
which  not  a  single  survivor  returned  to  tell 
the  tale. 


On  Tuesday,  August  19th,  1902,  two 
guides,  who  had  only  that  very  morning 
joined  in  the  procession  to  the  train  by 
which  Mr.  Brown's  body  left  for  England, 
started  with  their  employers,  the  brothers 
Fearon,  for  the  hut  on  the  Wetterhorn.  Their 
names  were  Bravand  and  Bohren,  and  they 
had  every  reason  to  expect  a  safe  and  easy 
ascent.  A  thunderstorm  came  on  in  the 
night,  but  it  cleared  off  in  time  for  a  start, 
and  they  duly  reached  the  top. 

That  they  actually  gained  the  summit  was 
proved  beyond  dispute,  for  when,  on  find- 
ing they  did  not  return,  a  search-party 
ascended  the  mountain,  an  extraordinary 
sight  met  their  gaze.  The  snow  was 
trampled  and  marked,  the  cornice  was 
notched  where  the  Messrs.  Fearon  and  their 
guides  had  crawled  through,  but  on  the 
parrow  summit- ridge  remained  nothing  ex- 
cept a  pathetic  yet  silent  witness  to  the  swift 
and  awful  fate  which  had  overtaken  the  four 
climbers. 

What  must  the  searchers  have  felt  when 
they  discerned,  stuck  upright  in  the  snow  on 
the  very  topmost  point,  an  ice-axe,  split  and 
scorched  by  lightning  ? 

The  bodies  of  the  Rev.  Robert  Fearon 
and  Bravand  were  found  about  forty-eight 
hours  after  the  accident,  not  far  below  the 
top,  still  roped  together  and  balancing  the 
weight  of  each  other  on  either  side  of  a  rib 
of  rock.  It  was,  however,  not  till  September 
22nd  that  the  remaining  two  bodies  were 
discovered,  about  twenty-five  yards  above  the 
spot  where  the  avalanche  had  overwhelmed 
the  former  party.  They  had  been  thickly 
covered  with  snow,  and  were  thus  hidden  for 
a  long  time  from  the  indefatigable  searchers, 
whose  untiring  efforts,  even  in  bad  weather, 
had  kept  Grindelwald  in  a  constant  state  of 
alarm  lest  another  catastrophe  should  result 

A  more  terrible  series  of  disasters  than 
those  which  overtook  three  French  climbers 
and  their  two  guides  on  the  Ecrins  in  1900  it 
is  difficult  to  imagine.  The  Ecrins  is  familiar 
even  to  non  climbers  through  the  magnificent 
description  of  its  first  ascent  given  in  Mr.. 
Whymper's  "  Scrambles  in  the  Alps."  The 
French  party  went  up  from  the  Refuge 
Tuckett  by  the  north  side  and  the  so-called 
"  Couloir  Why m per."  At  one  o'clock,  when 
they  left  the  summit,  the  weather  began  to 
cloud  over,  and  at  three  in  the  afternoon 
they  found  themselves  enveloped  in  a  blind- 
ing snowstorm.  They  were  now  not  far  from 
the  Bergschrund,  or  crevasse  which  separated 
them  from  the  easy  snow-slopes  below.  This 
crevasse,  by  reason  of  its  width,  is  sometimes 
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very  awkward  to  cross,  and  on  this  occasion 
seems  to  have  been  bridged  over  at  one  spot 
only.  Owing  to  the  thickly  falling  snow  the 
party  was  quite  unable  to  hit  off  the  bridge, 
and  wandered  about  for  a  considerable  time 
in  search  of  it.  All  were  now  drenched  to 
the  skin  and  in  a  pitiable  condition.  As 
fast  as  the  leading  guide  cut  steps  they  were 
filled  up  with  snow,  so  that  the  travellers, 
who  do  not  appear  to  have  been  moun- 
taineers of  any  great  experience,  had  much 
difficulty  in  keeping  their  footing.  At  last 
one  of  them,  M.  Mestrallet,  slipped  and  fell, 
dragging  the  rest  after  him.  One  of  the 
guides,   Pierre    Estienne,    broke   three   ribs. 


again  with  it  to  his  brother.  When  he 
reached  his  companions  he  found  all  three 
already  dead,  so  he  once  more  descended, 
and  after  falling  several  times  into  crevasses, 
from  which  he  most  fortunately  managed  in 
each  case  to  scramble  out  again,  he  joined 
Lambert  at  the  Refuge  Tuckett.  Lambert, 
too,  had  fallen  into  a  crevasse  during  his 
solitary  passage  of  the  snow-fields,  but  had 
also  contrived  to  escape.  The  bodies  of  the 
rest  of  the  party  were  shortly  afterwards 
recovered. 

Without  fuller  information  it  is  difficult  to 
say  positively  that  this  accident  should  not 
have  happened,  but  as  a  climber   of  more 


THE   BCRINS,   SHOWING  THB  GKRAT  SNOW-FIELD  WHERR  THE   rRI^NCH   PAKTY   PERISHED. 

From  a  Photo,  by  the  A  uthor. 


Otherwise    the    party   sustained    no   injuries 
beyond  bruises. 

The  night  now  quickly  closed  in,  and  the 
storm  grew  more  and  more  violent.  The 
miserable  climl^rs,  wet  through,  utterly  worn 
out,  and  with  hardly  any  food,  remained 
where  they  were  till  daylight.  The  injured 
guide  suffered  much  pain,  and  M.  Thore 
(one  of  the  tourists)  was  by  morning  at  the 
point  of  death.  '  A  plucky  attempt  was  made 
by  the  guide  Eugene  Estienne  and  M.  Lam- 
bert to  carry  down  Pierre  and  M.  Mestrallet, 
but  they  could  not  manage  it,  so  started  off 
to  fetch  help.  When  they  got  as  far  as  the 
rocks  near  the  Col  des  Ecrins,  where  they 
had  left  a  bag  of  provisions  on  the  ascent, 
Eugene  took  it  on  his  back  and  started  up 


than  twenty  years*  experience  myself  I  cannot 
help  suspecting  that  the  travellers  were  unfit 
to  undertake  so  arduous  an  expedition^ 
especially  when  the  proportion  of  only  two 
guides  to  three  amateurs  is  remembered. 
Seasoned  mountaineers  have  spent  nights  out 
above  the  snow-line  under  conditions  as  bad 
as  those  described  above,  and  have  not  been 
any  the  worse.  In  fact,  I  am  unable  to 
recall  a  single  instance  of  a  member  of  a 
strong,  properly-equipped  party  perishing  on 
the  Alps  from  exposure.  Therefore  the  lesson 
this  sad  tale  may  teach  is  the  old  one  of 
always  keeping  something  in  reserve,  and  of 
never  venturing  on  an  important  expedition 
—or  a  minor  one  either,  for  that  matter — 
either  under-guided,  under-trained,  under- fed, 
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or  improperly  clothed.  To  have  in  hand 
sufficient  skill  and  strength  for  a  spurt,  if 
overtaken  by  bad  weather,  is  most  essential, 
and  has,  I  think,  hardly  as  yet  been 
justly  valued    in    mountaineering   literature. 

What  shall  be  said  in 
the  case  of  an  amateur, 
of  poor  health  and  little 
experience,  who  takes  his 
son,  a  lad  of  thirteen, 
and  another  young 
man  of  seventeen  on  the 
exploration  of  a  hitherto 
untrodden  route  up  an 
Alpine  peak  ?  It  is  in- 
tensely painful  to  criticise 
the  actions  of  those  who 
have  paid  the  penalty  of 
their  mistakes  with  their 
lives,  but  it  would  be 
wrong  to  pass  over  such 
errors  in  silence,  lest  the 
non-climber  imagine  that 
the  fatal  consequences 
were  not  such  as  a  skilled 
mountaineer  might  easily 
have    foreseen.      I     had 


'theik    progress  was   uarreu  at  this 

point  by  a  haro  bit  of  rock." 

From  a  Fhoto.  by  the  Author. 


evident  that  the  fascination  of  the  sport  led 

him  to  undertake  some  expeditions  during 

the  summer  of  1900. 

The  narrative  from  which  I  condense  the 

following  account  was  written  for  the  Alpine 
Journal  by  the  survivor, 
Mr.  Stuart  de  la  Rue, 
a  young  man  of  seven- 
teen. The  object  of 
the  excursion  was  to 
explore  an  untried  route 
up  the  Cima  di  Rossi,  a 
fine  glacier-clad  peak  near 
the  head  of  the  Fomo 
Glacier,  in  the  Maloja  dis- 
trict. Mr.  Way,  his  son 
of  thirteen,  and  Mr.  de  la 
Rue,  without  guides,  had 
spent  the  previous  night 
at  the  Fomo  hut.  They 
started  at  6.30  a.m.,  and 
took  with  them  two  short 
ropes  instead  of  one  long 
one.  After  they  had 
climbed  for  about  two 
hours  and  a  half  the  rocks 
became   very   steep    and 
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THE   FOKNO   HUT,    WHERE   MR.    WAY   SPENT  THE   NIGHT   BEFORE   HE   WAS   KILLED. 


[bf  rAc^nMor. 


known  Mr.  Way  for  several  years,  and  always 
looked  upon  him  as  an  invalid  spending 
his  winters  in  the  Engadine  for  the  benefit 
of  his  health.  I  never  imagined  his  strength 
would    permit    him     to    climb,    but    it    is 


difficult.  They  did  not  return,  however, 
having  determined  to  try  to  reach  the  summit. 
Mr.  Way  was  leading,  his  son  was  second, 
and  Mr.  de  la  Rue  last.  Their  progress  was 
barred  at  this  point  by  a  hard  bit  of  rock, 
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and  in  order  to  get  up  this  mauvais  pas 
before  the  other  two  advanced,  Mr.  Way 
required  a  longer  allowance  of  rope.  He 
proposed,  therefore,  that  Mr.  de  la  Rue 
should  unrope  the  boy,  join  the  two  ends  of 
the  rope,  and  let  Mr.  Way  advance  to  a 
secure  position.  This  was  done,  and  the 
two  ends  joined  with  a  reef  knot.  The  rope 
was  now  paid  out,  Mr.  de  la  Rue  holding 
the  end  till  Mr.  Way  was  about  forty  feet 
above  the  two  others.  He  called  to  those 
below  that  the  rock  was  loose  and  rotten. 
Mr.  de  la  Rue  replied  that  he  must  beware  of 
a  slip,  as  if  it  occurred  he  could  not  hold 
him.  At  that  very  instant  a  large  rock 
detached  itself  and  came  crashing  down.  It 
just  escaped   Mr.  de  la  Rue,  but  started  a 


hundred  feet  below.  Mr.  Way  could  not  be 
found,  though  the  young  man  followed  the 
course  of  the  avalanche  for  some  distance,  as 
far  as  it  was  practicable.  A  search-party, 
however,  managed  to  recover  the  body  that 
night. 

Mr.  de  la  Rue  had  great  trouble  in  getting 
down,  slipping  several  times  and  finally 
falling  into  the  Bergschrund,  From  this, 
though  he  had  lost  his  axe,  he  managed  to 
escape,  and  got  to  the  Cavloccio  lake  at 
about  1.30.  His  account  of  the  catastrophe 
bears  the  impress  of  accuracy  in  its  modest 
wording,  and  one  cannot  feel  that  blame  can 
attach  to  one  so  obviously  inexperienced  for 
joining  in  so  unwise  an  expedition. 

There  have  been  at  least  two  deaths  in  the 
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[by  tht  Author. 


regular  avalanche  of  stones  The  boy,  un- 
roped,  was  standing  to  the  right.  As  he 
realized  the  awful  disaster  about  to  occur,  he 
cried,  "  Oh,  my  God ! "  These  were  the 
poor  child's  last  words,  and  an  instant  later 
he  was  swept  away. 

A  moment  after  the  fall  of  stones  Mr. 
Way  fell  from  his  ledge  above.  Mr.  de  la 
Rue  succeeded  in  holding  the  rope,  and 
trusted  that,  after  all,  he' might  have  managed 
to  save  his  companion,  but  what  was  his 
horror,  when  the  cloud  of  dust  cleared  off,  to 
find  that  he  had  only  a  loose  end  in  his 
hand  ! 

The  knst  had  given  way. 

Hurrying  down  as  rapidly  as  the  difficult 
ground  allowed,  he  discovered  the  lifeless 
body  of  the  boy  about  five  hundred  to  eight 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 79. 


High  Alps  directly  due  to  an  over-confidence 
that  has  led  to  the  discarding  of  the  rope 
while  still  on  difficult  ground.  Now,  if  a 
man  chooses  to  go  absolutely  alone  on  great 
snow  covered  peaks,  it  is  no  worse — and  no 
better — than  any  other  form  of  attempted 
suicide.  But  from  the  moment  that  he  climbs 
with  friends  or  guides  he  is  absolutely  bound 
to  do  his  best  to  avoid  not  only  the  risks  that 
all  must  share  alike,  but  also  any  special  risk 
he  alone  might  run  if  he  unroped  and  thus 
exposed  himself  to  greater  danger  ^than  his 
companions.  Imagine  the  feelings  of  guides 
and  comrades  who  see  a  fellowclimber  slip 
and  are  utterly  unable  to  check  him  !  Imagine 
their  state  of  mind  when  they  descend  and 
meet  the  friends  of  the  victim,  or  even  when 
the  matter  is  referred  to  merely  by  strangers  ' 
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If  the  dead  man  was  a  good  climber — 
as  he  was  in  both  the  cases  referred  to — 
his  companions  have  not  liked  to  do  more 
than  earnestly  remonstrate  when  he  insisted 
on  unroping  from  them.  Yet,  ever  after, 
they  must  be  haunted  by  the  thought,  "  I 
mighty  perhaps,  have  prevented  it ! "  I  do 
not  hesitate  to  say  that  anyone  who,  because 
he  finds  the  rope  a  little  irksome  and  fancies 
he  is  quite  safe  without  it,  discards  it,  and 
causes  those  who  are  with  him  anxiety  at  the 
time  and  infinite  sorrow  afterwards  if  any- 
thing goes  wrong,  is  both  thoughtless  and 
selfish,  and  I  feel  sure  that,  though  the  man 
w^ho  would  do  it  may  be  a  good  gymnast,  he 
is  a  bad  mountaineer. 

When,  many  years  ago.  Dr.  Mosley  slipped 
on  the  slabs  not  far  above  the  old  Matterhorn 
hut,  and  fell  two  thousand  feet  down  the  tre- 
mendous eastern  face  of  the  mountain,  what 
must  have  been  the  shock  to  those  who  were 
with  him  ?     His  friend  had   urged   him   to 


infinite  experience,  one  of  the  best  moun- 
taineers the  world  has  seen,  lost  his  life  under 
very  similar  conditions.  When  Emile  Rey 
had  brought  his  party  in  safety  to  the  foot  of 
the  Dent  du  G^ant — for  him  a  mere  bagatelle 
— it  probably  occurred  to  no  one  to  protest 
when  he  cast  off  the  rope  and  sprang  down 
the  couloir.  Yet,  in  alighting,  he  slipped, 
was  unable  to  recover  himself,  and  fell 
instantly  to  his  death  !  We  may  theorize  all 
we  will,  but  the  disaster  was  too  amazing  for 
words.  Ixt  us  simply  take  it  as  one  more 
lesson  of  the  need  of  caution  wherever  a 
fall  could  be  hurtful,  no  matter  how  unlikely 
a  fall  may  seem. 

What  could  have  appeared  more  improb- 
able than  that  a  gentleman,  who  with  his  two 
guides  had  made  a  successful  ascent  of  Piz 
Bemina  by  a  difficult  route  and  in  bad 
weather,  should  be  killed  the  same  evening 
on  his  return  from  the  hut  ?  Between  the 
hut  and  the  Morteratsch  restaurant,  where  the 
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keep  on  the  rope,  at  least  till  he  got  to  the 
hut.  The  guide  had  offered  help,  and  placed 
his  axe  in  position  to  afford  foothold  at  the 
critical  moment,  but,  secure  in  an  ill-founded 
belief  in  his  own  powers,  the  poor  man  tried 
to  vault  over  the  slippery  rock,  lost  his 
balance,  and  fell !  But  let  us  not  judge  him 
hardly.     A  finer  climber  than  he,  a  guide  of 


driving  road  begins,  there  is  a  good  path. 
In  fact,  cows  are  often  taken  along  it  in 
summer  on  their  way  to  the  mountain  pastures. 
Yet  while  passing  along  this  path  at  night, 
with  a  guide  in  front  and  another  behind, 
each  carrying  a  lantern,  the  traveller,  no  doubt 
stepping  on  a  stone  slippery  with  the  snow 
which  had  fallen  that  day,  overbalanced  and 
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fell  at  just  the  one  spot  where  a  little 
precipice  rendered  a  fall  dangerous  !  A  more 
unexpected  disaster  could  not  be  imagined. 
Let  it  be  again  a  reminder  to  be  on  the  watch 
even  when  all  difficulty  is  long  since  done 
with. 

The  terrible  accident  to  the  Rev.  Julius  M. 


But  Mr.  Elliott  missed  his  footing,  and, 
though  a  plucky  attempt  was  made  by  one  of 
his  guides  to  arrest  him  by  grasping  his 
sleeve,  he  slipped  from  Biner's  hold  and 
glided  rapidly  down  the  steep  and  frozen 
snow-slopes  till  he  disappeared  from  sight. 
I  suppose  all  English-speaking,  educated 
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'the  peak  ok  terror"   where  MR.    ELLIOTT  LOST   HIS  LIFE. 
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Elliott  on  the  Schreckhom  was  a  catastrophe 
which  should  never  have  happened.  "If 
only  those  who  are  quite  blameless  should 
cast  the  first  stone,"  wrote  the  editor  of  the 
Alpine  Journal^  "  few  would  be  entitled  to 
find  fault  with  him."  True  enough.  Yet  it 
is  just  because  we  have  done  what  we  ought 
not  to  have  done  ourselves  that  climbers  who 
have  escaped  when  they  did  not  deserve  to 
come  off  scot-free  would  fain  speak  out  and 
deter  others  from  imitating  them. 

Mr.  Elliott  was  making  an  ascent  of  the 
far-famed  "  Peak  of  Terror  "  (or  Schreckhom) 
with  two  guides,  and  had  reached  the  last 
ridge  of  the  mountain.  He  had  declined  to 
be  roped,  as  he  considered  it  irksome,  and 
felt  entire  confidence  that  he  would  not  slip. 
As  he  was  a  climber  of  several  years'  ex- 
perience, and  his  guide  had  been  with  him 
for  the  past  four  seasons,  the  cord  was  not 
insisted  on.  Presently  Mr.  Elliott,  in  order 
to  reach  the  rock-ridge  from  the  snow,  made 
a  sort  of  spring.  The  spot  is  not  a  difficult 
one ;  I  spent  some  time  when  I  passed  over 
it  myself  in  noting  the  surroundings,  while 
my  guides   described   the  accident   to   me. 


people  have  read  Whymper's  famous  work  on 
his  "Scrambles  in  the  Alps."  The  name  of 
that  brave  and  determined  guide,  Jean  Antoine 
Carrel,  is  therefore  a  familiar  one;  but  the 
closing  chapter  in  the  life  of  this  pioneer  of 
the  mountains  is  probably  less  known  to  the 
general  reader  than  is  the  story  of  his  plucky 
attempts  on  the  Matterhorn.  Indeed,  Carrel 
looked  on  the  Italian  side  of  the  Matterhorn 
almost  as  his  own  property.  It  was  a  touch- 
ing and  appropriate  end  to  his  career  that  he 
should  die  on  his  own  mountain,  within  sight 
of  his  home,  after  the  work  of  the  day  was 
done,  and  in  the  performance  of  an  act  of  the 
greatest  heroism. 

Carrel  was  sixty-two  when  he  set  out  for 
the  last  time  to  climb  his  beloved  peak.  He 
was  engaged  to  an  Italian  gentleman,  Signor 
Sinigaglia,  who  himself  has  retold  to  me 
the  story  of  his  sad  yet  glorious  end.  The 
second  guide  was  Charles  Gorret,  and  the 
party  started  from  Breuil  at  2.15  a.m., 
intending  to  cross  the  Matterhorn  and  sleep 
at  the  hut  on  the  Swiss  side  that  night.  The 
weather,  however,  becoming  somewhat  over- 
cast, and  delay  having  been  occasioned  by 
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ice-glazed  rocks,  they  decided  to  remain  at 
the  hut  at  the  foot  of  the  so-called  "Great 
Tower  "  till  the  next  day.  Carrel  had  shown 
signs  of  fatigue  during  the  climb,  but,  as  he 
seemed  quite  restored  by  a  couple  of  hours 
of  sound  sleep  on  his  arrival  at  the  hut,  it 
was  put  down  to  a  trifling  and  temporary 
weakness.  Meanwhile  the  weather  got  worse 
and  worse,  and,  far  from  showing  any 
symptoms  ofabate- 
ment  next  morn- 
ing, the  storm  con- 
tinued to  rage  the 
whole  of  that  day 
and  the  following 
night  I  The  cold 
was  now  great,  and 
they  had  nearly  ex- 
hausted their  food. 
It  was  therefore 
decided  that  if  the 
wind  fell  at  all  a 
start  should  be 
made  downwards 
the  following 
morning. 

The  next  day, 
though  the  weather 
was  still  very  bad, 
at  9  a.m.  the  party 
set  off.  The  work 
was  extremely 
difficult,  the  fixed 
ropes  nearly  hid- 
den with  the  fresh 
snow,  and  ice 
everywhere.  At 
length  they  got 
down  to  the  Col  de 
Lion,  where  they 
hoped  the  wind 
would  moderate  a 

little.  But  here  a  regular  hurricane  set  in,  and 
the  climbers  were  almost  suffocated  by  it  and 
by  the  driving  snow.  The  cold  was  awful. 
Gorret  already  had  a  hand  frost-bitten,  and 
every  moment  they  had  to  clear  their  eyes  of 
ice,  while  they  could  barely  make  each  other 
hear  in  the  roaring  tempest. 

Some  three  hours  after  starting  Carrel  was 
noticed  to  slacken  his  pace.  Gorret  inquired 
if  anything  were  wrong.  *'  Nothing,"  was  the 
reply,  and  still  the  brave  spirit  trudged  on. 
At  length  Gorret  took  the  lead  and  Carrel 
seemed  to  move  more  easily  for  the  rest 
They  were  now  at  the  spot  where  a  short  and 
steep  downward  passage  would  land  them  on 
the  pastures  where  was  safety.  The  first  two 
w^re   nearly  at   the  bottom  wh^n  they  felt 
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the  rope  tighten.  They  cried  to  Carrel  to 
follow  them  down,  but  received  no  answer. 
Alarmed,  they  remounted  a  little,  when 
Carrel  said,  in  a  faint  voice,  "  Come  up  and 
fetch  me ;  I  have  no  strength  left." 

They  hastened  to  his  side.  He  was  barely 
conscious,  and  they  with  great  difficulty  put 
the  rest  of  the  cognac  in  his  mouth.  They 
rubbed  him  and  did  all  they  could  for 
him,  but  it  was 
of  no  avail.  They 
tried  to  lift  him, 
but  it  was  impos- 
sible. Then,  stoop- 
ing down,  they 
asked  in  his  ear  if 
he  wished  to  com- 
mend his  spirit  to 
God.  With  a  last 
effort  he  said 
"Yes,"  and  fell 
back  dead  on  the 
snow. 

"With  broken 
hearts,***  writes  Sig- 
nbr  Sinigaglia, 
"  we  cut  the  rope 
bindtng  us  to  our 
brave  companion, 
and  continued  the 
descent." 

"It  cannot  be 
doubted  "(to  quote 
Mr.  Whymper's 
eloquent  words) 
'"that  Carrel,  en- 
feebled though  he 
was,  could  have 
saved  himself  had 
he  given  his  atten- 
tion to  self-preser- 
vation. He  took  a 
nobler  course ;  and,  accepting  his  responsi- 
bility, devoted  his  whole  soul  to  the  welfare 
of  his  comrades,  until,  utterly  exhausted,  he 
fell  staggering  on  the  snow.  He  was  already 
dying.  Life  was  flickering,  yet  the  brave 
spirit  said,  *  It  is  nothing.*  " 

I  cannot  bring  these  climber's  tales  to  a 
more  appropriate  close  than  by  quoting  the 
following  pretty  anecdote. 

One  day  the  son  of  Maquignaz,  Carrers 
great  rival,  was,  some  years  after  this  sad 
event,  guiding  a  tourist  up  the  Italian  side  of 
the  Matterhorn.  As  they  approached  the 
Col  de  Lion  the  gentleman  said  to  his  guide, 
"  Show  me  the  spot  where  Carrel  fell." 
Young  Maquignaz  turned  to  him  sharply, 
rebukingly.    " Carrel  did  not  fall.     I/e  died" 
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FEMIDEE 

By  F.   ANSTEY. 

Author  of  "  Vice   Versa"  **  The  Man  Jrom  Blankiey's,''  etc.^  etc. 


HAD  better 

once   that    1 

set  up  to  be  1 

I  get  quite 

of  pen  and 
day  at  the  bank,  and  ^ 
am  free,  I  like  to  be  out 
fresh  air  as  long  as  I  cai 

So  you  will  not 
"style"  or  "literary  c( 
tion  "  or  anything  of 
that  sort  in  this;  it 
is  just  an  account,  as 
exact  as  I  can  make 
it,  of  a  very  unplea- 
sant experience  I  had 
last  Christmas,  and 
you  must  let  me  tell 
it  in  my  own  way. 
If  you  think,  as  very 
likely  you  may,  that 
I  cut  rather  a  poor 
figure  in  the  course 
of  it,  all  I  ask  is  that 
you  will  kindly 
suspend  your  judg- 
ment of  me  till  you 
come  to  the  finish. 
Because  you  will  see 
then  —  at  least  I 
hope  you  will  — 
that    I    couldn't 

very  well  have  behaved  any  differently. 
'  My  name  is  Filleter  —  Lionel  Alchin 
Filleter,  if  you  want  it  in  full — I  am  about 
twenty-four,  and  unmarried.  My  elder  sister 
Louisa  and  I  share  a  semi-detached  villa  in 
Woodlands  Avenue,  Cricklebury  Park,  within 
easy  reach  of  the  City  by  rail  or  motor-bus. 
Our  house  is  called  "  Ullswater,"  and  next 
door  is  "  Buttermere  "  ;  why,  I  don't  know, 
as  neither  boasts  so  much  as  a  basin  of  gold- 
fish. But  the  name  was  painted  on  the  gate 
when  we  came,  and  as  we  couldn't  think  of 
anything  better,  we  stuck  to  it. 

We  have  quite  a  decent  back  garden  for 
the  size  of  the  house,  and  when  there  was 
nothing  doing  in  the  way  of  games,  I  spent 


I    FUT   IN    THIS    PARTICULAR   ROOT   BY   ITSKl.F,   JUST 
UNDER   THE    DRAWING-ROOM    WINDOW." 


most  of  my  spare 
time  in  it.  In  fact, 
I  got  rather  keen  at 
last,  and  my  bank 
being  in  the  City,  I 
used  to  look  in  as 
often  as  possible  at 
Messrs.  Protheroe 
and  Morris's  well  - 
known  auction-rooms 
in  Cheapside,  on  the 
off-chance  of  picking 
up  a  bargain.  Some- 
times I  did ;  in  March 
of  last  year,  for  in- 
stance, I  happened 
to  drop  in  while  they 
were  selling  a  con- 
signment of  late 
Dutch  and  Cape 
bulbs  and  roots,  and 
secured  a  bag  of  a 
hundred  miscellane- 
ous anemone  roots 
for  half  a  crown.  The 
.lot  was  described  in 
the  catalogue  as 
''Mixed,  All  fine 
sorts,  including  Si. 
Bn'gid,  Fulgens,  etc. 
Believed  to  contain 
some  new  varieties J^ 
If  you  have  ever  seen  any  anemone  roots 
you  will  know  what  black,  dried-up-looking 
things  they  are,  so  queerly  shaped  that  one 
can  never  be  sure  which  end  up  to  plant 
them.  I  planted  mine  the  day  after  I  got  them 
home,  along  my  S.E.  border,  where  they 
would  get  plenty  of  sun,  and  make  a  good 
show  in  front  of  the  phloxes  the  following 
June.  Or  rather  I  planted  all  but  one  there, 
that  one  being  so  much  larger  and  more 
fantastically  shaped  than  the  rest  that  I 
thought  it  might  possibly  turn  out  to  be  a 
quite  unique  variety,  like,  as  I  told  Louisa  at 
the  time,  the  celebrated  "Narcissus  Mackin- 
toshi  Splendescens,"  which  was  bought  in  a 
mixed  lot  at  an  auction  for  a  few  shillings, 
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and  now  fetches  as  much  as  five  pounds  a 
bulb ! 

So  I  put  in  this  particular  root  by  itself, 
just  under  the  drawing-room  window,  with  a 
labelled  peg  to  mark  the  spot.  Louisa  rather 
jeered  at  my  expectations ;  she  has  very  little 
faith  in  me  as  a  gardener,  and  besides,  she 
takes  no  proper  pride  in  the  garden  itself,  or 
she  would  never  have  persisted  as  she  did,  in 
letting  Togo  out  for  a  run  in  it  the  last  thing 
at  night.  Togo  is  Louisa's  black  dachs,  and, 
as  I  understand  the  breed  was  originally 
trained  to  hunt  for  truffles,  you  could  hardly 
expect  such  things  as  bulbs  and  roots  to  get 
a  fair  chance  if  there  is  any  truth  in  heredi- 
tary instinct.  But  Louisa  objected  to  his 
running  about  in  front,  because  of  motor- 
cars. 

Still,  Tm  bound  to  say  that  he  did  not 
seem  to  have  interfered  with  any  of  the 
anemones,  all  of  which  came  up  well — except 
the  root  I  had  had  such  hopes  of,  which 
never  came  up  at  all.  And,  as  I  couldn't 
fairly  blame  Togo  for  that,  and  l^uisa  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  all  about  the  subject,  I 
didn't  think  it  worth  while  to  refer  to  it. 

I  soon  forgot  my  disappointment  myself, 
until  I  was  clearing  up  my  beds  in  November 
and  came  upon  the  peg.  Then  I  decided  to 
leave  the  root  undisturbed,  just  in  case  it 
might  be  some  variety  that  took  a  con- 
siderable time  to  flower.  •  And  then  1  forgot 
it  once  more. 

Things  went  on  as  usual  until  it  was 
Christmas  Eve ;  Louisa,  1  remember,  had 
been  putting  together  our  Christmas  presents, 
among  which  were  some  toys  for  little  Peggy 
and  Joan  Dudlow. 

The  Dudlows,  I  should  mention,  are  far 
the  most  important  and  influential  people  in 
Cricklebury  Park,  where  the  local  society  is 
above  the  usual  suburban  level.  They  live 
at  "  Ingleholme,"  a  handsome  gabled  house 
standing  in  its  own  grounds  at  the  end  of 
the  Avenue.  Dudlow  is  a  well-to-do  silk 
merchant,  and  his  eldest  daughter  Violet  is 
— but  I  simply  can't  trust  myself  to  describe 
her — I  know  I  should  never  get  hold  of  just 
the  right  words.  Well,  Louisa  had  gone  up 
to  her  room,  leaving  me  alone  in  the 
drawing-room  with  an  injunction  not  to  sit 
up  late. 

It  was  getting  late — very  nearly  twelve 
o'clock  indeed — and  I  was  thinking  of 
turning  in  as  soon  as  I  had  read  another 
l^age  or  two  of  a  book  I  was  dipping  into. 
It  was  a  rum  old  book  which  belonged  to 
Anthony  Casbird,  our  curate  at  St.  Philip's, 
'i  o  look  at  Casbird,  you  wouldn't  believe  he 


was  bookish,  being  so  ruddy  in  the  face,  but 
he  has  a  regular  library  at  his  lodgings,  and 
is  always  at  me  for  only  reading  what  he  calls 
"modern  trash."  So,  as  I  happened  to  let 
out  that  1  had  never  heard  of  a  writer  called 
Sir  Thomas  Browne,  he  had  insisted  on  lend- 
ing me  one  of  his  books,  with  some  notes  of 
his  own  for  a  paper  he  was  going  to  read  at 
some  Literary  Society. 

It  had  a  jaw-breaking  title  :  "  Pseudodoxia 
Epidemica,  or  Enquiries  into  very  many 
received  Tenents  and  commonly  presumed 
Truths,"  and  had  been  published  so  long  ago 
as  1646. 

Now  when  I  do  take  up  a  book,  I  must 
say  I  prefer  something  rather  more  up-to- 
date,  and  this  was  written  in  such  an  old- 
fashioned,  long-winded  way  that  I  didn't  get 
on  with  it. 

But  I  had  come  to  a  chapter  which  seemed 
more  promising,  being  headed,  "Of  sundry 
tenents  concerning  vegetables  or  plants,  which 
examined,  prove  either  false  or  dubious." 
I  thDught  I  might  get  a  tip  or  two  for  the 
garden  out  of  it. 

However,  it  was  not  what  I  should  call 
"  practical."  It  began  like  this :  "  Many 
tnola's  and  false  conceptions  there  arc  of  Man- 
drakes^ the  first  from  great  Antiquity^  con- 
ceiveth  the  Roote  thereof  resembleth  the  shape  of 
manJ^  .  .  .  and,  further  on,  "n  Catacresticcill 
and  farre  derived  similitude^  it  holds  with 
man ,  that  is,  in  a  bifurcation  or  division  of 
the  roote  into  two  parts,  which  some  are  con- 
iente  to  call  thighes,  .  .  .  The  third  assertion 
affirm eth  the  roots  of  Mandrakes  doe  make  a 
noyse  or  give  a  shreeke  upon  eradication,  which 
is  indeed  ridiadous,  and  false  Mow  confute  ; 
.  .  .  The  last  concerneth  the  danger  ensuing, 
that  there  followes  an  hazard  of  life  to  them 
that  pull  it  up,  that  some  evill  fate  pursues 
them,'*  and  so  on. 

I  found  a  loose  note  of  Casbird's  to  the 
effect  that,  to  guard  against  this  danger,  a 
black  dog  was  usually  employed  to  pull  up 
the  root,  which  apparently  was  fatal  to  the 
dog;  while  its  owners  ^'stopped  their  own 
eares  for  feare  of  the  terreble  shriek  or  cry  of 
this  Mandrack.*' 

Somehow  all  this  vaguely  suggested  some- 
thing, though  for  a  while  1  could  not 
remember  what.  Everyone  knows  how  worry- 
ing that  is,  and  I  could  not  bring  myself  to 
get  out  of  my  chair  and  go  to  bed  until  I  had 
found  the  missing  clue.  And  at  last  I  hit 
on  it.  The  anemone  root,  of  course !  I 
recollected  now  that  Louisa,  who  had  had  a 
low  opinion  of  it  from  the  first,  had  remarked 
that  it  was  shaped  "exactly  like  a  horrid 
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little  man."  Not  that  I  saw  much  resem- 
blance myself,  though  it  certainly  was  forked, 
and  even  had  excrescences  on  each  side  which, 
to  a  lively  imagination,  might  pass  for  arms. 
But  no  doubt  in  old  Sir  Thomas's  time  a 
good  many  fairly  intelligent  people  would 
have  sworn  it  was  a  Mandrake,  and  been 
terrified  out  of  their  lives  at  it ! 

Now  I  came  to  think  over  it,  I  was  rather 
hazy,  even  then,  as  to  what  kind  of  creature 
they  supposed  a  Mandrake  to  be  exactly — 
though  I  gathered  that  it  must  be  some 
peculiarly  malignant  sort  of  little  demon. 

I  was  amusing  myself  by  these  specula- 
tions when  I  was  startled  for  the  moment  by 
a  succession  of  short  shnrp  shrieks,  ending  in 
a  prolonged  and  blood-curdling  yell.  Only 
for  the  moment,  because  I  remembered  at 


that  was  thrown  on  the  grass-plot  by  the 
lamp  behind  me.  It  looked  to  me  like  Togo. 
Louisa  must  have  turned  him  out  as  usual, 
and  the  servants  have  forgotten  to  let  him  in 
again,  which  was  careless  of  them.  He  had 
had  a  fit,  as  had  happened  once  before,  and 
the  screams  I  had  heard  had  been  his.  Now 
1  should  have  to  go  down  and  see  after  the 
poor  brute.  .  .  . 

But  I  never  went.  For,  as  I  stood  there  at 
the  window  leaning  out,  I  heard  another  sound 
below  which  drove  all  thought  of  Togo  com- 
pletely out  of  my  head — a  stealthy  rustling 
and  scrabbling,  as  if  some  large  reptile — a 
chameleon  for  choice — were  clambering  up 
the  ivy  towards  the  window. 

I  knew  I  ought  to  shut  it  before  the  thing, 

whatever  it  was,  could  get  in,  but  I  couldn't. 

I   felt    paralyzed 
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room 

there. 
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the  railway  line,  you  can  hear  the  trains  dis- 
tinctly when  the  wind  happens  to  be  in  the 
right  quarter.  At  the  same  time  I  could  not 
help  fancying  that  the  noise  had  seemed 
nearer  than  usual — that  it  sounded  as  if 
it  might  almost  have  come  from  my  own 
garden. 

1  grew  so  uneasy  at  last  that  I  threw  up 
the  window,  to  see  if  anything  had  happened. 

All  was  quiet  again  now  ;  but,  as  my  eyes 
became  accustomed  to  the  darkness,  I 
thought  I  could  make  out  a  small  black 
form  lying  motionless  in  the  patch  of  light 


A   SMALL   MLACK   OBJECT  SPRAWLED  OVER   THE  SILL   AND 
ALIGHTEU   WITH   A    PLOI*  ON   THE  OTTOMAN    BENEATH." 


a  flop  on  the  ottoman  beneath.  I  cannot 
give  any  idea  of  its  appearance  except  by 
saying  that  it  was  a  wizened  little  imp  of  a 
thing,  as  black  as  your  hat,  and  hideously 
ugly-^  As  it  recovered  its  balance  and  stood 
there,  blinking  its  beady  little  eyes  in  the 
lamplight,  I  noticed  that  its  expression  was 
not  so  much  malignant  as  obsequious,  and 
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even  abject.  Though  I  didn't  like  it  any  the 
better  for  that.     And  then  it  spoke. 

"I  hope  you  were  not  alarmed  by  the 
noise,"  it  said,  in  a  soft  reedy  pipe.  "  It  was 
only  me." 

I  can't  say  that  I  was  exactly  surprised  at 
hearing  it  speak.  I  did  not  know  enough 
about  Mandrakes  for  that.  But  it  was  clear 
enough  that  old  Sir  Thomas  Browne  had 
been  wrong  for  once  in  his  life,  for  this  thing 
couldn't  possibly  be  anything  else  but  a  Man- 
drake. 1  did  not  answer  it — what  can  you 
say  to  a  Mandrake  ? 

It  jumped  off  the  ottoman  as  I  fell  back 
into  my  chair ;  then  it  swarmed  up  the  table- 
leg  with  a  horrible  agility,  hoisted  itself  over 
the  edge,  and  sat  down  humbly  on  a  wooden 
box  of  puzzle  cubes. 

"  You  see,"  it  went  on  apologetically, 
"  when  that  dog  of  yours  dragged  me  out  of 
bed  so  suddenly,  I  couldn't  help  calling  out, 
I  do  not  ask  you  to  punish  it — I  wish  to 
make  no  complaint — but  it  bit  me  severely 
in  the  back." 

There  was  something  so  sneaky  and 
cringing  in  its  manner  that  I  began  to  feel 
less  afraid  of  it.  "  It's  been  punished  enough 
already,"  I  said  shortly.  "  It's  probably  dead 
by  this  time." 

"  Oh,  surely  not ! "  it  said,  squirming. 
"  It  has  merely  fainted.  Though  I  can't 
think  why." 

"  You  don't  seem  to  be  aware,"  I  replied, 
without  disguising  the  disgust  I  felt,  "  that 
your  appearance  is  enough  to  upset  anyone." 

"  I'm  afraid,"  it  admitted,  as  it  began  to 
brush  the  mould  from  its  frightful  little 
twiggy  legs,  "  my  person  has  indeed  been  a 
little  neglected.  But  I  shall  be  presentable 
enough,  after  I  have  been  a  few  days  under 
your  kindly  care." 

I  let  it  know  pretty  plainly  that  if  it  imagined 
I  was  going  to  take  it  in,  it  was  considerably 
mistaken — which  seemed  to  disappoint  it. 

"  But  why  not  ? "  it  said,  and  blinked  at 
me  again.     "  Why  can't  you  take  me  in  ?  " 

"  Because,"  1  said  bluntly,  "  a  house  like 
this  is  not  the  place  for  creatures  of  your 
sort." 

"  Oh,"  it  replied,  "  but  I  am  accustomed 
to  roughing  it,  and  I  would  put  up  with  any 
drawbacks  for  the  pleasure  of  your  society  ! " 

The  calm  cheek  of  this  was  almost  too 
much  for  me.  **  I  dare  say  you  would,"  I  said, 
"  but  you're  not  going  to  get  the  chance. 
What  I  meant  was,  as  a  Mandrake — which 
you  can't  deny  you  are — you  are  not  a  fit 
person  to  be  admitted  into  any  respectable 
household." 


It  protested  volubly  that  it  couldn't  answer 
for  other  Mandrakes,  it  could  only  assure  me 
that  its  own  character  was  beyond  reproach. 
It  added  that  it  had  felt  strongly  attracted  to 
me  from  the  moment  it  saw  my  face,  and  its 
instinct  told  it  that  I  should  reciprocate  the 
feeling  in  tirne. 

I  made  the  obvious  retort  that  if  its 
instinct  told  it  that,  it  lied ;  I  said  I 
had  no  wish  to  argue  with  it,  but  it  had 
better  understand  that  it  must  leave  the 
house  at  once. 

"  Don't  repulse  me  ! "  it  whined.  "  I  want 
you  to  treat  me  as  a  friend.  Call  me 
*  Ferdie.'     Do  call  me  *  Ferdie ' ! " 

All  I  said  to  that  was  that,  if  it  didn't  clear 
out  of  its  own  accord,  I  should  be  obliged  to 
take  it  by  the  scruff  of  its  neck  and  chuck  it 
out  of  the  window,  which,  as  I  pointed  out, 
was  conveniently  open.  Though,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  this  was  only  bluff,  for  I  wouldn't 
have  touched  the  thing  for  any  money. 

Then  the  plausible  little  beast  tried  to 
work  on  my  pity ;  there  had  been  no  rain  for 
days,  it  said,  and  it  was  feeling  so  parched 
and  dry,  and  generally  exhausted.  "Well," 
I  said,  relenting  a  little,  "I'll  give  you  just 
one  whisky  and  soda,  and  after  that  you  must 
go."  But  it  refused  anything  but  plain  soda, 
with  which  I  filled  a  tumbler  to  the  brim, 
and  the  Mandrake  stooped  down  and  drained 
it  greedily" with  great  gulps. 

The  soda-water  seemed  to  buck  it  up  in  a 
most  extraordinary  way.  Its  shrivelled  little 
form  began  to  fill  out,  and  its  extremities  to 
look  more  like  hands  and  feet,  while  its 
height  actually  increased  by  several  inches. 
But  in  other  respects  I  could  see  no  improve- 
ment. 

"  I  feel  a  different  being,"  it  informed  me 
complacently.  "  It's  just  occurred  to  me,"  it 
went  on,  "that  the  prejudice  which  I  can't 
help  seeing  you  have  against  me  may  be  due 
to  my  want  of  clothing.  Underground  that 
did  not  signify,  but,  in  the  world  above,  I 
quite  recognise  that  the  proprieties  should  be 
observed.  Only  I  don't  see — ah,  the  very 
things.  .  .  .    Will  you  excuse  me  ?  " 

It  had  suddenly  caught  sight  of  a  large 
Golliwogg,  which  I  had  bought  for  Peggy, 
and  which  was  lying  on  the  table.  Before  I 
could  interfere  the  Mandrake  had  deftly 
stripped  the  doll  of  its  blue  coat,  white  shir^ 
and  red  trousers,  and  arrayed  itself  in  them. 
"  Now,"  it  remarked  proudly,  "  you  will  have 
no  need  to  blush  for  me  ! " 

I  think  I  never  saw  anything  more 
outrageously  grotesque  than  the  spectacle 
that  Mandrake  presented  in  the  Golliwogg's 
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garments,  which  hung  about  its  meagre  body 
in  loose  folds.  But  it  strutted  about  with 
immense  satisfaction.  "  Quite  a  fair  fit,"  it 
said,  trying  to  twist  its  ugly  head  round  and 
see  its  back.  "  Though  Tm  not  sure  there 
isn't  a  wrinkle  between  the  shoulders.  Do 
you  notice  it  ?  " 

I  said  I  thought  it  need  not  distress  itself 
about  that,  and  again  ordered  it  to  get  out. 

"  But  where  am  I  to  get  to  ?  "  it  said  ;  "  I 
can't  go  back  to  the  garden  now.  And  it's 
your  garden,  which  surely  gives  me  some 
claim  on  your  hospitality  !  " 

I  said  it  had  no  claims  on  me  whatever ; 
if  anyone  was  responsible  for  it,  Messrs. 
Protheroe  and  Morris  were  the  proper 
parties  to  apply  to,  and  1  gave  it  their  address 
in  Cheapside.  Perhaps  this  was  hardly  fair 
on  the  firm,  who,  of  course,  would  not  have 
sold  such  a  thing,  knowingly,  as  an  anemone 
root — but  I  had  to  get  out  of  it  somehow. 

1  did  not  pitch  it  out  of  window  ;  I  showed 
it  to  the  front  door,  like  an  ordinary  caller. 
**  Then   you  cast    me  from   you," 
it  sighed  in  the  passage,  as  I  undid 
the  chain.     "Are  we  to  meet  as 
strangers  henceforth  ?  " 

**  If  we  ever  meet  at  all,"  1  said, 
"which  1  see  no  necessity  for. 
Good  night."  But  it  still  lingered 
on  the  door- mat. 

"  Ah,  well,"  it  said,  "  it  cannot 
be  that  1  shall  find  all  hearts  as 
hard  as  yours.  Did  you  say 
Cheapside  ?  " 

I  said  if  it  had  any  difficulty  in 
finding  the  way  it  had  better  ask  a 
constable.  It  thanked  me  profusely, 
begged  me  not  to  trouble  to  come 
to  the  gate  with  it,  and  left. 

With  all  my  instinctive  repug- 
nance, 1  could  not  help  feeling 
slightly  ashamed  of  myself;  it  did 
look  such  a  forlorn  and  pitiable 
little  wretch  as  it  shambled  down 
the  path  and  slipped  through  the 
bars  of  the  gate  ! 

But  what  could  I  do  ?  To  keep 
it  was  out  of  the  question  ;  Louisa 
would  never  stand  it— the  thing 
would  get  on  her  nerves.  And  then 
there  were  the  Dudlows.  What 
would  Violet,  what  would  her 
father  and  mother,  think  of  me  if 
they  discovered  that  I  was  harbour- 
ing such  a  beastly  thing  as  a 
Mandrake  ? 

I  chained  and  barred  the  door, 
cor^atulating  myself  that,  so  far 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 80. 


as  I  was  concerned,  the  affair  was  done  with. 
And  then  I  went  to  bed,  deciding  that  it 
would  be  better  not  to  mention  the  matter 
to  Louisa. 

The  next  day  of  course  was  Christmas.  I 
was  sitting  by  the  fire  in  the  dining-room, 
which  faces  the  road.  Louisa  was  at  church, 
and  I  ought  to  have  been  there,  too.  1 
didn't  quite  know  why  I  hadn't  gone,  as  I 
should  certainly  have  met  Violet  there,  and 
perhaps  walked  home  with  her  afterwards — 
but  I  supposed  I  hadn't  felt  up  to  it. 

Anyhow  there  I  was,  in  an  arm-chair  with 
a  pipe  and  a  newspaper,  when  all  at  once 
I  became  aware  of  a  low  tapping  at  the  bow- 
window  behind  my  back.  I  didn't  look 
round,  for  I  had  a  sort  of  presentiment  of 
what  it  was.  And  then,  in  the  bevelled  plate- 
glass  mirror  of  the  sideboard  opposite,  I  saw 
reflected  a  flash  of  scarlet  and  blue  among 
the  variegated  laurels  in  one  of  the  window- 
boxes,  and    1    knew   for  certain    that    that 
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infernal  little  Mandrake  had  turned  up  again. 
The  tapping  grew  louder,  but  I  took  no 
notice,  hoping  that  it  would  soon  get  tired  of 
it  and  go  away. 

However,  it  persevered  until  I  began  to 
feel  alarmed  lest  it  should  attract  the  attention 
of  the  people  opposite,  who  are  rather  given 
to  gossiping.  So  I  got  up  and  let  the  thing 
in,  and  asked  it  what  the  deuce  it  wanted  now 
— for  I  was  extremely  annoyed.  Without 
waiting  for  an  invitation  it  took  the  arm-chair 
opposite  mine,  with  a  cough  which  was  either 
deferential  or  due  to  the  tobacco-smoke. 
Then  it  explained  that  its  intrusion,  which  it 
hoped  I  would  overlook,  had  been  prompted 
by  an  irresistible  impulse  to  wish  me  the 
Compliments  of  the  Season. 

Of  course  I  knew  it  had  some  deeper 
motive  than  that,  and  I  made  no  answer, 
beyond  grunting.  It  appeared  that  it  had 
gone  to  Cheapside,  but  had  found  neither 
Mr.  Protheroe  nor  Mr.  Morris  at  home — 
which  did  not  surprise  me.  It  had  been 
wandering  about  all  night,  though  it  had  con- 
trived— it  did  not  mention  how,  and  I  asked 
no  questions — to  refresh  itself  with  some 
cocoa  and  a  slice  of  cake  at  a  coffee-stall. 
And,  its  appetite  having  once  been  aroused, 
it  had  begun,  it  said,  to  feel  hungry  again. 
Might  it  trespass  on  me  for  a  meal  ?  It 
would  be  deeply  grateful,  even  if  1-  could  do 
no  more  for  it  than  a  minCe-pie. 

I  declined.  Not  from  stinginess,  but  a 
conviction  that  it  would  be  the  thin  end  of 
the  wedge.  I  might  have  it  staying  on  to 
lunch — and  there  were  Louisa's  feelings  to 
be  considered.  It  took  the  refusal  meekly 
enough,  and  said  it  had  another  favour  to  ask 
of  me.  Perhaps  I  had  not  observed  that  it  had 
been  putting  on  flesh  with  a  rapidity  which 
it  could  only  attribute  to  the  currant  cake  ? 

I  had  already  noticed  a  change.  It  was 
now  at  least  two  feet  high  ;  its  blue  jacket  was 
reduced  to  a  bolero,  while  its  jed  breeches 
were  hardly  bigger  than  bathing-drawers.  I 
forget  if  it  still  retained  its  shirt  or  not.  The 
Mandrake  represented  that  if  this  shrinkage 
were  to  continue,  it  would  soon  be  ashamed 
to  present  itself  in  public,  and  asked  if  I 
could  recommend  it  to  a  really  good  tailor  — 
"  not  the  one  who  made  those  things  you 
have  on,"  it  explained.  "  I  prefer  a  quieter 
style  myself." 

I  knew  there  was  no  fault  to  be  found  with 
the  clothes  I  was  wearing,  a  neat  suit  in  quite 
the  right  shade  of  green,  and  I  might  have 
shut  the  little  beggar  up  pretty  sharply  if  I 
had  chosen.  But  after  all,  what  did  it  matter 
what  a  Mandrake  thought  of  my  things  ? 


"  I  feel  sure  I  should  be  a  success  in 
society,"  it  went  on,  wriggling  with  suppressed 
eagerness  as  it  spoke,  "  if  I  were  only  decently 
dressed.  I  have  many  gifts,  and  even  accom- 
plishments. All  my  tastes  are  innocent  and 
refined.  You  would  find  we  had  much  in 
common,  if  you  would  only  try  to  regard  me 
as  a  friend.  If,"  it  entreated,  with  a  smile 
which  it  evidently  intended  to  be  winning, 
but  which  came  out  on  its  gnarled  wooden 
countenance  as  a  revoltingly  offensive  leer,  "If 
I  could  once  hear  you  call  me  *  Ferdie ' !  " 

It  heard  me  call  it  several  names — but 
"  Ferdie  "  was  not  one  of  them.  "  Then  do  1 
gather,"  it  said,  **  that,  in  your  judgment,  the 
mere  ifact  of  my  extraction,  if  known,  would 
be  sufficient  to  exclude  me  from  any  social 
circle?" 

I  replied  that  that  was  distinctly  my 
impression.  "Then,"  it  stipulated,  "if  I 
leave  you  now,  will  you  give  me  your  word  of 
honour  as  a  young  English  gentleman  never 
to  reveal  to  any  living  soul  what  I  really  am  ?  " 

What  it  really  was  must  be  so  obvious  to 
the  most  careless  observer  that  I  felt  I  could 
safely  promise,  and  besides,  I  was  in  such  a 
hurry  to  get  it  out  of  the  way  before  Louisa 
returned  from  church.  Then  it  asked  if  there 
were  not  charitable  persons  called  "  clergy  " 
who  were  m  the  habit  of  relieving  deserving 
cases,  and,  with  a  sudden  inspiration,  I  gave 
it  Casbird's  name  and  address,  on  condition 
that  it  did  not  mention  who  had  sent  it  to 
him. 

And  at  last,  after  having  the  unblushing 
impudence  to  inquire  affectionately  after 
Togo,  it  started.  As  I  watched  it  slink  across 
the  road  and  round  the  corner  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  curate's  lodgings,  I  could  not 
resist  a  grim  chuckle.  For  I  knew  Tony 
Casbird  not  only  as  a  fellow  of  strong  common 
sense,  but  as  a  fair  all-round  cricketer  and  a 
first-rate  half-back,  and  if  this  little  beast  was 
getting  uppish,  he  could  be  safely  trusted  to 
put  it  in  its  proper  place. 

And  anyhow,  the  job  was  more  in  his  line 
than  mine. 

It  must  have  been  the  same  evening  that 
Casbird  came  in.  In  fact  I  know  it  was, 
because  he  said  he  couldn't  stay  long,  as  he 
was  going  on  to  "  Ingleholme "  to  tell  Miss 
Dudlow  how  pleased  his  vicar  had  been  with 
the  charming  effect  of  the  Christmas  decora- 
tions, which  she  had  taken  a  prominent  part 
in  arranging. 

Casbird  was  a  devoted  admirer  of  Violet's 
—but  I  was  not  afraid  of  hitn^  for  I  didn't 
think  he  stood  a  sporting  chance.    Just  as  he 
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rose  to  go,  he  mentioned  that  on  returning 
from  service  that  morning  he  had  found  a 
most  interesting  visitor  waiting  to  see  him. 
I  thought  I  could  guess  who  it  was,  but  I 
wasn't  going  to  give  myself  away,  so  I  merely 
said,  "Oh,  really?"  or  something  of  that 
sort. 

"  Yes,"  said  Casbird,  "  I  have  seldom 
known  a  sadder,  stranger  case.  He  has 
come  through  so  much,  and  with  such 
splendid  pluck  and  endurance." 

Naturally  Louisa  wanted  to  know  more 
about  him.  What  was  he  like  ?  Casbird 
said  really  he  scarcely  knew  how  to  describe 
him.  Handsome?  Well,  no,  he  should 
hardly  call  him  that—m  fact,  at  first  sight, 
his  appearance  was 
somewhat  aerainst   him.  ..--- — ' 

But 
little 
and 
you, 


"Well,"  said  the  curate,  "I  call  him 
*  Ferdie '  at  present.  It  was  his  own  w^ish, 
and  he  hasn't  told  me  his  other  name  yet. 
I  am  putting  him  up  until  I  can  find  a  suit- 
able opening  for  him.  He's  a  dehghtful 
companion,  so  touchingly  grateful  for  the 
least  kindness,  so  full  of  little  delicate 
attentions !  Why,  when  1  came  in  to  tea 
this  afternoon,  I  found  the  little  fellow  had 
actually  put  my  slippers  inside  the  fender 
to  warm,  and  was  toasting  a  crumpet  for 
me  by  the  fire  !  " 

I  listened  aghast.  I  knew  Casbird  rather 
went  in  for  being  broad-minded  and  tolerant 
and  that — but-  I'd  really  no  idea  he  would 
carry  it  so  far  as  to  chum  up  with  a  Man- 


'THB   PRRFORMBR   WAS  HOLDING  HIb   AUDIENCE   ENTRANCED  WITH   DELIGHT  AND  AMAZEMENT.' 


eluded,  "that  somehow  he  makes   me  feel 
quite   worldly    by   comparison  !  " 

I  thought  I  must  have  been  wrong — he 
couldn't  possibly  be  referring  to  the  Man- 
drake !  "What  do  you  call  it— I  mean 
himV  I  asked. 


drake  !  Well,  it 
was  his  own 
affair.  The 
thing  was  evi- 
dently an  accom- 
plished liar,  and 
it  would  not  sur- 
prise me  in  the 
least  if  when  he 
got  back  he 
found  that  it  had 
gone  off  with  his 
spoons. 

After  Casbird 
had  left,  Louisa 
expressed  a  great 
curiosity  to  meet 
this  new  protege 
of  his,  and  was 
slightly  annoyed 
with  me  for  showing  so  little  interest  in  the 
subject.  I  began  to  regret  that  promise 
of  mine. 

The   Dudlows   were   having    a  children's 
party  on  the  evening  of  Boxing  Day,  and  I 
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had  been  looking  forward  to  it  eagerly.  For 
one  thing,  because  I  always  do  enjoy  children's 
parties,  and  in  Cricklebury  Park  there  are 
some  particularly  nice  kiddies.  For  another, 
because  I  had  made  up  my  mind  that,  if  I 
had  an  opportunity,  I  would  speak  out  to 
Violet  before  the  evening  was  over.  I 
wouldn't  let  myself  feel  too  sure  beforehand, 
because  that  is  unlucky — but  all  the  same,  I 
had  a  kind  of  feeling  that  it  would  be  all  right. 

And  Dudlow  was  not  likely  to  refuse  his 
consent  to  an  engagement,  for  I  knew  his 
wife  would  put  in  a  word  for  me.  Mrs. 
Dudlow  had  approved  of  me  from  the  first, 
when  she  saw  what  friends  I  had  made  with 
the  younger  children,  Peggy  and  little  Joan. 
Children,  she  always  maintained,  were  "  such 
infallible  judges  of  character." 

They  had  made  me  promise  to  come  early, 
because,  as  Mrs.  Dudlow  was  kind  enough  to 
say,  they  depended  on  me  to  "  set  the  ball 
rolling." 

I  got  to  "  Ingleholme  "  as  early  as  I  could, 
but  the  moment  Louisa  and  I  had  passed  the 
"  cathedral  glass  "  portico,  I  was  aware  from 
the  shouts  of  children's  laughter  that  came 
from  the  drawing-room  that  the  ball  had  begun 
to  roll  already  without  my  assistance.  And  I 
must  confess  that  it  was  rather  a  blow,  on 
entering,  to  find  that,  instead  of  the  welcome 
I  had  expected,  my  appearance  passed  almost 
unnoticed.  But  they  were  all  much  too 
absorbed  in  something  that  was  going  on  in 
the  inner  room — even  Violet's  greeting  was  a 
little  casual.  "Such  a  wonderful  conjurer," 
she  whispered ;  "  if  you  go  nearer  the  arch, 
you  will  see  him  much  better." 

When  I  did,  I  must  leave  you  to  imagine 
my  feelings  on  discovering  that  the  performer 
who  was  holding  his  audience  entranced  with 
delight  and  amazement  was  nothing  else  than 
that  miserable  little  beast  of  a  Mandrake  ! 

It  had  gone  on  growing,  and  was  now  the 
height  of  a  middle-sized  pygmy — but  it  was 
just  as  hideous  as  ever,  and  in  spite  of  its 
being  in  correct  evening  clothes,  I  knew  it  at 
once.  And  what  is  more,  I  could  see  it  knew 
me^  and  was  trying  to  catch  my  eye  and  claim 
my  admiration. 

It  was  conjuring —or  I  should  rather  say, 
pretending  to  conjure — for  while  it  kept  on 
jabbering  away  with  the  utmost  assurance,  it 
never  succeeded  in  bringing  off  a  single  trick. 
Now,  I  don't  call  myself  a  conjurer  (though  I 
can  do  a  few  simple  things  with  eggs  and  half- 
crowns  and  so  forth) — but  I  should  have  been 
sorry  to  make  such  an  exhibition  of  myself 
as  that  incompetent  little  rotter  was  doing. 

The  odd  thing  was  that  nobody  but  myself 


seemed  in  the  least  to  realize  how  poor  the 
performance  was  ;  the  Mandrake  had  got 
round  them  all,  grown-ups  and  children  alike, 
and  deluded  them  into  accepting  its  bungling 
efforts  as  a  quite  marvellous  display  of  dex- 
terity. Why,  even  when,  after  borrowing 
Dudlow's  gold  watch,  it  coolly  handed  it  back 
smashed  to  fragments,  he  merely  swept  all 
the  loose  wheels  and  springs  into  his  waist- 
coat pocket,  and  said  that  it  was  "  Capital — 
uncommonly  clever."  And  not  out  of  polite- 
ness, mind  you ;  I  could  see  he  really 
thought  so ! 

After  the  conjuring  there  were  games,  which 
were  entirely  organized  by  the  Mandrake. 
Nobody  consulted  me;  if  I  hadn't  joined 
in  by  way  of  asserting  myself,  I  should 
have  been  completely  out  of  it.  I  tried  to 
behave  as  if  I  didn't  know  the  Mandrake  was 
in  the  room  ;  but  this  was  not  easy,  as  the 
little  brute  made  a  point  of  barging  into  me 
and  rumpling  my  hair  and  pommelling  me 
all  over,  as  if  to  induce  me  to  take  some 
notice  of  it. 

People  only  remarked  on  its  high  spirits, 
but  I  couldn't  help  saying  that  there  was  a 
considerable  difference  between  high  spirits 
and  downright  horseplay ;  and  really,  to  hear 
little  Joy  Hammond  (a  special  pal  of  mine) 
coming  up  with  flushed  face  and  sparkling 
eyes  when  I  was  gasping  on  the  carpet,  trying 
to  recover  my  wind  and  one  or  two  of  my 
enamel  ^nd  mother-of-pearl  waistcoat  buttons, 
and  a.sking  me,  ^^  Isn't  Ferdie  a  lovely  toy- 
fellow  ?  "  was  enough  to  put  anyone  a  little 
out  of  temper ! 

The  children  all  called  it  "  Ferdie."  Bobbie 
Clint,  another  intimate  friend  of  mine, 
informed  me  proudly  that  it  had  "partic- 
kerily  asked  them  to."  It  was  simply  mad- 
dening to  see  them  all  hanging  about  it,  and 
making  such  a  ridiculous  fuss  over  that  little 
horror,  while  Casbird  looked  on  smiling,  with 
all  the  airs  of  a  public  benefactor ! 

I  felt  it  was  almost  too  hard  to  bear  when 
my  beloved  Violet  reproved  me  privately  for 
my  stiffness,  and  added  that,  if  there  was 
one  quality  more  than  another  she  detested 
in  a  man,  it  was  a  sulky  disposition  ! 

I  did  not  defend  myself — my  pride  kept 
me  silent ;  if  she  chose  to  misunderstand  me, 
she  must.  But  I  was  determined  to  have  it 
out  with  the  Mandrake  privately  at  the  very 
first  opportunity— and  I  contrived  to  inveigle 
it  out  of  the  room  on  some  pretext — "  Dumb 
Crambo,"  I  think  it  was. 

It  skipped  into  the  hall  with  me  readily 
enough  ;  I  fancy  it  flattered  itself  that  I  was 
coming  round  at  last.     But  I  very  soon  un- 
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deceived  it :  I  told  it  that  it  knew  as  well  as 
I  did  it  had  no  business  there,  and  I  insisted 
on  its  leaving  the  house  instantly,  offering,  if 
it  did  so,  to  save  its  face  by  explaining  that  it 
had  been  suddenly  called  away. 

I  can  see  it  now  as  it  sat  perched  on  an 
oak  chest,  looking  up  at  me  with  an  assump- 
tion of  injured  innocence.  It  protested  that 
it  didn't  want  to  go  yet — why  should  it,  when 
it  was  having  the  time  of  its  life,  and  every- 
body, except  me,  was  being  so  kind  to  it?  It 
had  the  impertinence  to  add  that  it  was  sorry 
to  see  a  character  so  fine  in  many  respects 
as  mine  disfigured  by  so  mean  a  passion  as 
jealousy — which  made  me  furious. 

I  replied  that  I  was  hardly  likely  to  be 
jealous  under  the  circumstances,  and  it  could 
leave  my  character  alone.  All  I  had  to  say 
was  that,  if  the  Mandrake  remained,  I  should 
be  compelled  to  speak  out. 

"Oh  no!"  it  said,  "you  will 
do  that,  because,  if  you  remer 
you  gave  me  your  word  of  he 
that  you  would  never  betray 
secret  of  my  birth  ! " 

"  When    I   gave  that,''  I  retc 
"  I  never  imagined  you  would 
the    audacity   to   push    yoursel 
here — and  at  a  children's  party  t 

It  said  it  had  always  been  its  d 
to  be  invited  to  a  real  children's  { 
and  now  it  had  come  true  and  I 
have  sefen  how  popular  it  was  mi 
itself.     It  was  sure  I  would  not  1 
cruel  as  to  expose  it — I  was 
too   honourable   a  gentleman 
to  break  my  word. 

It  had  found  my  weak 
point  there  and  knew  it — but 
I  stood  firm.  "I  don't  con- 
sider myself  bound  by  that 
any  longer,"  I  said.  "  It's  my 
duty  to  say  what  I  know — 
and,  if  you  leave  me  no  other 
alternative,  I  mean  to  do  it." 

"  Listen    to    me,"   it    said, 
with  a  soft  but  deadly  earnest- 
ness, and  I  thought  I  could 
read  in  its  little  eyes,  as  they 
glittered    in    the  rays  of  the 
hall   lantern,  a  certain  veiled 
and  sinister  menace.     "  I  warn  ; 
own  sake,  because  I  should  like 
if  possible.     If  you  insist  on  der 
you   little   know  the  consequen 
bring  upon  yourself !      You  will 
sufferer  from  your  rashness." 

I  can't  deny  that  this  warning  naa  some 
effect  on  me ;  so  much  so,  in  fact,  that  I  am 


afraid  I  climbed  down  to  some  extent.  I  said 
that  I  was  as  anxious  as  itself  to  avoid  a 
scandal,  and  that  I  should  take  no  steps  so 
long  as  it  behaved  itself.  And  then  we  went 
in  and  played  "  Dumb  Crambo,"  or  whatever 
it  was,  and  I  got  mauled  about  by  the  Man- 
drake more  severely  than  ever  ! 

But  I  was  beginning  to  have  enough  of  it, 
and  I  took  the  curate  aside  and  hinted  that 
his  friend  struck  me  as  a  bit  of  a  bounder, 
and  that  as  he  was  already  getting  above 
himself,  it  would  be  as  well  to  get  him  away 
before  supper.  Casbird  was  indignant ;  he 
said  that  "  Ferdie "  was  the  life  and  soul  of 
the  party,  and  he  couldn't  understand  my 
attitude,  especially  when  the  dear  little  fellow 
had  taken  such  a  decided  fancy  to  me  !  He 
had  always  thought,  he  said,  that  I  was  above 
these  petty  prejudices.  So  I  didn't  press  it, 
and    soon    afterwards   we 


"  IF   YOU   INSIST   ON   DENOUNCING  MB,   YOU   LITTLE   KNOW 
THE    CONSEQUENCES  VOU   WILL    BRING    UPON   YOURSELF  !  " 
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for  the  privilege  of  sitting  next  that  little  fraud, 
and  then  to  watch  it  making  an  absolute  hog 
of  itself  with  sausage-rolls  and  lemon  sponge ! 
And  the  way  they  pulled  crackers  with  it, 
too,  and  pressed  the  rings  out  of  them  on  it 
as  keepsakes,  till  its  little  claws  were  loaded 
Vith  cheap  jewellery.  I  sat  between  Violet 
and  Peggy— but  neither  of  them  offered  to 
pull  a  cracker  with  me  I 

Still,  I  bore  it  all  without  murmuring  until 
towards  the  end,  when  Dudlow  suddenly  got 
up  and  asked  us  to  charge  our  glasses  and 
drink  to  the  health  of  the  new  friend  who 
had  contributed  so  enormously  to  the  general 
enjoyment  that  evening. 

I  knew  what  was  coming,  and  so  did  the 
Mandrake,  though  it  cast  down  its  eyes  with 
a  self-conscious  smirk,  as  if  it  could  not 
think  to  whom  its  host  was  referring ! 

And  then,  all  at  once,  I  felt  I  could  not 
stand  any  more.  It  was  my  duty  to  speak. 
Whatever  it  might  cost  me,  I  must  prevent 
poor  Dudlow — whom  I  liked  and  respected 
for  his  own  sake  as  well  as  because  he  was 
Violet's  father — from  making  such  an  irrepar- 
able mistake  as  proposing  the  health  of  a 
Mandrake  at  his  own  table  ! 

So  I  rose,  and  implored  him  to  sit  down 
and  leave  the  rest  of  his  speech  unspoken  ;  I 
said  I  had  reasons  which  I  would  explain 
privately  later  on. 

He  replied  rather  heatedly  that  he  would 
have  no  hole-and-corner  business  under  his 
roof ;  if  I  had  anything  to  say,  I  had  better 
say  it  then  and  there,  or  sit  down  and  hold 
my  tongue. 

The  Mandrake  sat  perfectly  calm,  with  its 
beady  eyes  fixed  warningly  on  me,  but  I  saw 
its  complexion  slowly  change  from  coal-black 
to  an  awful  grey-green  shade  that  made  the 
blue  and  pink  fooFs  cap  it  was  wearing  seem 
even  more  hideously  incongruous. 

But  I  had  gone  too  far  to  stop  now ;  I  was 
no  longer  afraid  of  its  vengeance.  It  might 
blast  me  to  death  where  I  stood — I  didn't  care. 
It  would  only  reveal  its  true  character — and 
then,  perhaps,  Violet  would  be  sorry  for 
having  misjudged  me  so  ! 

"  If  that— that  thing  over  there,"  I  said, 
pointing  to  it,  "  had  not  cast  some  cursed 
spell  over  you  all,  so  far  from  drinking  its 
unwholesome  health,  you  would  shrink  from 
it  in  horror ! " 

There  was  a  general  outcry,  amidst  which 
Casbird  sprang  to  his  feet.  "  Let  us  have  no 
more  of  these  dastardly  insinuations  ! "  he 
shouted.  "Tell  us,  if  you  can,  what  you 
accuse  our  Ferdie  of  having  done  !  " 

"  It's  not  what  it's  doney'  I  said,  "  it's  what 


it  is  I  Are  you  blind,  that  you  cannot  see 
that  it's  nothing  more  or  less  than  a  Man- 
drake ?  "  1  was  going  on  to  explain  how  I 
had  bought  it  by  mistake  in  a  bag  of  mixed 
anemone  roots,  when  Dudlow  brought  me  up 
with  a  round  turn  that  almost  took  my  breath, 
away. 

"  And  if  he  is  a  Mandrake,  sir,"  he  said, 
"  what  of  it  ?  " 

"  What  /t/"  it  ?  "  I  could  only  gasp  feebly. 
"  I  should  have  thought  myself  that  that  was 
quite  enough  to  make  him  impossible — at  a 
party  like  this  !  " 

"And  who  arej'tfw,"  thundered  the  curate, 
"that  you  presume  to  sit  in  judgment  on  a 
fellow-creature?  Let  me  tell  you  that  you 
might  have  some  reason  for  this  supercilious- 
ness if  you  were  half  as  good  a  man  as  poor 
dear  little  Ferdie  here  is  a  Mandrake  ! "  He 
patted  it  affectionately  on  the  shoulder  as  he 
spoke,  and  I  saw  Violet's  lovely  eyes  first 
shine  on  him  in  admiration  of  his  chivalry, 
and  then  blaze  on  me  with  scorn  and 
contempt. 

Indeed,  they  all  seemed  to  consider  my 
conduct  snobbish  in  the  extreme,  and  the 
Mandrake  was  the  object  of  universal  sym-. 
pathy  as  it  endeavoured  to  squeeze  out  a 
crocodile  tear  or  two. 

"All  rights  I  said.  "Pitch  into  me  if 
you  like !  But  you  will  see  presently.  It 
threatened  me  only  half  an  hour  ago  with  the 
most  awful  consequences  if  I  dared  to  expose 
it.     Now  let  it  do  its  worst ! " 

But  little  did  I  foresee  the  fiendish  revenge 
it  was  preparing.  It  got  upon  its  chair  and 
began  to  make  a  speech.  Such  a  speech — 
every  sentence  of  it  reeking  with  the  cheapest 
sentiment,  the  most  maudlin  claptrap !  But 
clever — diabolically  clever,  even  I  could  not 
help  acknowledging  that. 

It  began  by  saying  how  hurt  it  felt  that  I 
could  imagine  it  would  ever  harm  a  hair 
of  my  head.  Never,  no,  not  even  when  I 
had  driven  it  from  my  door  last  Christmas 
Eve,  ont  into  the  bitter  night  and  the  falling 
snow  (which  was  sheer  melodrama,  for 
Christmas  Eve  had  been  rather  warmer  and 
muggier  than  usual !),  not  even  then  had  it 
had  any  sentiments  towards  me  but  the 
humblest  devotion  and  affection  !  It  did  not 
blame  me  for  resenting  its  intrusion  among 
them  that  evening.  Perhaps  I  could  not  be 
expected  to  understand  what  a  temptation  it 
had  been  to  a  lonely  wanderer  like  itself  to 
forget  the  inferiority  of  its  position,  and  share 
for  a  few  too  fleeting  hours  in  the  innocent 
revelry  of  happy  children,  at  a  season,  too, 
when  it  had  fondly  hoped  that  charity  and 
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goodwill  might  be  shown  to  all  alike.  But  I 
had  made  it  realize  its  mistake — and  now  it 
could  only  implore  our  pardon  and  assure  us 
that  it  would  trouble  us  but  a  very  little 
while  longer. 

At  this  its  voice  quavered,  and  it  broke 
down,     most     artisti- 
cally.    Ther 
a    dry    eye 
mine — rou 
supper-table. 
Dudlow,  he 
bering   quite 
while  Peggy, 
Hammond, 
the  other  ch 
treated  "da 
die''-  not 


ring  it  had  on  (off  a  cracker,  if  you  please  I), 
and  wear  it  always  as  a  remembrance,  and  in 
token  that  it  forgave  me,  fully  and  freely ! 

And  then,   to  my  unspeakable  horror,   it 

collapsed  in  a  heap  on  its  chair,  and  shrivelled 

slowly  away  inside  its  dress-clothes  until  it 

was  once  more  the  wizened  object  it 

"  w  it! 

hose  "dying 


them,  and 

by  Bobbie  C j    , 

and     Tommy     Dickson     passionately 
declared  that  I  was  a  sneak  ! 

All  this  was  unpleasant  enough — 
but  nothing  to  what  followed.  That 
devilish  little  imp  was  keeping  an  even  higher 
card  up  its  sleeve  for  the  climax.  After  master- 
ing its  emotion,  it  thanked  all  its  dear  young 
playmates  for  still  desiring  to  keep  it  with 
them,  but  said  that,  alas,  it  was  not  to  be ! 
The  sudden  shock  of  learning  that  I,  whose 
affection  it  had  striven  so  hard  to  win,  regarded 
it  with  such  bitter  antipathy  had  been  too 
much  for  its  high-strung,  sensitive  nature — 
it  felt  that  its  end  was  very  near.  One  last 
request  it  had  to  make  of  me,  and  that  was 
that   I   would  accept  the  beautiful  emerald 


ity.-y^fits^ 


*'  IT  COLLAPSED   IN   A   HEAP  ON    ITS   CHAIR. 

roosters "  they  sell  in  the  streets  —  well,  il 
went  down  exactly  like  one  of  those.  And 
up  to  the  time  its  head  fell  over  in  a  final 
droop,  its  evil  little  eyes  were  fixed  on  me 
with  vindictive  triumph. 

It  had  scored  off  me  thoroughly,  and  was 
jolly  well  aware  of  it. 

1  knew  perfectly  well  that  the  little  wretch 
wasn't  really  dead  —  but  though  I  assured 
them  all  it  was  merely  shamming,  they  only 
turned  away  in  horror  at  what  they  called  my 
"  cold-blooded  brutality." 
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It  was  like  some  horrible  nightmare.  I 
was  in  the  right  and  they  were  all  wrong — but 
1  couldn't  get  anybody  to  see  it.  1  would 
rather  not  dwell  on  the  scene  that  followed : 
the  wailing  of  those  poor  deluded  little 
kiddies,  Louisa's  hysterical  refusal  to  con- 
sider me  any  longer  a  brother  of  hers, 
Casbird's  manly  sorrow  over  the  departed 
Ferdie,  and  Violet's  gentle,  loving  efforts  to 
console  him.  I  had  no  time  to  observe 
more,  for  just  then  Dudlow  ordered  me  out 
of  the  house  and  forbade  me  ever  again  to 
cross  his  threshold.  .  .  . 

I  must  have  got  back  to  "Ullswater"  some- 
how, but  I  have  no  recollection  of  doing  so, 
Everything  was  a  blank  until  I  found  myself 
in  our  drawing-room,  lying  groaning  in  an 
arm-chair,  with  my  head  pressed  against  its 
side. 

And  then,  as  the  incidents  of  that 
disastrous  party  came  back  to  me,  one  by 
one,  I  shivered  in  an  agony  of  shame.  I 
really  do  not  think  I  have  ever  felt  so 
utterly  miserable  in  all  my  life ! 

I  had  done  for  myself,  hopelessly,  irretriev- 
ably. I  had  lost  Violet  for  ever.  Louisa 
would  tell  me,  the  moment  she  came  home, 
that  we  must  arrange  to  live  apart.  Casbird 
would  cut  me  dead  in  future.  Even  the  little 
kiddies  would  refuse  to  be  friends  with  me  any 
longer !  .  .  .  And  why  had  all  this  happened  ? 
Because  I  had  not  had  the  sense  to  hold  my 
tongue !  What  earthly  business  was  it  of 
mine  if  the  Dudlows  chose  to  invite  a  Man- 
drake to  **  Inglehol  me"?  Why  need  I  have 
been  so  down  on  the  poor  little  brute  ?  At 
Christmas-time,  too,  when  any  ordinarily 
decent  fellow  would  have  taken  a  more 
Dickensy  view  of  things  !  I  couldn't  under- 
stand my  having  behaved  so  outrageously 
— it  did  not  seem  like  me.  ... 

And  yet,  hang  it  all !  I  had  only  done  the 
right  thing.  True,  I  might  have  been  more 
tactful  over  it.  I  could  see  now,  when  it  was 
too  late,  that  to  go  and  make  a  scene  at 
supper  like  that  was  scarcely  good  form.  I 
might  have  thought  more  of  the  children's 
feelings. 

Here  a  dreadful  doubt  took  hold  of  me. 
Suppose  I  had  been  mistaken  all  along  in  the 
Mandrake's  character?  I  knew  very  little 
about  the  creatures  after  all — only  what  I  had 
read  in  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  and  even  he 
seemed  to  hold  that  the  stories  to  their 
discredit  were  either  exaggerations  or  vulgar 
or  common  errors. 

And,  repulsive  as  I  had  found  "Ferdie," 
I  could  not  remember  anything  in  his  con- 
duct  that   would    seem   very   reprehensible, 


even  in  a  choir- boy.  And  all  his  sentiments 
had  been  exemplary.  Had  /  been  guilty  of 
a  "  vulgar  error  "  ?  Had  I  really,  as  Casbird 
put  it,  "broken  a  loving  little  heart  by  my 
stupid  cruelty  "  ?  Was  I,  as  he  had  called 
me,  a  "  moral  murderer"  ?  They  might  hold 
an  inquest  on  the  thing.  1  should  be  called 
on  to  give  my  evidence — the  jury  would  add 
a  rider  to  their  verdict  censuring  me  for  my 
conduct,  and  the  coroner  would  endorse 
their  opinion  with  some  severe  remarks  !  It 
would  get  into  all  the  papers ;  the  fellows 
at  the  bank  would  send  me  to  Coventry  ; 
I  should  be  lucky  if  1  did  not  get  the 
sack !  .  .  . 

But  stop — would  they  really  make  such  a 
fuss  as  all  that  about  a  mere  Mandrake  ?  If 
they  only  made  a  few  inquiries,  when  they 
calmed  down,  surely  they  would  find  out 
something  shady  about  it.  How  did  it  get 
hold  of  those  evening  clothes,  for  instance, 
when  all  the  shops  were  shut?  It  must  have 
made  a  burglarious  entry  somewhere  —  I 
remembered  how  coolly  it  had  appropriated 
the  Golliwogg's  .  .  .  and  at  this  point  I 
shuddered  and  started,  as,  once  again,  that 
long  shrill  scream  rang  out  into  the  night ! 
Great  heavens  !  Had  Togo  pulled  up 
another  of  them  ?  I  felt  I  could  not  go 
through  it  all  a  second  time.  But  this  time 
the  sound  really  was  much  more  like  a 
railway  engine.  What  if,  after  all— I  could 
settle  it  in  a  moment ;  I  had  only  to  turn  my 
head — and,  if  I  saw  the  Golliwogg  lying  there 
on  the  table  with  nothing  on,  I  should  knmv  ! 

For  some  seconds  I  could  not  summon  up 
courage  enough  to  look. 

And  then,  slowly,  in  deadly  terror  of 
finding  my  worst  fears  confirmed,  I  turned 
round 

What  my  feelings  were  on  discovering  that 
the  Golliwogg  was  fully  clothed  I  can't 
express — I  could  have  sobbed  with  relief 
and  joy  on  its  blue  shoulder. 

I  glanced  at  the  old  brown  book  which 
lay  face  downwards  on  the  floor.  It  was  still 
open  at  Chapter  VI.,  "Of  sundry  tenents 
concerning  vegetables  or  plants,  which  ex- 
amined, prove  either  false  or  dubious."  And 
then  it  occurred  to  me  that,  if  I  must  dream 
any  mope  about  Mandrakes,  it  would  on  the 
whole  be  more  comfortable  to  do  so  in  bed. 

The  Dudlows'  children's  party  was  a  very 
cheery  affair,  although  there  was  no  Man- 
drake to  keep  things  going.  And  I  did  get 
an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Violet,  and  it 
was  all  right.  At  least,  it  will  be,  as  soon  as 
I  get  my  next  rise. 
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I.-BRIDGE.     Double  Dummy  Problems. 

By  W.   H.  WHITFELD. 

The  foKowing  article,  which  is  written  by  the  greatest  living  composer  of  Whist  and 

Bridge  problems,  will,  we  are  sure,  be  cordially  welcomed  by  the  enormous  number 

of  readers  who  have  been  interested  in  the  specimens  of  Mr.  Whit f eld's  problems 

which  have  recently  appeared  in  this  Magazine. 


5  HE  oldest  problem  in  cards  is 

^    that    known    as    the    Vienna 

L    coup^    which    for   many   years 

^    stood  quite  by  itself  and  may 

^    be  said  to  have  been  regarded 

— -I  as  a  classic.     It  is  not  so  well 

known   now ;    in   fact,   a  weekly  newspaper 

recently  published  it  under   the   impression 

that  it  was  quite  a  new  problem.     As  it  may 

be  new  to  many  readers,  it  is  here  given : — 

Hearts— Ace,  king,  queen,  knave,  4. 
Clubs— 9,  8,  7. 
Diamonds--io,  9. 
Spades—  Knave,  7,  6. 


Hearts— 10,  9,  6,  5,  3. 
Clubs — Knave,  5,  2. 
Diamonds— Knave,  3, 

Spades— King,  8. 


Hearts— 8,  a. 
Clubs — 10,  6,  3. 
Z  '  Diamonds— King,  4. 
I  Spades— 10,  9,  5,  4,  3, 


Hearts — 7. 
Clubs— Ace,  king,  queen,  4. 
Diamonds—  Ace,  queen,  7,  6,  5,  2. 
Spades — Ace,  queen. 

Clubs  are  trumps.  A  to  lead.  A  B  to 
win  all  the  thirteen  tricks  against  the  best 
defence. 

Many  players  are  now  so  familiar  with 
discard  problems  that  to  them  the  solution 
presents  no  great  difficulty.  A  leads  three 
rounds  of  trumps,  and  then  the  thirteenth 
trump,  which  puts  Y  into  difficulties  as  to 
the  card  to  discard.  The  suit  that  Y  un- 
guards  is  then  led,  and  he  is  again  forced 
to  discard,  and  thus  A  B  make  two  tricks 
besides  those  which  are  obvious  to  the  inex- 

VoL  xxxiv. — 81. 


perienced.  The  only  other  important  point 
is  that  in  one  variation  A  must  be  careful  to 
lead  out  the  ace  of  spades  before  parting  with 
the  lead. 

The  story  told  is  that  the  cards  were 
actually  dealt,  and  that  A  immediately 
announced  that  he  could  win  all  the  tricks. 
Since  a  similar  story  has  been  told  in  con- 
nection with  one  of  my  problems,  there  is 
strong  reason  for  regarding  it  as  mythical 
A  player,  who  could  solve  the  Vienna  coup  at 
once,  must  have  understood  forcing  discards, 
and  would  have  been  capable,  of  composing 
the  problem.  It  is  more  probable  that  he 
should  make  up  the  position  than  that  the 
cards  should  be  actually  dealt.  Nothing  is 
now  known  definitely  about  its  origin.  As 
its  name  implies,  Vienna  was  probably  its 
birthplace,  about  fifty  years  ago,  perhaps.  It 
is  now  nearly  forty  since,  as  a  small  boy,  I 
was  shown  the  problem.  Curiously  enough,  it 
was  communicated  from  Australia,  I  believed 
that  I  solved  it ;  but  I  am  doubtful  now 
whether  I  appreciated  all  the  points  of  play. 
It  is  certain  that  I  never  forgot  the  problem, 
and  I  have  to  thank  it  for  directing  my 
attention  to  double  dummy  problems,  and  at 
a  later  period  firing  me  with  the  ambition  to 
make  a  problem  of  equal  merit.  For  a  long 
time  I  failed.  My  best  attempts  were  more 
or  less  reproductions  of  the  J'^tenna  cotip^  and 
did  not  excite  the  admiration  which  I 
expected. 
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It  is  not  hard  to  find  the  weak  point  in  the 
Vienna  coup  regarded  as  a  work  of  art.  It 
lies  in  the  extreme  weakness  of  Z's  hand. 
The  only  card  worch  mentioning  is  the  king 
of  diamonds,  singly  guarded,  with  the  ace  and 
queen  over  it.  In  the  language  of  the  card- 
room,  the  hand  might  as  well  be  under  the 
table.  The  problem,  though  it  is  called  a 
double  dummy  one,  would*  be  equally  diffi- 
cult at  a  game — misery  bridge,  for  instance — 
where  the  fourth  packet  dealt  is  laid  aside. 

It  was  in  attempting  to  remedy  this  defect 
of  the  Vienna  coup^  and  in  making  the  fourth 
hand  join  in  the  play,  that  I  met  my  first  real 
success.  There  are  various  ways  in  which 
both  the  adversaries  can  be  forced  to  un- 
guard  a  suit.  The  simplest  form  of  the 
simplest  problem  is  in  the  following 
position : — 

Hearts — None. 
Clubs — Ace,  3. 
•    -Kns 


Diamonds —  Knave. 
Spades — None. 


Hearts — None. 
Clubs — King.  5. 
Diamonds — Queen. 
Spades— None. 


Hearts — None. 
Clubs— Knave,  9. 
Diamonds— None. 
Spades — King. 


Hearts— 7. 
Clubs— 4. 
Diamonds — None. 
Spades — \o. 

Hearts  are  trumps.  A  has  the  lead.  A  B 
have  to  win  the  three  tricks. 

The  solution  is  :  A  leads  the  last  trump, 
Y,  having  to  keep  his  diamond,  is  forced  to 
throw  a  club.  B,  playing  after  him,  then 
throws  his  diamond.  Z  must  then  either 
play  a  spade,  letting  A's  ten  of  spades  win, 
or  play  a  club,  letting  B's  three  of  clubs  take 
the  last  trick. 

I  forget  how  it  was  that  this  position 
occurred  to  me.  I  believe  that  it  was,  to 
some  extent,  suggested  by  actual  play.  I 
thought  that  it  was  a  new  discovery.  Look- 
ing over  the  Westminster  Papers^  1  have 
recently  found  that  I  was  anticipated  by 
several  years.  This  idea,  elaborated,  has 
formed  the  theme  of  a  number  of  problems, 
both  by  myself  and  other  composers.  I  may 
add  that  in  ordinary  bridge  I  have  seen  many 
opportunities  of  playing  the  coup^  and  quite 
recently,  looking  on  at  a  hand,  I  saw  an  easy 
chance  missed ;  however,  the  adversaries 
kindly  gave  the  trick  back. 

One  difficulty  in  making  up  problems  of 
this  kind  is  that,  in  most  positions  that  can  be 
devised,  it  is  as  easy,  or  easier,  for  the  adver- 
saries to  keep  their  suits  as  it  is  for  the  side 
that  is  forcing  discards.  In  order  to  put  the 
adversaries   into  difficulties,  it  is   necessary. 


except  in  the  case  already  mentioned,  to  have 
one  suit  from  which  neither  of  them  can 
discard  without  loss.  Such  a  position  as  the 
following,  for  instance  : — 


King,  3. 


Ace,  la 

B 

Y 

Z 

A 

Queen. 


Here  both  adversaries  must  keep  their 
cards  in  the  suit  With  this  arrangement  of 
the  cards  in  one  suit,  it  is  possible  to  arrange 
the  other  suits  so  that  a  trick  can  be  won  by 
forcing  discards  from  both  adversaries. 

Another  position  of  which  I  am  rather 
fond  is : — 

Ace,  3. 


King,  7. 


Knave,  9. 


Queen,  xa 

Neither  adversary  can  discard  from  the 
suit  under  pain  of  losing  a  trick. 

Although  I  have  spoken  only  of  discard 
problems,  I  must  guard  against  the  impres- 
sion that  all  double  dummy  problems  are 
discard  problems.  Only  about  a  half  of  the 
best  problems  are  connected  with  forcing 
discards,  and  even  in  many  of  these  the 
discard  is  of  secondary  importance  to  other 
points  of  play.  The  coups  are  too  many  and 
various  for  any  classification  to  be  made.  A 
large  number,  however,  involve  throwing  a 
high  card  for  the  purpose  of  placing  the  lead 
in  a  certain  hand. 

The  Westminster  Papers  in  its  eleven  years 
of  existence  had  a  fair  share  of  space  devoted 
to  whist.  Each  month  there  was  a  double 
dummy  problem.  F.  H.  Lewis  was  nearly 
always  the  composer.  He  had  a  great  repu- 
tation as  a  double  dummy  player,  and 
undoubtedly  possessed  great  analytical  power. 
Scattered  through  the  problems  there  are 
ideas  which  might  be  elaborated  into  fine 
problems.  At  that  time  Lewis  may 
almost  be  said  to  have  held  a  monopoly 
of  double  dummy  problems.  Fortunately 
for  later  composers,  he  did  not  make  the 
most  of  his  opportunities.  There  is  reason 
to  suppose  that  the  number  of  independent 
coups  that  can  be  devised  out  of  the  ^fifty- 
two  cards  is  limited,  and  if  I.ewis  had 
fully  utilized  the  materials  already  at  his 
command  there  would  have  been  little  left 
for  others  to  invent.     It  may  be  that,  having 
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a  fresh  problem  to  make  each  month,  he 
did  not  concentrate  his  powers  upon  single 
problems,  but  endeavoured  to  keep  some 
ideas  for  future  use.  Whatever  the  reason, 
he  has  left  behind  no  masterpiece.  The 
greater  number  of  his  problems  seem  to  have 
been  suggested  by  actual  play,  slight  alter- 
ations having  been  made  from  the  hands  as 
dealt,  and  might  be  more  fitly  described 
as  difficult  and  complicated  hands  rather 
than  as  problems.  Truth  to  tell,  there  is 
evidence  of  insufficient  care  in  examining 
them  before  publication  ;  they  are  faulty  more 
often  than  not,  either  the  author's  solution  being 
wrong  or  there  being  another  solution.  There 
are,  however,  a  few  that  are  very  ingeniously 
constructed.  One  of  the  best  of  them  is  given 
below.  By  some  players  it  has  been  pronounced 
the  most  difficult  problem  extant : — 

Hearts — Queen,  8,  7,  6. 
Clubs— King»  knave,  8,  6. 
Diamonds— Ace,  9,  8. 
Spades— 4«  S- 


Hearts— 10,  4,  2. 
Clubs -10,  9,  5,  2. 
Diamonds— King, 

queen. 
Spades— Ace,  10,  6,  5. 


Hearts— King,  9,  5,  3. 
Clubh— Queen,  7,  3. 
Diamonds — 7,  6,  5. 
Spades— Knave,  8,  2. 


Hearts- Ace,  knave. 
Clubs— Ace,  4. 

Diamonds— K.nave,  10,  4,  3,  2. 
Spades— King,  queen,  9,  7. 

Hearts  are  trumps.  A  to  lead.  A  B  to 
make  three  by  cards. 

The  solution  depends  on  the  necessity  of 
trumping  spades  once  before  trumps  are 
cleared,  taking  due  care  not  to  leave  both 
the  best  spade  and  a  card  of  re-entry  in  Y*s 
hand.  A  has  rather  greater  strength  in 
spades  than  is  necessary ;  owing  to  this  there 
are,  in  some  lines  of  defence,  alternative 
methods  of  attack,  provided  always  that  A 
begins  with  a  high  spade. 

After  the  Westminster  Papers^  which  ceased 
in  1879,  there  was  a  gap  of  several  years,  in 
which  little  was  heard  of  double  dummy  and 
its  problems.  Generally  I  do  not  regard  it  as 
a  blessing  to  have  been  born  half  a  century 
ago.  That  fact  has,  however,  enabled  me  to 
be  beforehand  with  other  problem  composers, 
more  numerous  and  talented  now  than  at  any 
previous  period.  In  the  days  of  whist  it 
seemed  to  me  that  there  was  a  certain  amount 
of  antagonism  to  double  dummy.  The  vast 
majority  of  whist- players  were  not  adepts  at 
making  tricks  with  the  cards  exposed,  and 
rather  resented  the  idea  that  skill  at  double 
dummy  was  necessary  to  a  whist  -  player. 
Bridge  and  double  dummy  are  more  in 
sympathy.  The  present  competition  craze  has 
further  increased  the  popularity  of  double 


dummy  problems.  In  "  Double  Dummy 
Bridge,"  written  by  Mr.  Ernest  Bergholt,  his 
selection  of  problems  quite  rightly  contains 
none  except  by  living  authors.  I  have,  by 
permission,  selected  examples  from  this  work. 
This  is  one  of  Mr.  Bergholt's  masterpieces  : — 

Hearts— Ace,  10,  3. 
Clubs— 5,  4,  ^. 
Diamonds— Queen,  7,  3. 


Spades— Queen,  9. 


Hearts— Knave,  8,  4,  2. 
Clubs— 8,  7.  6.^ 
Diamonds  —  Knave,   9, 
2. 
Spades— Knave 


B 


Hearts— King,  9,  5. 
Cluljs— King,  knave,  9. 
Diamonds— Ace,  5,  4. 
Spades— 8,  7. 


Hearts— Queen,  7,  6. 
Clubs — Ace,  queen,  10,  2. 
Diamonds— King,  10,  8,  6. 
Spades— None. 

Hearts  are  trumps.  A  to  lead.  A  B  to 
win  eight  out  of  the  eleven  tricks. 

This  is  an  example  of  the  skill  of 
"Bedouin,"  who  has  devised  some  brilliant 
coups : — 

Hearts — ^^,  7. 
Clubs— King,  9,  5. 
Diamonds — King,  & 
Spades — None. 


Hearts—  Knave. 
Clubs— Ace,  10. 
Diamond  s —  N  one. 
Spades — Queen,  7,  6,  5. 


Hearts— 10. 
Clubs— Queen,  8,  7. 
Diamonds — Knave,  8. 
Spades-  la 


Hearts — None. 
Clubs— Knave,  6,  4. 
Diamonds— None. 
Spades— Knave,  9,  8,  3. 


Hearts  are  trumps.  Z  to  lead.  Y  Z  to 
win  four  out  of  the  seven  tricks. 

America  is  fitly  represented  by  this  pretty 
little  problem  by  Dr.  C.  T.  Milliken  :— 


Hearts— Ace,  queen,  10,  5,  3. 
Clubs — None. 
Diamonds — 8. 
Spades — 10,  6,  5,  2. 


Hearts— King,  knave,  8. 
Clubs— 5. 
Diamonds — Queen, 

knave,  9. 
Spades — 7,  4,  3- 


B 


Y 


Hearts— 9,  7,  6,  4. 
Clubs— 9,  8,  7. 
Diamonds~None, 
Spades— King,    knave, 


Hearts — None. 
Clubs— Ace,  ^ueen,  4. 
Diamonds — King,  10,  6,  5. 
Spades— Ace,  queen,  9. 

Spades  are  trumps.  A  to  lead.  A  B  to 
win  nine  out  of  the  ten  tricks. 

I  have  sometimes  been  asked  how  my 
problems  are  composed,  whether  I  am  in- 
debted to  positions  that  have  occurred  in 
actual  play.  I  have  not  played  double 
dummy  to  any  great  extent,  and  though  I 
have  frequently  met  with  pretty  coups  and 
diflScult  positions,  I  have  never  found  a  dis- 
tribution of  the  cards  that  could  be  made 
into  a  problem  without  considerable  altera- 
tion.    False  and  dual  solutions  that  I  have 
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found  in  my  own  and  other  people's 
problems  have  occasionally  suggested  ideas 
for  fresh  problems.  The  great  majority, 
however,  of  my  problems  are  entirely  manu- 
factured, the  last  tricks  generally  being  made 
first  and  the  beginning  added  by  degrees. 
Sometimes  my  method  has  been  to  think 
of  the  apparently  worst  or  most  improbable 
kind  of  play,  and  then  arrange  the  cards  to 
make  it  win  a  trick.  It  is  a  fact  that  the 
first  good  problem  of  mine  was  made  up  in 
bed,  when  I  was  kept  awake  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  night  against  my  wish  through  an  over- 
strong  cup  of  coffee.  As  far  as  I  can  re- 
member, I  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  the 
problem  when  I  went  to  bed.  In  the  morn- 
ing it  was  finished,  and  it  has  never  been 
altered  since.  I  was  thoughtless  and  unkind 
enough  to  send  the  problem  to  "  Cavendish  " 
without  sending  the  solution.  He  took  more 
trouble  than  I  deserved;  but  the  letter  which 
I  received  in  return  informed  me  that  there 
was  some  mistake  in  the  cards,  since  four  of 
the  best  players  in  London  had  pronounced 
the  problem  incapable  of  solution,  I  believe 
the  four  players  were  the  best  players  in  the 
Portland  Club,  but  I  have  my  doubts  about 
them  being  the  best  players  in  London.* 

It  was  that  problem  that  first  brought  me 
into  notice ;  an  ultimate  result  was  my  con- 
nexion with  the  Field.  With  that  exception 
my  problems  have  not  assisted  me  materially. 
Composing  problems  is  an  interesting  pas- 
time. If  anyone  intends  to  make  a  living 
out  of  double  dummy  problems,  my  advice 
is  to  try  "  Limericks." 

Problem  composers,  like  other  writers, 
have  suffered  from  piracy.  Dr.  Pole,  generally 
scrupulous  in  such  matters,  put  one  of  my 
problems  into  his  book  without  any  mention 
of  my  name  or  permission  from  me.  I  do  not 
regard  it  as  more  than  an  oversight  With 
that  exception  I  have  no  complaint  against 
any  book.  With  regard  to  newspapers  and 
periodicals,  an  editor  naturally  has  a  great  deal 
of  matter  sent  to  him,  and,  if  he  is  not  quite 
up  to  the  mark,  will  let  in  pirated  work  under 
the  impression  that  it  is  original.  This  is 
excusable,  provided  that  the  editor  is  ready 
to  make  amends  when  the  error  is  proved.  A 
case  was  brought  to  my  notice  in  which  the 


*  This  was  the  beautiful  six-card  problem  which  was  published 
in  Thb  Strand  Magazine  for  last  September.  For  the  benefit 
of  readers  who  may  not  have  seen  it,  we  will  here  re-state  it. 
Spades  are  trumps,  and  A  has  to  lead  and  A  B  to  win  every 
trick.    The  hands  are  as  follows  : — 

A.  Hearts— ace,  king,  6 ;  Clubs— lo ;  Diamonds— lo,  9. 

B.  Hearts— knave,  4 ;  Clubs— ace,  3 ;  Spades— 7,  6. 

V.     Hearts— queen,  g;  Clubs— knave,  8;  Diamonds— knave,  6. 
Z.    Hearts — 10,  5,  3  ;  Clubs— 6  ;  Diamonds — queen,  7. 


author  had  great  difficulty  in  getting  any  sort 
of  acknowledgment  from  the  editor.  In 
America  the  dishonesty  is  more  flagrant 
A  man  took  my  eight-card  problem,  put  two 
rounds  of  trumps  at  the  banning,  and  got 
it  published  with  his  own  name  as  author  in 
a  well-known  magazine.  The  addition  did 
not  require  much  skill,  but  he  made  two 
blunders  in  doing  it  Looking  at  the  cards 
that  had  been  played,  one  trick  must  have 
consisted  of  three  clubs  and  a  trump  ;  as  no 
player  was  blank  in  either  clubs  or  trumps, 
one  player  must  have  revoked.  Secondly, 
his  alteration  introduced  another  method  of 
solution.  After  all,  it  might  have  been  worse 
if  he  had  put  my  name  to  the  problem. 

A  problem-maker  is  not  always  a  judge 
of  the  difficulty  of  his  compositions.  I  have 
sometimes  been  surprised  how  easily  what  I 
thought  my  hardest  nuts  have  been  cracked 
Nor  is  the  difficulty  of  a  problem  always  a 
criterion  of  merit.  A  hand  demanding  a 
brilliant  coup  would  be  difficult  to  play  if  it 
occurred  in  an  actual  game.  The  conditions 
are  different  when  the  same  cotip  occurs  in  a 
problem.  The  fact  that  it  is  a  problem  gives 
the  solvers  the  hint  as  to  what  to  look  for. 
Often  the  more  brilliant  the  coup^  the  easier 
it  is  to  discover. 

Of  course,  I  have  very  frequently  had 
my  own  problems  referred  to  me  by  corre- 
spondents and  friends  who  have  been  totally 
ignorant  that  I  was  the  composer.  Some- 
times it  has  been  because  the  solution  has 
been  wanted,  sometimes  for  the  purpose  of 
publication.  Not  long  ago  a  correspondent 
sent  me  one  of  my  less-known  productions, 
kindly  enclosing  the  solution  in  a  sealed 
envelope.  He  requested  that  I  should  not 
open  the  envelope  until  I  had  failed  to  do 
the  problem  after  a  thorough  trial. 

I  will  conclude  by  giving  a  problem  of  my 
own  that  has  not  before  been  published : — 


Hearts— Knave,  9. 
Clubs— Ace,  8,  4,  3. 
Dian^onds— 4,  3. 
Spades— King,  10,  9,  6, 

4- 

Hearts — to,  6,  3. 
Clubs-5. 
Diamonds — Ace, 

knave,  9,  7. 
Spades— Queen,  8,  7, 
5i  a. 

Y 

A            B 

Z 

Hearts— 5.  4. 
'Clubs-lGuig.  queen. 

waaWf  9i  7* 
Diamondf— Queen, 

Hearts— i 
Clubs — xc 
Diamonds 
Spades-] 

Vce,  king,  qae« 

—king,  10,  8, 
^one. 

BO,  8,  7,* 
3. 

Z  declares  hearts.  A  leads  the  ^yt,  of  clubs. 
Y  Z  to  win  two  by  cards.  The  solution  wiU 
appear  in  the  ne.xt  number. 
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II.-CHESS   PROBLEMS. 

WITH    SELECTIONS    FROM    THE    BEST    PROBLEMS    EVER    COMPOSED. 
By  J.   H.   BLACKBURNE.   British  Chess  Champion. 


ROBLEMS  have,  not  inaptly, 
been  termed  the  "poetry  of 
chess,"  and,  judging  from  the 
numerous  competitions  at 
home  and  abroad,  both  for 
composers  and  solvers,  it  is 
evident  that  they  have  become  an  important 
branch  of  the  Royal  game. 

Without  technicalities,  a  problem  may  be 
described  as  an  arrangement  of  the  pieces  on 
the  chess-board  to  express  or  illustrate  some 
deep  and  subtle  strategy  or  brilliant  idea. 
There  should  be  but  one  key  or  first  move 
to  effect  the  desired  mate — against  the  best 
defence — in  the  stipulated  number  of  moves. 
A  certain  amount  of  difficulty  is,  of  course, 
necessary,  but  the  chief  attributes  of  a  good 
problem  are  beauty  of  idea  or  theme  and 
artistic  construction.  The  position  must  be 
one  that  can  be  arrived  at  by  a  series  of 
legitimate  moves,  as  in  ordinary  play. 

Problems  may  be  divided  into  various 
classes,  such  as  the  "ordinary  or  direct- 
mate,"  the  "  self-mate  or  sui-mate,"  the  "con- 
ditional," and  "  retractor  or  retractive-mate." 

There  are  among  the  votaries  of  the  Royal 
game  many  who  believe  that  problems  con- 
tain the  very  highest  form  of  chess,  and  look 
upon  them  as  works  of  art — as  much  a 
creation  as  a  painting,  poem,  or  musical 
composition. 

The  mere  player  who  has  never  expe- 
rienced the  magnetic  attraction  of  problems 
cannot  fully  realize  the  feeling  of  joy  and 
satisfaction  from  solving  some  masterpiece, 
the  work  of  a  famous  composer. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  solving 
problems,  especially  from  diagrams,  is  an 
intellectual  amusement,  and  that  the  study 
of  problems  tends  to  accuracy  of  analysis, 
quickens  the  perception,  and  strengthens  the 
chess  faculties  generally,  and  may  occasion- 
ally impart  some  of  those  sparkling  ideas 
which  are  so  sadly  needed  in  ordinary  play. 

Perhaps  of  all  the  different  nationalities 
the  Bohemian  problemists  are  the  most 
prominent.  The  British,  however,  for 
purity  and  correctness  of  construction  stand 
pre-eminent. 

The  chief  pioneers  of  English  problems 
were  the  Rev.  H.  Bolton  and  W.  Bone,  who 


flourished  in  the  'forties.  Their  produc- 
tions were  tediously  long — ranging  from  fist, 
to  a  dozen  moves,  or  even  more — the  con- 
struction heavy  and  ponderous,  often  over- 
crowded with  useless  black  pieces.  The 
solutions  were  generally  a  series  of  obvious 
checks,  driving  the  poor  unfortunate  Black 
Monarch  from  pillar  to  post,  from  one  side 
of  the  board  to  the  other ;  and  then,  by 
some  brilliant  sacrifice,  the  final  coup  was 
administered. 

But  the  real  founders  of  the  present  style 
of  problems  were  J.  Brown,  better  known  as 
J.  B.  (of  Bridport),  Frank  Healey,  W.  Grim- 
shaw,  J.  G.  Campbell,  H.  J.  C.  Andrews, 
and  a  few  others  of  equal  notoriety. 

Conspicuous  amongst  the  new  or  present- 
day  school  of  problemists  are  B.  G.  Laws 
(acknowledged  to  be  the  greatest  authority  on 
all  matters  appertaining  to  chess  problems), 
J.  W.  Abbott,  Dr.  C  Planck,  P.  F.  Blake,  and 
G.  Heathcote,  all  of  whom  have  distinguished 
themselves  in  international  competitions. 

There  is  one  more  who  must  not  be 
forgotten — that  is,  the  late  A.  F.  Mackenzie, 
of  Jamaica,  who  died  but  a  few  years  ago — 
one  of  the  most  prolific  of  composers,  who 
invariably  gained  high  honours  in  every  com- 
petition in  which  he  took  part. 

Although  he  became  blind  some  years 
before  he  died,  his  mental  faculties  remained 
undimmed,  and,  in  spite  of  being  thus 
heavily  handicapped,  his  productions  lacked 
nothing  of  their  former  force  or  brilliancy. 

America  has  also  produced  many  com- 
posers of  note.  The  names  of  those  best 
known  in  this  country  are  W.  A.  Shinkman, 
G.  E.  Carpenter,  C.  A,  Gilbert,  and  the 
brothers  Bettman,  and  last,  though  not 
least,  Sam  Loyd,  who  for  striking  originality 
and  quaintness  of  ideas  is  unequalled.  He 
has  also  established  a  world-wide  reputation 
by  his  many  curious  mathematical  and  other 
puzzles.*  His  productions  are  deservedly  the 
most  popular  with  the  ordinary  solver.  And 
though  at  times  his  construction  may  be  a 
little  faulty,  and  not  in  strict  accordance  with 
the  rules  recognised  in  this  country,  yet 
they  are  always  charming:  There  is  a 
delightful  piquancy  about  them  which  leaves 

*  As  may  be  seen  by  reference  to  the  interview  on  page  771. 
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a  pleasing  and  lasting  impression  upon  the 
memory.  And  what  more  does  the  solver 
want? 

The  following  are  samples  of  the  various 
kinds  of  chess  problems. 

The  first  is  by  Sam  Loyd,  of  New  York. 
It  was  first  published  in  this  country  about 
fifty  years  ago,  and  greatly  puzzled  the  solvers 
of  that  day,  the  idea  then  being  entirely 
new  : — 

BLACK. 


The  solution  is  B  to  B  4th  ;  if,  in  reply,  K 
takes  B,  then  R  to  B  3rd  (mate);  if  Kt  takes 
B,  B  to  Kt  4th  (mate);  if  R  takes  B,  R 
to  K  4th  (mate) ;  and  if  K  to  K  3rd,  then 
Kt  takes  P  (mate).  The  other  variations  are 
obvious. 

When  this  first  appeared,  in  the  'fifties,  it 
was  looked  upon  as  a  masterpiece,  but  it  is 
far  from  being  the  ideal  of  the  problemist  of 
to-day.  The  theme  has,  however,  in  combi- 
nation with  other  ideas,  been  utilized  in  the 
construction  of  three-movers. 

We  now  give  what  is  acknowledged  to  be 
the  finest  two-move  problem  extant.  It  is 
by  W.  A.  Shinkman  (of  America).  It  is 
also  claimed  by  G.  E.  Carpenter,  a  fellow- 
countryman  of  his.  Here  we  have  not 
only  a  difficult  key-move,  but  also  beauty  of 
theme  and  artistic  construction,  the  three 
essential  qualities  necessary  to  a  perfect 
problem  : — 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 

It  is  what  may  be  termed  a  pure  waiting- 
move  problem— />.,  after  White's  first  move 
no  mate  is  possible  until  Black  replies.  It  is 
solved  by  Q  to  B  8th,  the  most  unlikely 
square  on  the  board.  Black  is  now  forced 
to  move,  and  mate  is  given  accordingly. 

The  next  is  of  quite  a  different  character, 
inasmuch  as  the  first  move  threatens  a 
somewhat  commonplace  mate.  The  various 
defences,  however,  lead  to  some  elegant 
mates.     It  is  by  J.  B.  (of  Bridport) : — 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 

It  is  solved  by  B  to  R  4th,  moving  the  B 
from  a  strong  position,  where  it  defended  a 
Kt,  to,  apparently,  a  useless  square.  In 
reply,  Black  has  a  choice  of  five  moves.  If 
P  to  B  4th,  that  square  is  blocked,  and  allows 
Q  to  mate  on  Kt  8th  ;  if  P  to  B  3rd,  another 
block,  then  Kt  to  B  7th  (male) ;  if  P  to  K  5th, 
Q  takes  K  P  (mate) ;  if  K  takes  Kt,  then  B 
returns  to  Kt  3rd  (mating) ;  and  if  P  to  Q  3rd, 
then  Kt  from  Kt  5th  to  B  7th  (mate). 
And  now  the  object  of  the  first  move  is 
revealed — the  B  commands  Q  7th.  Truly  a 
marvellous  composition. 

It  may  safely  be  said,  without  exaggeration, 
that  this  idea  has  been  introduced  into 
thousands  of  problems,  in  many  cases  so 
skilfully  disguised  as  to  be  almost  beyond 
recognition. 
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The  following  is  a  fine  example  of  the 
present  school  of  composers ;  it  is  not  very 
difficult,  but  contains  some  beautiful  mates. 
The  author  is  B.  G.  Laws  : — 


ing  that  it  makes  way  for  the  Q  to  get  to 
K  Kt  sq.  Placing  the  R  either  on  the  table 
or  in  your  pocket  would  solve  the  problem 
equally  well.  The  after-play  is  easy,  for  Black 
can  only  move  his  B  to  Q  2nd  or  K  sq ; 
then  White  plays  Q  to  Kt  sq,  the  Black  B 
goes  back  to  Kt  4th,  and  mate  follows  by 
Q  to  K  Kt  sq.  This  idea  may  be  worked 
out  by  a  B,  Kt,  or  even  a  K. 

The  next  one  is  a  model  of  charming 
simplicity  which  has  never  been  surpassed. 
It  is  attributed  to  Alfred  de  Musset,  the 
French  poet: — 

BLACK. 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 

The  key- move  is  B  to  Q  3rd,  threatening 
B  takes  P.  To  prevent  this  Black  must  play 
R  to  B  4th,  Kt  takes  Kt,  Kt  to  Q  3rd,  or  P 
takes  B,  each  move  leading  to  a  different 
mate. 

The  composer's  favourite  is  the  three- 
mover,  because  it  gives  more  scope  to  display 
his  ideas  to  the  best  advantage,  as  will  be 
seen  by  the  following  specimens.  The  first 
is  known  as  the  "  Bristol,"  on  account  of  its 
gaining  first  prize  in  the  Bristol  competition 
of  1 86 1.  It  completely  baffled  even  the 
expert  solvers  for  some  time.  The  author  is 
Frank  Healey : — 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 

The  solution  is  (i)  R  to  Q  2.  Black 
must  take  the  R  with  Kt,  otherwise  he  is 
mated  by  Kt  to  B  3rd.  Then  follows  (2) 
Kt  to  Q  B  3rd,  and  the  mate  is  given  next 
move. 

Now  comes  one  of  Sam  Loyd's  poetical 
ideas.  It  has  been  named  "The  Love 
Chase  "  :— 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 

The  key  is  R  to  R  sq,  a  move  which  has 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  mate,  except- 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 
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Solution.— (i)  Q  to  K  B  sq ;  if  P  to  R  3rd 
or  B  to  Kt  7th,  then  (2)  Q  to  Q  Kt  sq,  and 
on  P  to  Kt  3rd  being  played,  you  take  the 
B  (mate) ;  if  B  to  B  6th  or  Q  5th,  then  (2)  Q 
to  Q  3rd  and  the  same  mate  follows ;  if  B  to 
K  4th  or  B  3rd,  then  (2)  Q  goes  to  B  5th, 
and  again  the  same  mate.  If  Black  on  his 
first  move  plays  P  to  Kt  6th,  then  (2)  Kt  to 
Kt  6th  (ch),  and  mates  on  K  R  3rd  with  Q. 

The  following  is  an  excellent  example  of 
the  modem  style  of  composition.  It  is  by 
A.  F.  Mackenzie  (of  Jamaica). 

Mr.  B.  G.  Laws  says :  "  This  is  certainly 
one  of  the  finest  three-movers  ever  com- 
posed. Notice  the  nicety  of  the  play  which 
allows  (2)  Q  to  R  3rd  in  one  variation  and 
(2)  B  to  Kt  4th  in  another.  There  are  not 
many  pieces,  but  graceful  variety." 


BLACK. 


White  to  play  and  compel  Black  to  give  mate  in 

three  moves. 
At  first  sight  this  seems  impossible.     The 
modus  operandi  is  as  follows  : — 

WHITE.  BLACK. 

(1)  Q  to  R  8th  (I)  P  takes  P 

(2)  R  from  R  7th  toQ  Kt         (2)  B  to  B  6ih  (ch) 

7th  (3)  P  or  B  takes  Kt 

(3)  Kt  to  Kt  2nd  (ch)  (mate) 

If  Black  on  his  second  move  does  not  check,  but 
plays  elsewhere,  then  White  checks  with  Kt  at  B  3rd, 
and  B  must  take  mate. 

If  (I)  Kt  takes  P,  then 

(2)  Q  to  R  4th  (ch)  (2)  Kt  to  B  5th 

(3)  Kt  to  Kt  2nd  (3)  P  takes  Kt  (mate) 
The  Conditional  Mate. — The  example 

given  is  from  an  old  Indian  problem,  slightly 
modified.  The  position,  though  simple,  will 
fully  illustrate  the  idea : — 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 


The  solution  is  given  in  full : — 

WHITE.  BLACK. 

(1)  Kt  to  KB  5th  (I)  PtoKt4h 

(2)  B  to  Kt  4th,  and  one  of  the  Kts  mates  accord- 

ingly. 

If(i)  P  to    R  6th,   then 
(2)  Q  to  R  3rd  and  mates  with  one  of  the  Kts  as 
before. 

If(i)   P   takes   Kt.   then 
(2)  Q  to  Q  sq  (ch),  and  mates  next  move  on  Q  6th. 
If(i)K  takes  P,  then 


(2)  Kt  to  B  5th  (ch) 

(3)  Q  to  Q  Kt  sq  (mate) 


(2)  Q  to  Q  Kt  sq, 
accordmgly. 


(2)  K  Ukes  Kt 
If  (I)  P  to  B6th,  then 


and    mates  with  Q,  B,  or   Kt 


If(i)  Kt  to  B  7th,  then 
(2)  K  takes  Kt,  etc        And  if  any  other  move,  (2) 
Q  to  R  3rd,  and  Black  cannot  escape  the  mate. 

The  Self  or  Sui-Mate. — The  annexed 
is  a  fine  example  of  this  class  of  mate.  It 
has  been  pronounced  by  the  experts  to  be 
the  best  ever  composed.  The  author  is 
B.  G.   Laws:— 


WHITE. 

White  to  play  and  mate  with  pawn  in  four  moves. 

It  is  solved  by  (i)  R  to  K  5th,  K  moves; 
(2)  R  to  K  8th  (ch),  K  moves;  (3)  Kt  to 
Q  6th  (ch),  K  moves  ;  (4)  P  to  K  5th  (mate). 
All  Black's  moves  are  forced. 
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Retractive  problems  are  not  popular  with 
the  ordinary  solver.  The  specimen  given 
may  be  termed  a  conditional  retractor.  It  is 
by  Mrs.  W.  J.  Baird,»who  for  the  last  few 
years  has  made  this  class  of  problem  a 
speciality : — 


The  proposition  is,  first,  White  to  retract 
his  last  move ;  second,  make  another  move 
instead  ;  and  third,  Black  plays,  so  as  to  allow 
White  to  checkmate  on  the  next  move.  This 
sounds  more  like  an  abstruse  mathematical 
puz'le  than  anything  else. 

You  first  find  out — by  some  elaborate 
process — that  White's  last  move  wust  have 
been  R  from  B  8th  takes  Kt,  because  it  is  the 
only  one  which  wiil  permit  of  the  conditions 
being  fulfilled.  You  now  retract  that  move 
by  replacing  White  R  on  B  8th  and  Black 
Kt  on  K  B  2nd,  and  move  K  to  B  5th. 
Then  Black  plays  Kt  to  K  4th,  so  as  to  allow 
mate  on  B  5th. 

And  a  very  fine  mate,  too.  But  it  can 
hardly  be  called  legitimate  chess. 

The  limits  of  this  article  will  not  permit  a 
fuller   treatment  of   the    subject.      Perhaps 


enough   has   been  said  to   further  increase 
the  interest  in  chess  problems. 

For  those  who  would  like  to  try  their  skill 
in  solving,  a  few  are  given  without  solutions. 
They  are  culled  from  the  works  of  the 
different  authors,  with  the  exception  of 
No.  I,  which  has  not  hitherto  been  pub- 
lished. 

The  solutions  will  be  given  next  month. 

No.  I.     By  B.  G.  Laws. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 

While  :  K  on  K  Kt  7th,  Q  on  Q  Kt  5th,  R  on 
K  Kt  4th,  Kt's  on  K  6th  and  Q  8th,  P's  on  K  4th 
and  K  B  2nd. 

Black  :  K  on  K  4th,  B*s  on  Q  R  ist  and  Q  Kt  1st, 
P's  on  K  2nd,  Q  5rd,  K  R  3rd,  Q  4th,  K  Kt  4th,  Q 
Ktsth,  andQ  B  6th. 

No.  2.     By  S.  LoVD. 
White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 
White  :  K  on  K  R  4th,  R  on  K  ist,  Kt  on  K  Kt 
2nd,  B  on  K  Kt  3rd,  P's  on  Q  Kt  7th  and  Q  R  7ih. 

Black  :  K  on  K  R  8th,  B's  on  Q  R  1st  and  K  Kt 
&th. 


No.  3.     By  Frank  Healey. 
White  to  play  and  mate  in  three  moves. 
While  :  K  on  Q  6ih,  Q  on  K  B  2nd,  R  on  Q  B 
5th,  P  on  Q  B  3rd. 
Black  :  K  on  Q  6th. 


No.  4.     By  G.  Heathcote. 
White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 
White  :  K  on  Q  R  6th,  Q  on  Q  R  3rd,  Kt's  on  K 
Kt  5th  and  K  7th,  B  on  Q  B  7th,  P  on  K  B  2nd. 

Black  :  K  on  Q  5lh,  Q  on  K  R  7th,  Kt  on  Q  7th, 
B  on  K  R  1st,  P's  on  Q  2nd,  K  Kt  3rd,  K  B  5th, 
Q  B  5th,  and  K  Kt  7th. 

No.  5.     By  Dr.  C.  Planck. 

White  to  play  and  mate  in  two  moves. 

White  :  K  on  Q  B  1st,  Q  on  K  B  3rd,  R  on  Q  R 

3rd,  Ki's  on  K  B  4th  and  Q  Kt  2nd,  B's  on  K  Kt 

3rd  and  Q  Kt  7th,   P's  on  Q  R  4th,  Q  R  5th,  and 

k  B  6ih. 

Black  :  K  on  Q  5th,  B  on  Q  Kt  6th,  Fs  on  K  B 
2nd,  Q  B  3rd,  ana  Q  4th. 
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By  GILBERT    PARKER. 


BIN  waitin'  for  him,  an'  Til 
git  him  ef  it  takes  all  winter, 
ril  git  him— plumb." 

The  speaker  smoothed  the 
barrel  of  his  rifle  with  mittened 
hand,  which  had,  however,  a 
trigger-finger  free.  With  black  eyebrows 
twitching  over  sunken  grey  eyes,  he  looked 
doggedly  down  the  frosty  valley  from  the 
ledge  of  high  rock  where  he  sat.  The  face 
was  rough  and  weather-beaten,  with  the  deep 
tan  got  in  the  open  life  of  a  land  of  much 
sun  and  little  cloud,  and  he  had  a  beard 
which,  untrimmed  and  growing  wild,  made 
him  look  ten  years  older  than  he  was. 

"  I  bin  waitin'  a  durn  while,"  the  mountain 
man  added,  and  got  to  his  feet  slowly,  draw- 
ing himself  out  to  six  and  a  half  feet  of  burly 
manhood.  The  shoulders  were,  however,  a 
little  stooped,  and  the  head  was  thrust 
forward  with  an  eager,  watchful  look — a  habit 
become  a  physical  characteristic.  • 

Presently  he  caught  sight  of  a  hawk  sailing 
southward  along  the  peaks  of  the  white  ice- 
bound mountains  above,  on  which  the  sun 
shone  with  such  sharp  insistence,  making  sky 
and  mountain  of  a  piece  in  deep  purity  and 
serene  stillness. 

"  That  hawk's  seen  him,  mebbe,"  he  said, 
after  a  moment.  "  I  bet  it  went  up  higher 
when  it  got  him  in  its  eye.  Ef  it'd  only 
speak  and  tell  hie  where  he  is — ef  he's  a 
day,  or  two  days,  or  ten  days  north." 

Suddenly  his  eyes  blazed  and  his  mouth 
opened  in  superstitious  amazement,  for  the 
hawk  stopped  almost  directly  overhead  at  a 
great  height,  and  swept  round  in  a  circle 
many  times,  waveringly,  uncertainly.  At  last 
it  resumed  its  flight  southward,  sliding  down 
the  mountains  like  a  winged  star. 

The  mountaineer  watched  it  with  a  dazed 
expression  for  a  moment  longer,  then  both 
hands  clutched  the  rifle  and  half  swung  it  to 
position  involuntarily. 

**  It's  seen  him,  and  it  stopped  to  say  so. 
It's  seen  him,  I  tell  you,  an'  I'll  git  him.  P^f 
it's  an  hour,  or  a  day,  or  a  week,  it's  all  the 
same.  I'm  here  watchin*,  waitin'  dead  on  to 
him,  the  poison  skunk  I  " 

The  f)erson  to  whom  he  had  been  speak- 
ing now  rose  from  the  pile  of  cedar  boughs 
where  be  had  been  sitting,  stretched  his  arms 

Cop>Tighc,  1907,  by  Sir  Gilbert  Parker, 


up,  then  shook  himself  into  place,  as  does  a 
dog  after  sleep.  He  stood  for  a  minute 
looking  at  the  mountaineer  with  a  reflective, 
yet  a  furtively  sardonic,  look.  He  was  not 
above  five  feet  nine  inches  in  height,  and  he 
was  slim  and  neat ;  and  though  his  buckskin 
coat  and  breeches  were  worn  and  even  frayed 
in  spots,  he  had  an  air  of  some  distinction 
and  of  concentrated  force.  It  was  a  face 
that  men  turned  to  look  at  twice  and  shook 
their  heads  in  doubt  afterwards— a  handsome, 
worn,  secretive  face,  in  as  perfect  control  as 
the  strings  of  an  instrument  under  the  bow 
of  a  great  artist.  It  was  the  face  of  a  man 
without  purpose  in  life  beyond  the  moment 
— watchful,  careful,  remorselessly  determined, 
an  adventurer's  asset,  the  dial-plate  of  sl 
hidden  machinery. 

Now  he  took  the  handsome  meerschaum 
pipe  from  his  mouth,  from  which  he  had 
been  puffing  smoke  slowly,  and  said  in  a 
cold,  yet  quiet  voice,  **  How  long  you  been 
waitin'.  Buck  ?  " 

"  A  month.  He's  overdue  near  that.  He 
always  comes  down  to  winter  at  Fort  o* 
Comfort,  with  his  string  of  half-breeds,  an' 
Injuns,  an'  the  dogs." 

"  No  chance  to  get  him  at  the  Fort  ?  " 

"  It  ain't  so  certain.  They'd  guess  what  I 
was  doin'  there.  It's  surer  here.  He's  got 
to  come  down  the  trail,  an'  when  I  spot  him 
by  the  Juniper  clump" — he  jerked  an  arm 
towards  a  spot  almost  a  mile  farther  up  the 
valley—"  I  kin  scoot  up  the  underbrush  a 
bit  and  git  him— plumb  !  I  could  do  it  from 
here,  suie,  but  I  don't  want  no  mistake. 
Once  only,  jest  one  shot ;  that's  all  I  want, 
Sinnet ! " 

He  bit  off  a  small  piece  of  tobacco  from  a 
black  plug  Sinnet  offered  him  and  chewed  it 
with  nervous  fierceness,  his  eyebrows  working, 
as  he  looked  at  the  other  eagerly.  Deadly 
as  his  purpose  was,  and  grim  and  unvarying 
as  his  vigil  had  been,  the  loneliness  had  told 
on  him,  and  he  had  grown  hungry  for  a 
human  face  and  human  companionship.  Why 
Sinnet  had  come  he  had  not  thought  to 
inquire.  Why  Sinnet  should  be  going  north 
instead  of  south  had  not  occurred  to  him. 
He  only  realized  that  Sinnet  was  not  the  man 
he  was  waiting  for  with  murder  in  his  heart; 
and  all  that  mattered  to  him  in  life  was  the 
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"both  hands  clutched  the  kifle  and  half  swung  it  to  position." 


roming  of  his  victim  down  the  trail.  He  had 
welcomed  Sinnet  with  a  sullen  eagerness,  and 
had  told  him  in  short,  detached  sentences 
the  dark  story  of  a  wrong  and  a  waiting 
revenge,  which  brought  a  slight  flush  to 
Sinnet's  pale  face  and  awakened  a  curious 
light  in  his  eyes. 

"  Is  that  your  shaCk— that  where  you 
shake  down?"  Sinnet  said,  pointing  towards 
a  lean-to  in  the  fir  trees  to  the  right. 

"That's  it.  I  sleep  there.  It's  straight  on 
to  the  Juniper  clump,  the  front  door  is." 
He  laughed  viciously,  grimly.  "Outside  or 
inside,  I'm  on  to  the  Juniper  clump.  Walk 
into  the  parlour  ?  "  he  added,  and  drew  open 
a  rough-made  door,  so  covered  with  green 
cedar  boughs  that  it  seemed  of  a  piece 
with  the  siirrounding  underbrush  and  trees. 
Indeed,  the  little  hut  was  so  constructed  that 


it  could  not  be  distinguished  from  the  woods 
even  a  short  distance  away. 

"Can't  have  a  fire,  I  suppose?"  Sinnet 
asked. 

"  Smoke  'd  give  me  away  if  he  suspicioned 
me,"  answered  the  mountaineer.  "  I  don't 
take  no  chances.  Never  can  tell.  Nobody's 
ever  lived  here,  and  'tain't  a  likely  place  to 
camp." 

"Water?"  asked  Sinnet,  as  though  inte- 
rested in  the  surroundings,  while  all  the  time 
he  was  eyeing  the  mountaineer  furtively — as 
it  were,  prying  to  the  inner  man,  or  measur- 
ing the  strength  of  the  outer  man.  He 
lighted  a  fresh  pipe  and  seated  himself  on  a 
rough  bench  beside  the  table  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  and  leaned  on  his  elbows, 
M'atching. 

The  mountaineer  laughed.     It  was  not  a 
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pleasant  laugh  to  hear.  "  Listen,"  he  said. 
**You  bin  a  long  time  out  West.  You  bin 
in  the  mountains  a  good  while.     Listen." 

There  was  silence.  Sinnet  listened  in- 
tently. He  heard  the  faint  drip,  drip,  drip 
of  water,  and  looked  steadily  at  the  back 
wall  of  the  room. 

"There — rock!"  he  said,  and  jerked  his 
head  towards  the  sound. 

**  You  got  good  ears,"  answered  the  other, 
and  drew  aside  a  blanket  that  hung  on  the 
back  wall  of  the  room.  A  wooden  trough 
was  disclosed  hanging  under  a  ledge  of  rock, 
and  water  dripped  into  it  softly,  slowly. 

"  Almost  providential,  that  rock,"  remarked 
Sinnet.  "You've  got  your  well  at  your  back 
door.  Food — but  you  can't  go  far,  and  keep 
your  eye  on  the  Bend  too,"  he  nodded  to- 
wards the  door,  beyond  which  lay  the  frost- 
touched  valley  in  the  early  morning  light  of 
autumn. 

"Plenty  of  black  squirrels  and  pigeons 
come  here  on  account  of  the  springs  like  this 
one,  and  I  get  'em  with  a  bow  and  arrow.  I 
didn't  call  myself  Robin  Hood  and  •Daniel 
Boone  not  for  nothin'  when  I  was* knee-high 
to  a  grasshopper  !  "  He  drew  from  a  rough 
cupboard  some  cold  game  and  put  it  on  the 
table,  with  some  scones  and  a  pannikin  of 
water.  Then  he  brought  out  a  small  jug  of 
whisky  and  placed  it  beside  his  visitor.  I'hey 
began  to  eat. 

"How  d'ye  cook  without  fire?"  asked 
Sinnet. 

"Fire's  all  right  at  nights.  He'd  never 
camp  'twixt  here  an*  Juniper  Bend  at  night. 
The  next  camp's  six  miles  north  from  here 
He'd  only  come  down  the  valley  daytimes. 
I  studied  it  all  out,  and  it's  a  dead  sure 
thing.  From  daylight  till  dusk  I'm  on  to 
him —I  got  the  trail  in  my  eye." 

He  showed  his  teeth  like  a  wild  dog  as  his 
look  swept  the  valley.  There  was  something 
almost  revolting  in  his  concentrated  ferocity. 

Siimet's  eyes  half  closed  as  he  watched  the 
mountaineer,  and  the  long,  scraggy  hands 
and  whipcord  neck  seemed  to  interest  him 
greatly.  He  looked  at  his  own  slim  brown 
hands  with  a  half  smile,  and  it  was  almost  as 
cruel  as  the  laugh  of  the  other.  Yet  it  had, 
too,  a  knowledge  and  an  understanding  which 
gave  it  humanity. 

"You're  sure  he  did  it?"  Sinnet  asked 
presently,  after  drinking  a  very  small  portion 
of  liquor,  and  tossing  some  water  from  the 
pannikin  after  it.  "  You're  sure  Greevy  killed 
your  boy,  Buck  ?  " 

"  My  name's  Buckmaster,  ain't  it — Jim 
Buckmaster  ?     Don't  I  know  my  own  name  ? 


It's  as  sure  as  that.  My  boy  said  it  was 
Greevy  when  he  was  dying.  He  told  Bill 
Rick^tts  so,  and  Bill  told  me  afore  he  went 
East.  Bill  didn't  want  to  tell,  but  he  said  it 
was  fair  I  should  know,  for  my  boy  never  did 
nobody  any  harm — an'  Greevy's  livin'  on ! 
But  I'll  git  him.     Right's  right." 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  better  for  the  law  to  hang 
him  if  you've  got  the  proof.  Buck  ?  A  year 
or  so  in  jail,  an'  a  long  time  to  think  over 
what's  going  round  his  neck  on  the  scaffold — 
wouldn't  that  suit  you,  if  you've  got  the 
proof?" 

A  rigid,  savage  look  came  into  Buck- 
master's  face. 

"  I  ain't  lettin'  no  judge  and  jury  do  my 
business.  I'm  for  certain  sure,  not  for 
fr'aps  1  An'  I  want  to  do  it  myself.  Clint 
was  only  twenty.  Like  boys  we  was  together. 
I  was  eighteen  when  I  married,  an'  he  come 
when  s?ie  went — jest  a  year — ^jest  a  year.  An' 
ever  since  then  we  lived  together,  him  an' 
me,  an'  shot  together,  an'  trapped  together, 
an'  went  gold-washin'  together  on  the  Cariboo, 
an'  eat  out  of  the  same  dish,  an'  slept  uncfer 
the  same  blanket  and  jawed  together  nights 
— ever  since  he  was  ?i\ey  when  old  Mother 
Lablache  had  got  him  into. pants,  an'  he  was 
fit  to  take  the  trail." 

The  old  man  stopped  a  minute,  his  whip- 
cord neck  swelling,  his  lips  twitching.  He 
brought  a  fist  down  on  the  table  with  a  bang. 
"  The  biggest  little  rip  he  was,  as  full  of  fun 
as  a  squirrel,  an'  never  a  smile — jest  his  eyes 
dancin',  an'  more  sense  than  a  judge.  He 
laid  hold  o'  me,  that  cub  did— it  was  like  his 
mother  and  himself  together;  an'  the  years 
flowin'  in  an'  peterin'  out,  an'  him  gettin' 
older,  an'  always  jest  the  same.  Always  on 
rock-bottom,  always  bright  as  a  dollar,  an*  we 
livin'  at  Black  Nose  Bend,  layin'  up  cash 
agin'  the  time  we  was  to  go  South,  an'  set  up 
a  house  along  the  railway,  an'  him  to  git 
married.  I  was  for  his  gittin'  married  same 
as  me,  when  we  had  enough  cash.  I  use  to 
think  of  that  when  he  was  ten,  and  when 
he  was  eighteen  I  spoke  to  him  about  it;  but 
he  wouldn't  listen— jest  laughed  at  me.  You 
remember  how  Clint  used  to  laugh  sort  of 
low  and  teasin'  like — you  remember  that 
laugh  o'  Clint's,  don't  you?" 

Sin  net's  face  was  towards  the  valley  and 
Juniper  Bend,  but  he  slowly  turned  his  head 
and  looked  at  Buckmaster  strangely  out  of 
his  half-shut  eyes.  He  took  the  pipe  from 
his  mouth  slowly. 

"  I  can  hear  it  now,"  he  answered,  slowly. 
"  I  hear  it  often.  Buck." 

The  old  man  gripped  his  arm  so  suddenly 
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that  Sinnet  was  startled — in  so  far  as  anything 
could  startle  anyone  who  had  lived  a  life  of 
chance  and  danger  and  accident — and  his 
face  grew  a  shade  paler ;  but  he  did  not 
move,  and  Buckmaster's  hand  tightened  con- 
vulsively. 

"  You  liked  him,  an'  he  liked  you  ;  he  first 
learnt  poker  off  you,  Sinnet.    He  thought  you 


with  the  serpents  of  sorrow  and  hatred  which 
were  stranglmg  him. 

"Dead  an'  gone,"  he  repeated,  as  he 
swayed  to  and  fro,  and  the  table  quivered 
in  his  grasp.  Presently, 'however,  as  though 
arrested  by  a  thought,  he  peered  out  of  the 
doorway  towards  Juniper  Bend.  "That 
hawk  seen  him — it  seen  him.     He's  comin', 


*  DEAD  AN  CUNB,  HF.  KEt'EATED,  AS  HE  SWAYED  TO  AND  FKU. 


was  a  tough,  but  he  didn't  mind  that  no  more 
than  I  did.  It  ain't  for  us  to  say  what  we're 
goin'  to  be ;  not  always.  Things  in  life  git 
stronger  than  we  are.  You  was  a  tough,  but 
who's  goin'  to  judge  you?  I  ain't;  for  he 
took  to  you,  Sinnet,  an'  he  never  went  wrong 
in  his  thinkin'.  God  !  he  was  wife  an'  child 
to  me — an'  he's  dead— dead— dead  ! " 

The  man's  grief  was  a  painful  thing  to  see. 
His  hands  gripped  the  table,  while  his  body 
shook  with  sobs,  though  his  eyes  gave  forth 
no  tears.  It  was  an  inward  convulsion, 
which  gave  his  face  the  look  of  unrelieved 
tragedy  and    suffering — Laocoon    struggling 


I  know  it,  an'  I'll  git  him — plumb ! "  He 
had  the  mystery  and  imagination  of  the 
mountain-dweller. 

The  rifle  lay  against  the  wall  behind  him, 
and  he  turned  and  touched  it  almost  caress- 
ingly. "  I  ain't  let  go  like  this  since  he  was 
killed,  Sinnet.  It  don't  do.  I  got  to  keep 
myself  stiddy  to  do  the  trick  when  the 
minute  comes.  At  first  I  usen't  to  sleep  at 
nights,  thinkin'  of  Clint,  an'  missin'  him,  an' 
I  got  shaky  and  no  good.  So  I  put  a  cinch 
on  myself,  an'  got  to  sleepin'  again — from 
the  full  dusk  to  dawn,  for  Greevy  wouldn't 
take  the  trail  at  night.     I've  kept  stiddy." 
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He  held  out  his  hand  as  though  to  show  that 
it  was  firm  and  steady,  but  it  trembled  with 
the  emotion  which  had  conquered  him.  He 
saw  it,  and  shook  his  head  angrily. 

"  It  was  seein*  you,  Sinnet.  It  burst  me.  I 
ain't  seen  no  one  to  speak  to  in  a  month,  an* 
with  you  sittin'  there,  it  was  like  Clint  an'  me 
cuttin'  and  comin*  again  off  the  loaf  an'  the 
knuckle-bone  of  ven'son." 

Sinnet  ran  a  long  finger  slowly  across  his 
lips,  and  seemed  meditating  what  he  should 
say  to  the  mountaineer.  At  length  he  spoke, 
looking  into  Buckmaster's  face.  "  What  was 
the  story  Ricketts  told  you  ?  What  did  your 
boy  tell  Ricketts  ?  I've  heard,  too,  about  it, 
and  that's  why  I  asked  you  if  you  had  proofs 
that  Greevy  killed  Clint.  Of  course,  Clint 
should  know,  and  if  he  told  Ricketts,  that's 
pretty  straight ;  but  I'd  like  to  know  if  what 
I  heard  tallies  with  what  Ricketts  heard  from 
Clint !  P'r'aps  il'd  ease  your  mind  a  bit  to 
tell  it.  I'll  watch  the  Bend — don't  you 
trouble  about  that.  You  can't  do  these  two 
things  at  one  time.  I'll  watch  for  Greevy ; 
you  give  me  Clint's  story  to  Ricketts.  I 
guess  you  know  I'm  feelin*  for  you,  an'  if  I 
was  in  your  place  I'd  shoot  the  man  that 
killed  Clint,  if  it  took  ten  years.  I'd  have 
his  heart's  blood— all  of  it.  Whether  Greevy 
was  in  the  right  or  in  the  wrong,  I'd  have 
him— plufnbf' 

Buckmaster  was  moved.  He  gave  a  fierce 
exclamation  and  made  a  gesture  of  cruelly. 
"  Clint  right  or  wrong !  There  ain't  no  ques- 
tion of  that.  My  boy  wasn't  the  kind  to 
be  in  the  wrong.  What  did  he  ever  do  but 
what  was  right  ?  If  Clint  was  in  the  wrong 
I'd  kill  Greevy  jest  the  same,  for  Greevy 
robbed  him  of  all  the  years  that  was  before 
him— only  a  sapling  he  was,  an'  all  his  grow- 
in'  to  do,  all  his  branches  to  widen  an'  his 
roots  to  spread.  But  that  don't  enter  in  it, 
his  bein'  in  the  wrong.  It  was  a  quarrel, 
and  Clint  never  did  Greevy  any  harm.  It 
was  a  quarrel  over  cards,  an'  Greevy 
was  drunk,  an'  followed  Clint  out  into  the 
prairie  in  the  night  and  shot  him  like 
a  coyote.  Clint  hadn't  no  chance,  an'  he 
jest  lay  there  on  the  ground  till  niornmg, 
when  Ricketts  and  Steve  Joicey  found  him. 
An'  Clint  told  Ricketts  who  it  was." 

"  Why  didn't  Ricketts  tell  it  right  out  at 
once?"  asked  Sinnet. 

**  Greevy  was  his  own  cousin— it  was  in  the 
family,  an'  he  kept  think  in'  of  Greevy's  gal, 
Em'ly.  Her— what'll  it  matter  to  her? 
She'll  get  married,  an'  she'll  forgit.  I  know 
her — a  gal  that's  got  no  deep  feelin'  like  Clint 
had  for  me.     But  because  of  her  Ricketts 


didn't  speak  for  a  year.  Then  he  couldn't 
stand  it  any  longer  an'  he  told  me — seein' 
how  I  suffered,  an'  everybody  hidin'  their 
suspicions  from  me,  an'  me  up  here  out  o'  the 
way,  an'  no  account  That  was  the  feelin' 
among  'em  ;  what  was  the  good  of  making 
things  worse !  They  wasn't  thinkin'  of  the 
boy  or  of  Jim  Buckmaster,  his  father.  They 
was  thinkin'  of  Greevy's  gal — to  save  her 
trouble." 

Sinnet's  face  was  turned  towards  Juniper 
Bend,  and  the  eyes  were  fixed,  as  it  were,  on 
a  still  more  distant  object — a  dark,  brooding, 
inscrutable  look. 

"  Was  that  all  Ricketts  told  you.  Buck  ?  " 
The  voice  was  very  quiet,  but  it  had  a  sug- 
gestive note. 

"  That's  all  Clint  told  Bill  before  he  died. 
That  was  enough." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  then, 
puffing  out  long  clouds  of  smoke,  and  in  a 
tone  of  curious  detachment,  as  though  he 
were  telling  of  something  that  he  saw  now  in 
the  far  distance,  or  as  a  spectator  of  a  battle 
from  a  far  vantage-point  might  report  to  a 
blind  man  standing  near,  Sinnet  said  : — 

"  P'r'aps  Ricketts  didn't  know  the  whole 
story  ;  p'r'aps  Clint  didn't  know  it  all  to  tell 
him;  p'r'aps  Clint  didn't  remember  it  all 
P'r'aps  he  didn't  remember  anything  except 
that  he  and  Greevy  quarrelled,  and  that 
Greevy  and  he  shot  at  each  other  in  the 
prairie.  He'd  only  be  thinking  of  the  thing 
that  mattered  most  to  him — that  his  life  was 
over,  an'  that  a  man  had  put  a  bullet  in 
him,  an' " 

Buckmaster  tried  to  interrupt  him,  but  he 
waved  a  hand  impatiently,  and  continued. 
**  As  I  say,  maybe  he  didn't  remember  every- 
thing ;  he  had  been  drinkin'  a  bit  himself, 
Clint  had.  He  wasn't  used  to  liquor,  and 
couldn't  stand  much.  Greevy  was  drunk, 
too,  and  gone  off  his  head  with  rage.  He 
always  gets  drunk  when  he  first  comes  South 
to  spend  the  winter  with  his  girl  Em'ly."  He 
paused  a  moment,  then  continued  a  little 
more  quickly.  "  Greevy  was  proud  of  her — 
couldn't  even  bear  her  being  crossed  in 
any  way,  and  she  has  a  quick  temper,  and 
if  she  quarrelled  with  anybody  Greevy 
quarrelled  too." 

**  I  don't  want  to  know  anything  about 
her,"  broke  in  Buckmaster,  roughly.  "She 
isn't  in  this  thing.  I'm  goin'  to  git  Greevy. 
I  bin  waitin'  for  him,  an'  I'll  git  him." 

"  You're  going  to  kill  the  man  that  killed 
your  boy,  if  you  can.  Buck  ;  but  I'm  telling 
my  story  in  my  own  way.  You  told  Ricketts' 
btory ;  I'll  tell  what  I've  heard.    And  before 
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you  kill  Greevy  you  ought  to  know  all  there 
is  that  anybody  else  knows — or  suspicions 
about  it." 

"  I  know  enough — Greevy  done  it,  an'  Tm 
here." 

With  no  apparent  coherence  and  relevancy 
Sinnet  continued,  but  his  voice  was  not  so 


me  about  her.  SheMl  git  over  it— Til  never 
git  over  what  Greevy  done  to  me  or  to  Clint 
—jest  twenty,  jest  twenty  !  I  got  my  work 
to  do." 

He  took  his  gun  from  the  wall,  slung  it 
into  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  and  turned  to 
look  up  the  valley  through  the  open  doorway. 


•|    DON  r   WANT   TO    HEAR    ABOUT   HER,     SAID    BUCKMAsTCR. 


even  as  before.  "  Em'ly  was  a  girl  that  wasn't 
twice  alike.  She  was  changeable.  First  it 
was  one,  then  it  was  another,  and  she  didn't 
seem  to  be  able  to  ^yi  her  mind.  But  that 
didn't  prevent  her  leadin'  men  on.  She 
wasn't  changeable,  though,  about  her  father. 
She  was  to  him  what  your  boy  was  to  you. 
There  she  was  like  you,  ready  to  give  every- 
thing up  for  her  father." 

"  I  tell  y'  I  don't  want  to  hear  about 
htfr,"  said  Buckmaster,  getting  to  his  feet 
and  setting  his  jaws.     "  You  needn't  talk  to 


The  morning  was  sparkling  with  life— the 
life  and  vigour  which  a  touch  of  frost  gives 
to  the  autumn  world  in  a  country  where  the 
blood  tingles  to  the  dry,  sweet  sting  of  the 
air.  Beautiful,  and  spacious,  and  buoyant, 
and  lonely,  the  valley  and  the  mountains 
seemed  waiting,  like  .a  new-born  world,  to  be 
peopled  by  man.  It  was  as  though  all  had 
been  made  ready  for  him— the  birds  whistling 
and  singing  in  the  trees,  the  whisk  of  the 
squirrels  leaping  from  bough  to  bough,  the 
peremptory  sound  of  the  woodpecker's  beak 
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against  the  bole  of  a  tree,  the  rustle  of  the 
leaves  as  a  wood-hen  ran  past— a  wailing, 
virgin  world. 

Its  beauty  and  its  wonderful  dignity  had 
no  appeal  to  Buckmaster.  His  eyes  and 
mind  were  fixed  on  a  deed  which  would  stain 
the  virgin  wild  with  the  ancient  crime  that 
sent  the  first  marauder  on  human  life  into 
the  wilderness. 

As  Buckmaster's  figure  darkened  the  door- 
way Sin  net  seemed  to  waken  as  from  a  dream, 
and  he  got  swiftly  to  his  feet. 

**Wait — you  wait,  Buck.  YouVe  got  to 
hear  all.  You  haven't  heard  my  story  yet. 
Wait,  I  tell  you." 

His  voice  was  so  sharp  and  insistent,  so 
changed,  that  Buckmaster  turned  from  the 
doorway  and  came  back  into  the  room. 

"  What's  the  use  of  my  hearin'  ?  You 
want  me  not  to  kill  Greevy,  because  of  that 
gal.     What's  she  to  me  ?  " 

"Nothing  to  you,  Buck,  but  Clint  was 
everything  to  her." 

The  mountaineer  stood  like  one  petrified. 


"  What's  that — what's  that  you  say  ?  It's  a 
darn  lie  ! " 

"  It  wasn't  cards — the  quarrel,  not  the  real 
quarrel.  Greevy  found  Clint  kissing  her. 
Greevy  wanted  her  to  marry  Gatineau,  the 
lumber-king.     That  was  the  quarrel" 

A  snarl  was  on  the  face  of  Buckmaster. 
"  Then  she'll  not  be  sorry  when  I  git  him. 
It  took  Clint  from  her  as  well  as  from  me." 
He  turned  to  the  door  again. 

"  But,  wait,  Buck,  wait  one  minute  and 
hear " 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  low,  exultant 
growl,  and  he  saw  Buckmaster's  rifle  clutched 
as  a  hunter,  stooping,  clutches  his  gun  to  fire 
on  his  prey. 

"Quick,  the  spy-glass!"  he  flung  back  at 
Sinnet.     "  It's  him,  but  I'll  make  sure." 

Sinnet  caught  the  telescope  from  the  nails 
where  it  hung,  and  looked  out  to  Juniper 
Bend.  "  It's  Greevy— and  his  girl,  and  the 
half-breeds,"  he  said,  with  a  note  in  his  voice 
that  almost  seemed  agitation,  and  yet  few 
had  ever  seen  Sinnet  agitated.    Cold  delibera- 
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tion   was   his   chief  characteristic.     **  Em'ly 
must  have  gone  up  the  trail  in  the  night." 

"  It's  my  turn  now,"  the  mountaineer  said 
hoarsely,  and,  stooping,  slid  away  quickly 
into  the  undergrowth. 

Sinnet  followed,  keeping  near  him,  neither 
speaking.  For  a  half  mile  they  hastened  on, 
and  now  and  then  Buckrnaster  drew  aside 
the  bushes  and  looked  up  the  valley  to  keep 
Greevy  and  his  bois  brulees  in  his  eye.  Just 
so  had  he  and  his  son  and  Sinnet  stalked 
the  wapiti  and  the  red  deer  along  these 
mountains  ;  but  this  was  a  man  that  Buck- 
master  was  stalking  now,  with  none  of  the 
joy  of  the  sport  which  had  been  his  since 
a  lad  ;  only  the  hatred  of  the  avenger,  of 
the  remorseless  destroyer.  The  lust  of  a 
mountain  feud  was  on  him ;  he  was  pursuing 
the  price  of  blood. 

At  last  Buck  master  stopped  at  a  ledge  of 
rock  just  above  the  trail.  Greevy  would 
pass  below,  within  three  hundred  yards  of  his 
rifle.  He  turned  to  Sinnet  with  cold  and 
savage  eyes.  "You  go  back,"  he  said. 
"  It's  my  business.  I  don't  want  you  to  see. 
You  don't  want  to  see,  then  you  won't  know, 
and  you  won't  need  to  lie.  You  said  that 
the  man  that  killed  Clint  ought  to  die.  He's 
going  to  die,  but  it's  none  o'  your  business. 
1  want  to  be  alone.  In  a  minute  he'll  be 
where  I  kin  git  him — plumb.  You  go,  Sinnet 
— right  off!     It's  my  business." 

There  was  a  strange,  desperate  look  in 
Sinnel's  face  ;  it  was  as  hard  as  stone,  but 
his  eyes  had  a  light  of  battle  in  them. 

"  It's  my  business  right  enough,  Buck,"  he 
said,  "and  you're  not  going  to  kill  Greevy. 
That  girl  of  his  has  lost  her  lover,  your  boy. 
It's  broke  her  heart  almost,  and  there's  no 
use  making  her  an  orphan  too.  She  can't 
stand  it.  She's  had  enough.  You  leave  her 
father  alone — you  hear  me,  let  up  ! "  He 
stepped  between  Buck  master  and  the  ledge 
of  rock  from  which  the  mountaineer  was  to 
take  aim. 

There  was  a  terrible  look  in  Buckmaster's 
face.  He  raised  his  single-barrelled  rifle,  as* 
though  he  would  shoot  Sinnet,  but  at  the 
moment  he  remembered  that  one  shot  would 
warn  Greevy,  and  that  he  might  not  have* 
time  to  reload.  He  laid  his  rifle  against  a 
tree  swiftly. 

"  Git  away  from  there,"  he  said,  with  a 
strange  rattle  in  his  throat.  "Git  away 
quick  ;   he'll   be  down  there  in  a  minute.'* 

Sinnet  pulled  himself  together  as  he  saw 
Buckrnaster  snatch  at  a  great  claspknife  in 
his  belt  and  open  it.  He  jumped  and  caught 
Buckmaster's  wrist  in  a  grip  like  a  vice. 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 83. 


"Greevy  didn't  kill  him,  Buck,"  he  said; 
but  the  mountaineer  was  gone  mad,  and  did 
not  grasp  the  meaning  of  the  words.  He 
twined  his  left  arm  round  the  neck  of  Sinnet, 
and  the  struggle  began,  he  righting  to  free 
Sinnet's  hand  from  his  wrist,  to  break  Sinnet's 
neck.  He  did  not  realize  what  he  was  doing. 
He  only  knew  that  this  man  stood  between 
him  and  the  murderer  of  his  boy,  and  all  the 
ancient  forces  of  barbarism  were  alive  in  him. 
Little  by  little  they  drew  to  the  edge  of  the 
rock,  from  which  there  was  a  sheer  drop  of 
two  hundred  feet.  Sinnet  fought  like  a  panther 
for  safety,  but  no  sane  man's  strength  could 
withstand  the  demoniacal  energy  that  bent  and 
crushed  him.  Sinnet  felt  his  strength  giving. 
Then  he  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "Greevy 
didn't  kill  him.     I  killed  him,  and " 

At  that  moment  he  was  borne  to  the 
ground  with  a  hand  on  his  tlyoat,  and  an 
instant  after  the  knife  went  home — twice. 

Buckrnaster  got  to  his  feet  and  looked  at 
his  victim  for  an  instant,  dazed  and  wild ; 
then  he  sprang  for  his  gun.  As  he  did  so  the 
words  that  Sinnet  had  said  as  they  struggled 
rang  in  his  ears,  ^'Greevy  didn't  kill  him ;  I 
kilUdhimr' 

He  gave  a  low  cry  and  turned  back  towards 
Sinnet,  who  lay  in  a  pool  of  blood. 

Sinnet  was  speaking.  He  went  and  stooped 
over  him. 

"Em'ly  threw  me  over  for  Clint,"  the 
voice  said,  huskily,  "  and  I  followed  to  have 
it  out  with  Clint.  So  did  Greevy,  but  Greevy 
was  drunk.  I  saw  them  meet.  I  was  hid. 
I  saw  that  Clint  would  kill  Greevy,  and  I 
fired.  I  was  off  my  head — I'd  never  cared 
for  any  woman  before,  and  Greevy  was  her 
father.  Clint  had  called  me  names  that  day 
—a  cardsharp,  and  a  liar,  and  a  thief,  and  a 
skunk,  he  called  me,  and  I  hated  him  just 
then.  Greevy  fired  twice — wide.  He  didn't 
know  but  what  he  killed  Clint,  but  he  didn't. 
So  I  tried  to  stop  you.  Buck " 

Life  was  going  fast  and  speech  failed  him  ; 
but  he  opened  his  eyes  again  and  whispered, 
"  I  didn't  want  to  die.  Buck — I'm  only  thirty- 
five,  and  it's  too  soon,  but  it  had  to  btj.  Don't 
look  that  way,  Buck.  You  got  the  man  that 
killed  him — plumb.  But  Em'ly  didn't  play 
fair  with  me  — made  a  fool  of  me,  the  only 
time  in  my  life  I  ever  cared  for  a  woman. 
You  leave  Greevy  alone,  Buck,  and  tell 
Em'ly  for  me  I  wouldn't  let  you  kill  her 
father." 

"  You— Sinnet— you,  you  done  it !  Why, 
he'd  have  fought  for  you.  You— done  it — 
to  him— to  Clint!" 

Now     that     the     blood-fcud     had     been 
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•'  UK   WAS   BORNE  TO  THE  GROUND  WITH   A   HAND  ON    HIS  THROAT." 


satisfied,  a  great  change  came  over  the 
mountaineer.  He  had  done  his  work,  and 
the  thirst  for  vengeance  was  gone.  Greevy 
he  had  hated,  but  this  man  had  been  with 
him  in  many  a  winter's  hunt.  His  brain 
could  hardly  grasp  the  tragedy-  -it  had  all 
been  too  sudden. 

Suddenly  he  stooped  down.  "  Sinnet,"  he 
said,  "ef  there  was  a  woman  in  it,  that 
makes  all  the  difference.     Sinnet,  ef " 


But  Sinnet  was  gone  upon  a  long  trail  that 
led  into  an  illimitable  wilderness.  With  a 
moan  the  old  man  ran  to  the  ledge  of  rock. 
Greevy  and  his  girl  were  below. 

"  When  there's  a  woman  in  it ! "  he 

said,  in  a  voice  of  helplessness  and  misery, 
and  watched  her  till  she  disappeared  from 
view.  Then  he  turned,  and,  lifting  up  in  his 
arms  the  man  he  had  killed,  carried  him  into 
the  deeper  woods. 
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[In  the  following  illustrations  the  artist  has  taken  the  pictures  which  represent  the  personages  in  the  garb  of 

their  own  days,  and  has  merely  altered  the  costume  into  that  of  the  present  time.    The  faces  and  attitudes,  being 

absolutely  untouched,  are  therefore  identically  the  same  in  both  cases.] 


tume  of  the  present  day?     How  wou  d         ^„„  „, 

4.U      A'  .-      *•  w  '.I        u-    I     .i_  THK  SAME  STATUK   DRKSSED  AS  A   HUxVTSMAN   OF 

the  distinctive  qua  ilics  with  which  they  today 
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well  be  that  only  in  the  hunting-field  would 
Richard  Coeur  de  Lion  find  any  gratification 
of  his  reckless  valour,  and  accordingly  it  is  in 
the  costume  of  a  Master  of  Hounds  that  our 
artist  has  depicted  him.  It  cannot  be  said 
that  thus  presented  the  equestrian  figure 
altogether  suggests  the  fierce  courage  of  the 
mail-clad  knight;  while  the  uplifted  riding- 
whip  in  place  of  the  long,  straight  sword  does 
something  further  to  detract  from  one's  con- 
ventional sense  of  the  heroic.  And  yet,  if 
we  look  again  at  the  figure  on  the  horse, 
booted  and  spurred,  with  knee-breeches,  coat. 


features  of  serene  purpose,  she  would  have 
made  in  the  twentieth  century  an  ideal 
successor  to  the  late  Mrs.  Booth.  The 
transition  which  the  artist  has  effected 
from  Ingres's  picture  in  the  Louvre,  show- 
ing the  Maid  of  Orleans  taking  part  in 
the  coronation  of  Charles  VIL  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Rheims,  seems  to  be  perfectly 
natural.  In  place  of  a  coat  of  armour 
above  a  skirt  which,  according  to  a  medieval 
custom  in  feminine  dress,  is  decorated  with 
heraldic  devices,  Joan  wears  the  plain  serge 
uniform  of  the  Salvation  Army.     She  holds 


JOAN   OF  ARC,   FROM   THE   PICTURE   BY 
INGRES. 


THE  SAME   FIGURE  DRESSED  AS  A  SALVATION 
ARMY   LASS. 


and  hat  such  as  may  be  seen  any  day  in  the 
country-sides  of  England  during  the  hunting 
season,  we  are  convinced  that  it  is  that  of  a 
man  who  will  dare  anything  to  be  in  at  the 
death.  The  spirit  of  the  Lion-hearted  survives 
even  this  drastic  change  of  dress. 

For  Joan  of  Arc  only  one  possible  role  at 
the  present  day  seems  possible.  She  would 
be  a  leader  of  the  Salvation  Army.  Bom  of 
humble  parents,  full  of  religious  fervour,  and 
anxious  to  serve  her  fellow-creatures,  having 
none  of  the  weaknesses  or  vanities  of 
her  sex,  wanting   physical    beauty,   but  with 


its  red  banner  in  her  hand  instead  of  the 
white  flag  of  her  own  design,  having  on  one 
side  the  image  of  God  seated  on  the  clouds 
and  holding  the  world  in  His  hand.  She 
wears  on  her  head,  of  course,  the  typical  poke 
bonnet,  and  the  place  of  the  helmet  on  the 
floor  is  taken  by  copies  of  the  IVar  Cry,  In 
the  background  the  figures  of  one  or  two 
representative  Salvationists  are  substituted 
for  those  of  priests  and  soldiers.  Joan  of  Arc 
was  only  of  medium  height,  and  the  change 
in  her  costume,  perhaps,  makes  her  stature 
seem  somewhat  shorter.     But  it  has  no  such 
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waist    by   a    girdle    to    which    a  thk  same  dresskd  in  modern  costume. 
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his  present-day  costume.  The  ample  growth 
of  hair  upon  the  head,  however,  which 
is  mainly  responsible  for  the  suggestion 
of  aestheticism,  had  no  such  significance  in 
Shakespeare's  time.  Everyone  then  wore 
the  hair  long  except  the  extreme  Puritans. 
Shakespeare,  in  this  matter,  merely  personifies 
the   normal  custom   of  his  time ;   to-day  it 


Ascot  or  Goodwood.  She  looks  just  such  a 
young  lady  as  we  might  expect  to  meet  at 
these  great  fashionable  functions.  In  iJoth 
portraits  her  costume  strikes  one  as  in 
exquisite  taste,  perfectly  harmonizing  with  her 
person ;  it  is  similar  and  yet  different  The 
simple  cap  and  coiffure  which  Mary 
affected  are  replaced  by  the  large  picture  hat 


THE  STATUK  OF  SHAKKSPKARE  AT  STRATKORD-ONAVON. 


gives  him  the  distinguishing  mark  of  the 
author  or  the  artist  whose  work,  as  a  rule, 
falls  far  below  his  pretensions. 

There  is  a  touch  of  modernity  about  the 
beauty  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  which  is 
fully  realized  when  she  is  presented  to  us  in 
the  costume  of  a  young   lady  of  to  day  at 


and  elaborate  hairdressing,  which  have  the 
effect  of  concealing  the  greater  part  of  her 
forehead  and  giving  the  face  a  less  intellec- 
tual appearance.  But  the  ruffle  has  an 
excellent  counterpart  in  the  feather  boa,  and 
the  hand,  which  is  fondling  what  looks  like 
a    locket,    probably    containing   some    love 
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token,  quite  as  naturally  clasps  a  pair  of  race- 
glasses.  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  in  most  of 
her  portraits  looks  the  picture  of  innocence 
and  purity.  She  appears  somewhat  more 
sophisticated,  perhaps,  in  her  twentieth- 
century  presentment,  but  it  is  almost  as 
difficult  to  regard  this  elegant  young  lady  as 
the   author   of  the   crimes   imputed  to   the 


most  people  have  in  their  minds  a  fairly  clear 
idea  of  how  she  looked.  In  the  words  of 
Horace  VValpole,  we  picture  "a  sharp-eyed 
lady  with  a  hook  nose,  red  hair,  loaded  with 
jewels,  an  enormous  ruff,  a  vaster  farthingale, 
-and  a  bushel  of  pearls  bestrewed  over  the 
entire  figure." 

Where    is    the   present-day   equivalent   of 


THE  SAME  STATUE  OF  SHAKESPEARE   IN   MODERN  DRESS. 


most  unfortunate  member  of  an  unfortunate 
family. 

Queen  Elizabeth's  love  of  finery  has 
almost  passed  into  a  proverb.  It  is  said 
that  she  collected  two  thousand  dresses  of  all 
nations,  and  she  was  constantly  changing  her 
costume  as  caprice  suggested.     Nevertheless, 


such  a  costume?  The  Court  outfit  of  the 
grandest  of  grand  ladies  who  ever  attend  a 
Drawing  Room  at  Buckingham  Palace?  Our 
artist  shows  how  it  falls  below  the  solid 
magnificence  in  which  "  good  Queen  Bess  " 
ordinarily  indulged,  her  raiment,  brilliant 
with  diamonds   though  it  is,  looking  quite 
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CHARLES  I.,  BY  VAN  DYCK-  and  as  -A  PRESENT-DAY  FIELD-MARSHAL. 

light  and  trivial  in  comparison.     Amidst  her  which  Van    Dyck    has   invested   him   when 

ruff  and  farthingale  the   Queen's   face   and  shorn  of  his  black  silky  ringlets  and  his  shiny 

figure  are  not  attractive,  but  with  the  decollete  armour.     In  the  uniform  of  a  Field- Marshal, 

bodice   which   the    Drawing   Room   rule   of  although  mounted  on  the  same   handsome 

to-day  would  impose  upon  her  they  become,  white  charger,  his  personality  seems  to  lose 

to  our  thinking,  if  not  beautiful,  at  least  softer  all  its  charm.      And   yet  the  uniform  of  a 

and  more  feminine.  Field-Marshal,  in  the  British  Army,  as  worn 

Charles   I.    loses    all    the    romance    with  by  Lord  Roberts,  for  example,  is  not  wanting 


NAPOLEON-     •  -IN  KHAKL 
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in  the  picturesque.  The  truth  would  appear 
that,  to  be  regarded  as  beautiful,  Charles's 
melancholy  countenance  required  the  setting 
which  was  given  to  it  by  the  costume  of  his 
time,  whether  it  be  the  costume  of  the  field 
or  that  of  the  palace. 

On  the  other  hand,  Napoleon  on    horse- 


eagle  eyes  and  the  firm,  stern  contour  of  the 
face.  For  the  sake  of  the  artistic  contrast 
Napoleon  is  represented  in  his  present  day 
counterpart  as  an  officer  in  khaki.  It  may 
be  doubted,  however,  whether — if  born  of 
this  generation  —  Napoleon  would  have 
adopted  the  profession  of  arms  at  all.     With 


OLIVER  CROMWELL  AS  A   ROUNDHEAD  GENERAL. 


back  in  khaki  is  every  whit  as  impressive 
a  figure  as  in  Meissonier's  picture,  "  1814." 
Probably  no  articles  of  clothing  are  more 
distinctively  associated  with  an  individual 
than  the  cocked  hat  and  long  cloak  of 
Napoleon.  Yet,  divested  of  these,  the  Little 
Corporal  is  recognised  at  a  glance  ;  whatever 
his  habiliments,  there  is  no   mistaking   the 


his  limitless  ambition  he  would  have 
recognised  that  the  greatest  world-power  was 
to  be  obtained  neither  from  military  skill  nor 
statecraft,  but  from  the  accumulation  of 
money,  and  to  finance  he  would  have 
devoted  a  genius  for  strategy  such  as  might 
have  overwhelmed  all  the  efforts  of 
American   millionaires,  and   have   ended   in 
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his  becoming  a  Rhodes  and  a  Rockefeller 
in  one. 

It  is  not  so  easy  to  assign  his  twentieth- 
century  part  to  that  other  great  man  o(  iron 
will— Oliver  Cromwell.  But  certainly  from 
the  tailor's  point  of  view  Cromw^ell  has  his 
political   parallel   at   the   present    day   in   a 


of  his  locks  in  the  second  portrait  certainly 
does  not  weaken  the  face.  The  umbrella  in 
the  place  of  the  sword  has,  of  course,  a 
modern,  prosaic  look,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
trousers  as  a  substitute  for  the  soldier's 
laggings.  But  these  details  are  forgotten 
when    we    turn    to    the    face    and    discern 


THE  SAME  STATUE  OF  CROMWELL   RE-CLOTHED  AS  A   LABOUR   LEADER. 


Labour  leader.  Cromwell's  features  assuredly 
lose  little  of  their  dominant  strength  as  the 
result  of  this  change  of  costume.  The 
sculptor  has  taken  a  little  artistic  licence  in 
his  arrangement  of  the  hair  —  although 
Cromwell  was  literally  not  so  much  a  Round- 
head as  some  of  his  colleagues — and  the  loss 


its  quiet  power  as  the  man,  having  juiA 
removed  his  hat,  is  about  to  address  — 
we  can  imagine  —  a  meeting  in  Hyde 
Park.  Yes,  Cromwell  as  a  Labour  leader 
looks  as  strong  a  man  of  action  as  he 
proved  himself  to  be  in  soldiering  and 
statesmanship. 
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we  can  discover  the  reasons  why  the  roof  of 
the  brain  should  so  often  be  left  by  Nature 
unthatched.  Here  are  the  opinions  with 
which  we  have  been  supplied  by  the  most 
eminent  living  experts  on  the  subject,  and  by 
several  well-known  personages  who  suffer 
from  the  mystery  of  baldness. 

"I  do  not  think  sufficient  attention," 
writes  Dr.  E.  H.  Luker,  "  has  been  paid  by 
science  to  the  physiological  condition  of 
baldness.  In  my  opinion  the  causes  of  this 
condition  lie  deeper  than  most  of  the  current 


the  cranial  dome, 
which     CO  -  exists 

with  luxuriant  capillary  growth  elsewhere  on 
the  head,  face,  and  body,  and  with  general 
vigour  and  longevity  ?  To  my  mind  it 
denotes  certain  inherent  qualities  of  tem- 
perament—of organism — which  are  perfectly 
natural  and  consistent  with  health,  strength, 
and  complete  normality.  The  best  way  to 
begin  our  investigations  is  to  look  at  the  class 
which  is  most  distinguished  by  this  kind  of 
cranial  baldness.  We  find  that  it  embraces 
the  most  cultured,  the  most  carefully  nurtured, 
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the  most  intellectual,  the  noblest  specimens  or  senile  decay,  or  degeneracy.     As  to  grey 

of    the   human   race.      It    is   a    mistake   to  hair,    this   is   admittedly   a   product   of   the 

suppose  degenerates  are  bald.     I  have  ^ken  emotions.     Whoever  feels,  and  feels  deeply, 

at  random  one  hundred  persons  in  a  Salvation  and  sustains  many  shocks  or  encounters  many 

Army    -shelter,    including    semi  -  imbeciles,  vicissitudes,  and  represses  the  expression  of 

criminals,  and  consumptives,  and  them,  is  contributing  something 

found  only  three  who  had  any  to  the  formative  impulsion  which 

tendency  to  baldness.  inheres  in  every  organism  and  is 

"  On  the  other  hand,  at  Alder-  transmitted  generation  by  genera- 
shot  or  Ranelagh  you  may  find  tion.  This  formative  impulsion  is 
dozens  of  splendid  physical  types  responsible  for  every  deviation  of 
as  bald  as  H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  the  normal  type  in  form  of  feature, 
Connaught  or  the  Right  Hon.  expression,  and  pigmentation. 
Waller  Long  or  Lord  Hawke.  In  The  materials  out  of  which  a 
these  cases  the  alopecia  (baldness)  snub  nose  or  a  double  chin  is 
is  hereditary,  as  hereditary  as  a  made  may  go  on  accumulating 
hook  nose  or  protruding  eye-  unseen  for  generations,  until 
brows.  What  are  the  causes  which  at  last  they  burst  forth  in  the 
have  contributed  to  such  a  trait  ?  individual.  That  is  why  ten- 
If  no  other  feature  or  organ  of  dencies  are  so  hard  to  subvert, 
the  body  had  degenerated,  why  endency  to  grey  hair  is  stored  in  the 
should  we  assume  that  this  is  a  i ;  it  has  been  built  up  by  ancestors 
mark  of  degeneration  or  disease  ?  irere  soldiers  and  sailors  and  faced 
In  my  opinion  alopecia  bears  a  irrors  of  war,  by  women  who  under- 
direct  relation  to  mental  culture  reat  sorrows,  by  people  who  struggled 
and  long  -  continued  habits  of  their  emotions  and  emerged  with 
thought.  No  doubt  exists  in  my  hale  bodies  and  sound  minds,  but  with 
mind  that  Shakespeare's  forbears  were  men  the  marks  of  inward  battle  either  on  their 
of  intellectual  power  far  above  the  ordinary,  own  crest  or  on  that  of  their  children." 
that  in  course  of  generations  they  grew  bald 

and  transmitted  the  trait  or  tendency  to  their  "  Baldness,"    writes    Dr.    James    Startin, 

descendant.    It  is  the  same  with  Bacon  or  the  M.R.C.S.,     a     distinguished     authority    on 

late  Lord  Salisbury,  whose  robust  physique  dermatology,  "  may  be  classed   under  three 

co-existed    with   an    alopecia    derived    from  heads — hereditary,  accidental,  and  normal  (as 

fifteen  generations  of  scholars  and  statesmen ;  in  old  age).     The  first-named  form  is  some- 

and   it   is   not   the   same    with  what  rare,  and  is  seen  as  downy 

Carlyle  or  John  Buri "^'^  ''*''  *--' i-:_i-^  although  they  prove 

Mr.  Seddon,  althoi  e  of  bulbs,  are  in  an 

be  true  of  their  des  dition. 

**  We    have    arri^  ital  baldness  may,  of 

point  of  physiognon  iue  to  many  things, 

when  we  know  that  5s,  scars,  and  cancer 

chin  denotes  streng  r  part ;  but  perhaps 

ter  and  a  retreatinj  '  of  cases  are  due  to 

ness,  and  no  numbe  h  tend  to  lower  the 

to  the  contrary — a  h  as  anaemia,  fever, 

numerous  enough—  algia,    much    study, 

our  opinion.    So  a  1  3n,  indigestion,  want 

denotes  intellect,  i  n    and     cleanliness, 

actual  individual,  f  the  scalp,  enerva- 

race.   I  f  it  does  not  lats,  etc. 

power,  it   signifies  baldness   is   due   to 

continued  through  the  structures,  and 

rations,  and  this  soi  commences    on    the 

has    nothing    to    (  e  head,  the  hair  first 

wearing  of  tight  turning     grey, 

hats,  or  scalp  The  skin  of  the 

eruptions,    or  scalp,    which    is 

mental  emotion.  dry    skin     only, 
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loses  its  nourishing  fat,  and  the  follicles 
become  obliterated.  The  change  is  usually 
an  hereditary  peculiarity,  some  people  getting 
bald  early — and  it  is  in  the  common  causes 
of  this  early  baldness  we  are  more  particularly 
interested —some  not  until  late  in  life.  It  is 
a  noteworthy  fact  that  the  baldness  of  old 
age  affects  men  more  frequently  than  women. 
Why  this  should  be  so  it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  say,  unless  it  is  by  their 
domestic  pursuits  women's  hair  becomes 
stronger. 

"  VVe  now  come  to  idiopathic  premature 
baldness.  This  is  a  process  of  baldness 
either  extending  rapidly  in  weeks  or  months, 
or  through  a  number  of  years.  This  affec- 
tion rarely  shows  itself  in  juveniles.  At  first 
only  a  few  hairs  are  cast  off,  then  these  are 
replaced  by  a  fine  down  ;  this  in  turn  is  cast 
off,  when  total  baldness  results.  Sometimes 
the  disease  may  be  arrested  in  its  growth  and 
normal  hair  produced  for  a  period,  but  the 
growth  is  not  permanent ;  and  sooner  or 
later  permanent  baldness  results.  It  generally 
shows  itself  about  the  crown  of  the  head. 
The  cause  of  this  is  increase  of  the  connec- 
tive tissue  of  the  scalp,  binding  down  the 
tissues  beneath,  and  so  exerting  a  destructive 
compression  on  the  roots  of  the  hair.  Here 
it  is  that  the  pernicious  use  of  the  tight, 
un ventilated  hat  comes  in  as  a  cause  of 
compression,  so  that  the  nourishing  blood 
supply  which  goes  to  feed  the  hair  bulbs  is 
cut  off  from  the  skin.  VVe  may  see  for  our- 
selves the  red  mark  a  hat  makes  on  the  fore- 
head ;  this  is  congestion.  Baldness  begins 
where  the  circulation  is  weakest — on  the  top 
of  the  head.  It  stops  at  about  the  level  of 
the  hatband,  for  below  that  line  the  vessels 
are  not  compressed. 

"One   of   the   com- 
monest and  most  fruit 
ful   causes  of  sympto- 
matic premature  bald- 
ness   is    scurf    or 
dandruff.     The  disease 
— for  it  is  a  disease  of 
the   skin    of  the  scalp 
— is    distinguished    by 
an  eruption  on  the  scalp 
of     small     thin     white 
scales,   which   have  all 
the  characteristics  of  the  ( 
scales.     The  most  commc 
is  to  be  found  in  the  nui 
is  often  caused  by  the  too 
use  of  the  hair-brush  or  toe 
or  too   much   washing, 
quently  seen,  however,  in 


life,  and  appears  as  a  cloud  of  dust  when  the 
hair  is  disturbed. 

"  Eczema—  from  which  even  old  age  is  not 
exempt — is  another  frequent  cause  of  bald- 
ness, and  is  not  unseldom  brought  on  by 
gout.  Then,  again,  all  those  affections  of  the 
skin  which  cause  ulceration  necessarily  lead 
to  destruction  of  hair,  such  as  scrofula,  tuber- 
culosis, lupus  exedens,  herpes  zoster  and 
morphasia,  kerion,  favus,  erysipelas,  and 
sycosis.  These  are  causes  which  come 
more  immediately  under  the  eye  of  the 
dermatologist,  and  may  be  classed  among  the 
uncommon  causes  of  baldness. 

"As  a  general  rule,  the  hair  should  be 
brushed  and  combed  at  least  twice  a  day  to 
keep  it  in  good  order  ;  the  more  gentle  the 
friction  the  more  healthy  will  the  skin  be, 
and  the  less  likely  will  the  hair  be  to  fall  out. 
Care  should  be  taken  in  the  selection  of 
brushes.  A  hard- bristle  brush  is  all  very 
well  for  a  man  with  a  head  of  hair  like  a 
badger,  but  a  nice  long  bristle,  tolerably  soft 
and  yielding,  is  the  best  for  the  heads  of 
most  men  and  women.  The  machine-brush 
I  do  not  like,  as  I  am  convinced  that  it  tears 
the  hair  out;  and  as  to  the  efficacy  (so-called) 
of  electric  bristle  or  wire  brushes,  I  confess 
I  am  most  sceptical.  The  best  combs  I 
know  are  those  made  of  aluminium,  as  they 
can  be  so  easily  sterilized  by  boiling  in 
hot  water.  Properly-applied  electricity  I  am 
in  favour  of." 

To  a  number  of  gentlemen  distinguished 
by  cranial  baldness  who  are  eminent  in  the 
worlds  of  science,  letters,  and  politics  The 
Strand  Magazine  recently  addressed  the 
following  question  :  "  Do  you  hold  that  bald- 
ness is  hereditary  and 
inherent,  or  the  result 
of  mental  effort,  or  of 
sedentary  habits,  or  the 
V  wearing  of  unfavourable 

3  headgear  ? " 


s. 


Archdeacon  Wilber- 

force     sends     us     his 

opinion  as  that  of  "a 

clergyman,  even  though 

»«^        distinguished    by 

cranial  baldness,*   who 

ver  given  a  moment^s  thought 

problem  which  baffles  experts 

matology. 

Dnsidering  the  fact  that  male 
constantly  becomes  bald,  and 
emale  youth  does  not,  it 
isible    that    hair    upon     the 
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"  Undoubtedly  hereditary,"  writes  Sir 
Benjamin  Stone,  M.P.,  one  of  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain's stanchest  henchmen  ]  while  Mr.  A.  VV. 
Pinero,  the  celebrated  playwright,  expresses 
a  similar  opinion  : — 

"  I  am  bald  from  heredity.  Why  other 
people  are  bald  I  have  no  means  of 
knowing." 

"  My  opinion,"  writes  Sir  J.  H.  Puleston, 
chairman  of  the  City  of  London  Conservative. 
Association,  "  is  that  baldness  in  the  very 
large  majority  of  cases  is  hereditary,  though 
excessive  mental  efforts  and  sedentary  habits 
and  life  worries,  I  should  say,  count  un- 
doubtedly for  some  bald  heads." 

"  I  am  afraid,"  writes  Dr.  Thomas  Bateman 
Napier,  M.P.,  "  I  have  no  theories  on  the 
subject  of  baldness.  I  began  to  be  bald 
when  I  was  about  twenty-five  years  of  age, 


scientist  that  a  soft  and 
loose  hat,  as  opposed  to 
the  conventional  *' topper,"  is  much  better 
for  the  growth  of  a  good  crop  of  healthy  hair, 
and  he  brings  forward  in  support  of  his 
theory  the  assertion  that  Blue-coat  School 
boys,  who  wear  no  hats  at  all,  are  especially 
favoured  by  Providence  in  this  respect.  But 
that  even  the  scholars  at  Christ's  Hospital 
are  not  immune  from  future  baldness  may  be 
seen  from  a  perusal  of  the  following  letter 
from  Dr.  Upcott,  their  popular  head  master; — 

"  You  ask  me,"  writes  Dr.  Upcott  to  The 
Strand,  "  whether  the  traditional  practice  of 
going  without  headgear  at  Christ's  Hospital 
during  boyhood  has,  so  far  as  observation  has 
been  recorded,  tended  in  after-life  to  preserve 
the  scholars  from  baldness.  I  am  sorry  that 
I  have  no  statistical  information  to  give  you 
upon  the  subject. 

"  As  far  as  my  own  limited  experience  goes 
there  is  no  evidence  in  either  direction.     The 
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proportion  of  cases  of  baldness  among 
former  scholars  of  Christ*s  Hospital  appears 
to  be  much  the  same  as  among  men  who 
have  been  educated  at  other  schools." 

On  the  other  hand,  Dr.  A.  W.  Ireland 
writes : — 

"As  an  old  Blue-coat  boy,  who  firmly 
believes  that  his  hereditary  tendency  to  bald- 
ness was  arrested  in  youth  by  the  practice  of 
leaving  the  head  uncovered  m  all  weathers, 
unprotected  save  by  its  natural  thatch,  I  think 
this  practice  worthy  of  general  imitation. 

"  Have  you  not  noticed  how  the  most 
luxuriant  turf,  when  denied  sun  and  air  and 
water,  becomes  *  bald '  ?  Are  there  not  bare 
patches  on  the  lawn  which  the  sun  never 
irradiates?  It  is  the  same  with  the  most 
luxuriant  cranial  lawn — cut  it  off  from  sun- 
light, and  ultimately  it  will  wither  away." 

"Although,"   writes    Lord   Armstrong   to 


those  who  are  accustomed  to  go  about  in 
the  open  air  without  a  hat  are  remarkable, 
as  a  rule,  for  their  thick  heads  of  hair. 
I  attribute  my  baldness  to  more  or  less 
sedentary  habits  and  to  wearing  a  hat — not, 
as  I  have  heard  some  people  attribute  it,  to 
an  excess  of  brain-power. 

"  It  would  be  of  interest  to  hear  of  people 
who  have  grown  a  new  crop  on  a  bald  head." 

Dr.  Torrey,  the  famous  "  revivalist," 
writes  :  "  My  baldness  is  partly  hereditary ; 
my  father  was  bald  and  grey  at  a  very  early 
age.  But  it  was  doubtless  promoted  by  the 
fact  that  every  summer  I  had  my  head 
clipped  down  to  the  skin  when  I  was  a  boy. 
My  hair  was  very  fine  and  very  thick.  That 
was  the  only  way  I  could  find  comfort. 
Another  reason  I  believe  to  be  that  I  often 
plunge  my  head  in  cold  water  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  at  other  times  during  the  day. 
Wearing  a  high-topped  hat  also  helped  on 


The  Strand,  "  I  cannot  claim  to  be  in  any 
way  an  expert  on  the  subject  of  baldness, 
I  may  claim  to  have  practical  experience  in 
the  same,  as  I  began  to  get  bald  at  the  age  of 
twenty-one,  and  1  have  got  steadily  balder 
and  yet  more  bald  until  I  have  reached  the 
vanishing  point  on  the  top  of  my  head.  I  can- 
not say  that  baldness  is  hereditary  in  my  case, 
and,  although  undoubtedly  early  baldness  is 
a  characteristic  in  certain  families,  I  should 
attribute  the  same,  in  the  absence  of  a  direct 
cause  in  the  nature  of  an  illness,  to  various 
reasons,  chief  among  which  I  should  place 
sedentary  habits,  and  especially  the  wearing 
of  unfavourable  headgear,  the  tendency  of 
which  is  to  decrease  the  circulation  of  blood 
amongst  those  vessels  that  carry  nourishment 
to  the  roots  of  the  hair. 

"It  is  a  noticeable  fact  that  women    are 
usually  much  less  bald  than  men,  and  that 


been  spent  as  a  professional  man,  and  I  have 
done  a  good  deal  of  studying,  but  I  think 
that  the  other  causes  had  more  to  do  with 
the  baldness." 

On  the  whole,  then,  the  weight  of  evidence 
is  not  that  baldness  is  the  result  of  individual 
habits  or  inordinate  study,  but  rather  as  an 
inherited  condition,  derived  from  generations 
of  men  pursuing  certain  habits  deleterious 
to  capillary  opulence.  Of  these  habits,  hat- 
wearing  is,  perhaps,  the  chief;  while,  again, 
persistent  intellectual  effort  is  doubtless  a 
large  contributory  factor.  Again,  may  not 
many  of  us  now  be  reaping  the  baleful  effects 
of  the  universal  wearing  of  wigs  during  the 
eighteenth  century?  Nature,  we  know, 
moves  slowly,  and  the  gout  of  the  simple- 
living  curate  is  surely  an  unwelcome  bequest 
from  a  genial  and  rubicund  "  three-bottle  " 
ancestor. 
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CHAPTER  I. 
|R.   JOHN    VYNER,    ship- 
owner, pushed  his  chair  back 
from    his    writing- table    and 
gazed   with  kindly  condescen- 
sion   at    the    chief    clerk    as 
stood    before    it    with    a 
handful  of  papers. 

"  We  shall  be  able  to  relieve  you  of  some 
of  your  work  soon,  Hartley,"  he  said,  slowly. 
'*  Mr.  Robert  will  come  into  the  firm  next 
week." 

The  chief  clerk  bowed. 
"Three  years  at  Cambridge,"  resumed 
Mr.  Vyner,  meditatively,  "and  two  years 
spent  up  and  down  the  world  studying  the 
business  methods  of  other  nations  ought  to 
render  him  invaluable  to  us." 

"  No  doubt,  sir,"  said  Hartley.  **  It  is  an 
excellent  training." 

"  For  a  time,"  said  the  shipowner,  leaning 
back  and  placing  the  tips  of  his  fingers 
together,  "  for  a  time  I  am  afraid  that  he  will 
have  to  have  your  room.     Later  on — er — if  a 
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room  should — er— fall  vacant  in  the  building, 
we  might  consider  taking  it." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  other. 

*'And,  of  course,"  resumed  Mr.  Vyner, 
"  there  is  one  great  advantage  in  your  being 
in  the  general  office  which  must  not  be  over- 
looked ;  you  can  keep  an  eye  on  the  juniors 
better." 

"  It  is  cheerful,  too,  sir,"  suggested  the 
chief  clerk  ;  "  the  only  thing " 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Mr.  Vyner,  somewhat  loudly. 

Mr.  Hartley  shrank  a  little.  "  I  was  going 
to  say  that  it  is  rather  a  small  room  for  Mr. 
Robert,"  he  said,  quickly. 

"  It  will  do  for  a  time,"  said  the  other. 

"And -and  I  think  I  told  you,  sir,  that 
there  is  an  unpleasant  sm — odour." 

Mr.  Vyner  knitted  his  brows.  "  I  offered 
to  have  that  seen  to,  but  you  said  that  you 
didn't  mind  it,"  he  remarked. 

"  Just  so,  sir,"  said  Hartley ;  "  but  I  was 
thinking  of  Mr.  Robert.  He  might  not  like 
it ;  it's  very  strong  at  times — very  strong 
indeed." 
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"You  ought  to  have  had  it  attended  to 
before,"  said  Mr.  Vyner,  with  some  severity 
"  You  had  better  call  at  Gillows'  on  your  way 
home  and  ask  them  to  send  a  man  up  first 
thing  to-morrow  morning." 

He  drew  his  chair  to  the  table  again,  and 
Hartley,  after  lingering  a  moment,  withdrew 
to  his  own  room.  Ten  out  of  his  thirty-five 
years  of  service  had  been  passed  there,  and 
he  stifled  a  sigh  as  he  looked  at  the  neat 
array  of  drawers  and  pigeon-holes,  the 
window  overlooking  the  bridge  and  harbour, 
and  the  stationer's  almanac  which  hung  over 
the  fire-place.  The  japanned  letter-rack  and 
the  gum  bottle  on  the  small  mantelpiece  were 
old  friends. 

The  day's  work  completed,  he  walked  home 
in  sober  thought.  It  was  a  pleasant  afternoon 
in  May,  but  he  was  too  preoccupied  to  pay 
any  heed  to  the  weather,  and,  after  informing 
a  man  who  stopped  him  to  tell  him  that  he 
had  lost  a  wife,  six  children,  and  a  right  leg, 
that  it  was  just  five  minutes  past  six,  resumed 
his  way  with  a  hazy  idea  of  having  been 
useful  to  a  fellow-creature. 

He  brightened  a  little  as  he  left  the  bustle 
of  the  town  behind,  and  from  sheer  force  of 
habit  glanced  at  the  trim  front-gardens  as 
he  passed.  The  cloud  lifted  still  more  as  he 
reached  his  own  garden  and  mentally  com- 
pared his  wallflowers  with  those  he  had  just 
passed. 

His  daughter  was  out,  and  tea  for  one  was 
laid  in  the  front  room.  He  drew  his  chair 
to  the  table,  and  taking  up  the  tea-pot,  which 
the  maid  had  just  brought  in,  poured  himself 
out  a  cup  of  tea. 

He  looked  round  the  comfortable  room 
with  pleasure.  After  all,  nobody  could  take 
that  from  him.  He  stirred  his  tea  and  had 
just  raised  the  cup  to  his  lips  when  he  set  it 
down  untasted  and  sat  staring  blankly  before 
him.  A  low  rumble  of  voices  from  the 
kitchen  fell  unpleasantly  on  his  ear  ;  and  his 
daughter  Joan  had  left  instructions  too 
specific  to  be  misunderstood  as  to  his 
behaviour  in  the  event  of  Rosa  entertaining 
male  company  during  her  absence.  He 
coughed  twice,  loudly,  and  was  glad  to  note 
the  disappearance  of  the  rumble.  Pleased 
with  his  success  he  coughed  a  third  time,  a 
sonorous  cough  charged  with  importance.  A 
whispered  rumble,  possibly  a  suggestion  of 
withdrawal,  came  from  the  kitchen. 

"Only  his  tea  gone  the  wrong  way,"  he 
heard,  reassuringly,  from  Rosa. 

The  rumble,  thus  encouraged,  deepened 
again.  It  became  confident  and  was  heard 
to  laugh.     Mr.   Hartley   rose  and,   standing 


on  the  hearthrug  with  legs  apart,  resolved  to 
play  the  man.  He  leaned  over  and  rang  the 
bell.  The  voices  stopped.  Then  he  heard 
Rosa  say,  "Not  him ;  you  stay  where  you 
are." 

She  came  slowly  in  response  to  the  bell, 
and  thrusting  a  yellow  head  in  at  the  door 
gazed  at  him  inquiringly. 

"  I — I  want  a  little  more  hot  water,"  said 
her  master,  mildly. 

"More?"  repeated  Rosa.  "Why,  I 
brought  you  over  a  pint." 

"  I  want  some  more,"  said  Mr.  Hartley. 
Then  a  bright  thought  struck  him.  "  1  am 
expecting  Miss  Joan  home  every  minute,"  he 
added,  significantly. 

Rosa  tossed  her  head.  "  She  ain't  coming 
home  till  nine,"  she  remarked,  "  so  if  it's  only 
for  her  you  want  the  hot  water,  you  won't 
want  it." 

"  Very  good,"  said  her  master,  with  an 
attempt  at  dignity  ;  "  you  can  go," 

Rosa  went,  whistling.  Mr.  Hartley,  feeling 
that  he  had  done  all  that  could  be  expected 
of  a  man,  sat  down  and  resumed  his  tea. 
The  rumbling  from  the  kitchen,  as  though  in 
an  endeavour  to  make  up  for  lost  time, 
became  continuous.  It  also  became  louder 
and  more  hilarious.  Pale  and  determined 
Mr.  Hartley  rose  a  second  time  and,  seizing 
the  bell-pull,  rang  violently. 

"  Does  anybody  want  to  see  me  ? "  he 
inquired,  as  Rosa's  head  appeared. 

"  You  ?     No,"  was  the  reply. 

"  I  thought,"  said  her  master,  gazing 
steadily  at  the  window,  "  I  thought  somebody 
was  inquiring  for  me." 

"  Well,  there  hasn't  been,"  said  Rosa. 

Mr.  Hartley,  with  a  magisterial  knitting  of 
the  brows,  which  had  been  occasionally  found 
effective  with  junior  clerks,  afTected  to  ponder. 

"  I — I  thought  I  heard  a  man's  voice,"  he 
said  at  last. 

"  Nobody's  been  inquiring  for  you,"  said 
Rosa,  calmly.  "  If  they  did  I  should  come 
in  and  let  you  know.  Nobody's  been  for 
you  that  I've  heard  of,  and  I  don't  see  how 
they  could  come  without  me  knowing  it." 

"Just  so,"  said  Mr.  Hartley.     "Just  so." 

He  turned  to  the  mantelpiece  for  his 
tobacco-jar,  and  Rosa,  after  standing  for 
some  time  at  the  "ready"  with  a  hostile 
stare,  cleared  her  throat  noisily  and  withdrew. 
The  voices  in  the  kitchen  broke  out  with  re- 
newed vehemence;  Mr.  Hartley  coughed 
again — a  cough  lacking  in  spirit  —and,  going 
out  at  the  front  door,  passed  through  the  side- 
entrance  to  the  garden  and  tended  his  plants 
with  his  back  to  the  kitchen  window. 
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Hard  at  work  at  the  healthful  pastime  of 
weeding,  his  troubles  slipped  from  him.  l*he 
path  became  littered  with  little  tufts  of  grass, 
and  he  was  just  considering  the  possibility  of 
outflanking  the  birch-broom,  which  had  taken 
up  an  advantageous  position  by  the  kitchen 
window^  when  a  young  man  came  down  the 
side  entrance  and  greeted  him  with  respectful 
enthusiasm. 

"  I  brought  you  these,"  he  said,  opening 
a  brown  leather  bag  and  extracting  a  few 
dried  roots.  "  I  saw  an  advertisement.  I 
forget  the  name  of  them,  but  they  have 
beautiful  trumpet-shaped  flowers.  They  are 
free  growers,  and  grow  yards  and  yards  the 
first  year." 

"And  miles  and  miles  the  second,"  said 
Mr.  Hartley,  regarding  them  with  extraordi- 
nary ferocity.  "  Bindweed  is  the  name,  and 
once  get  it  in  your  garden  and  you'll  never 
get  rid  of  it." 

"  That  wasn't  the  name  in  the  advertise- 
ment," said  the  other,  dubiously. 


ley. 

I  uu  vc   gui  a  lUk    LU  icaiii  iii    genu^mug    yet, 

Saunders." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  other ;  "  I've  got  a 
good  teacher,  though." 

Mr.  Hartley  almost  blushed.  "  And  how 
is  your  garden  getting  on  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  It's— it's  getting  on,"  said  Mr.  Saunders, 
vaguely. 

"  I  must  come  and  have  a  look  at  it,"  said 
Hartley. 

"  Not  yet,"  said  the  young  man,  hastily. 
"  Not  yet.  I  shouldn't  like  you  to  see  it  just 
yet.     Is  Miss  Hartley  well  ?  " 

Mr.  Hartley  said  she  was,  and,  in  an 
abstracted  fashion,  led  the  way  down  the 
garden  to  where  an  enormous  patch  of  land — 
or  so  it  seemed  to  Mr.  Saunders — awaited 
digging.  The  latter  removed  his  coat  and, 
hanging  it  with  great  care  on  an  apple  tree, 
turned  back  his  cuffs  and  seized  the  fork. 

**  It's  grand  exercise,"  said  Mr.  Hartley, 
after  watching  him  for  some  time. 

"  Grand,"  said  Mr.  Saunders,  briefly. 

"  As  a  young  man  I  couldn't  dig  enough," 
continued  the  other,  "  but  nowadays  it  gives 
me  a  crick  in  the  back." 
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"  Always  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Saunders,  with  a 
slight  huskiness. 

** Always,"  said  Mr.  Hartley.  "But  I 
never  do  it  now ;  Joan  won't  let  me." 

Mr.  Saunders  sighed  at  the  name  and 
resumed  his  digging.  "  Miss  Hartley  out?  " 
he  asked  presently,  in  a  casual  voice. 

"  Yes ;  she  won't  be  home  till  late,"  said 
the  other.  "  We  can  have  a  fine  evening's 
work  free  of  interruptions.  I'll  go  and  get  on 
with  my  weeding." 

He  moved  off  and  resumed  his  task  ;  Mr. 
Saunders,  with  a  suppressed  groan,  went  on 
with  his  digging.  The  ground  got  harder 
and  harder  and  his  back  seemed  almost  at 
breaking -point.  At  intervals  he  had  what 
gardeners  term  a  "  straight-up,"  and  with  his 
face  turned  towards  the  house  listened 
intently  for  any  sounds  that  might  indicate 
the  return  of  its  mistress. 

"  Half-past  eight,"  said  Hartley  at  last ; 
**  time  to  knock  off.  I've  put  a  few  small 
plants  in  your  bag  for  you  ;  better  put  them 
in  in  the  morning  before  you  start  ofif." 

Mr.  Saunders  thanked  him,  and  reaching 

down  his  coat  put  it  on  and  followed   Mr. 

Hartley  to  the  house.     The  latter,  steering 

'  him  round  by  the  side-entrance,  accompanied 

him  to  the  front  gate. 

"  If  you  would  like  to  borrow  my  roller  or 
lawn-mower  at  any  time,"  he  said,  cordially, 
"  I  should  be  very  pleased  to  lend  them  to 
you.     It  isn't  very  far." 

Mr.  Saunders,  who  would  sooner  have  died 
than  have  been  seen  dragging  a  roller  through 
the  streets,  thanked  him  warmly.  With  an 
idea  of  prolonging  his  stay,  he  suggested 
looking  at  them. 

"  They're  locked  up  now,"  said  Mr. 
Hartley.  "See  them  another  time.  Good 
night." 

"Good  night,"  said  Mr.  Saunders.  "Til 
look  in  to-morrow  evening,  if  I  may." 

"  No  use  to-morrow,"  Mr.  Hartley  called 
after  him  ;  "  there  will  be  nobody  at  home 
but  Joan."  

CHAPTER  II. 
Mr.  Robert  Vyner  entered  upon  his  new 
duties  with  enthusiasm.  The  second  day  he 
was  at  the  office  half  an  hour  before  anybody 
else  ;  on  the  third  day  the  staff  competed 
among  themselves  for  the  honour  of  arriving 
first,  and  greeted  him  as  respectfully  as  their 
feelings  would  permit  when  he  strolled  in  at 
a  quarter  to  eleven.  The  arrival  of  the  senior 
partner  on  the  day  following  at  a  phenome- 
nally early  hour,  for  the  sake  of  setting  an 
example    to    the  junior,    filled    them    with 


despair.  Their  spirits  did  not  revive  until 
Mr.  John  had  given  up  the  task  as  incon- 
venient and  useless. 

A  slight  fillip  was  given  to  Robert's  waning 
enthusiasm  by  the  arrival  of  new  furniture 
for  his  room.  A  large  mahogany  writing- 
table,  full  of  drawers  and  pigeon-holes,  gave 
him  a  pleasant  sense  of  importance,  and  the 
revolving  chair  which  went  with  it  afforded  a 
welcome  relief  to  a  young  and  ardent  nature. 
Twice  the  office-boy  had  caught  the  junior 
partner,  with  his  legs  tucked  up  to  avoid 
collisions,  whirling  wildly  around,  and  had 
waited  respectfully  at  the  door  for  the  con- 
clusion of  the  performance. 

"  It  goes  a  bit  stifif,  Bassett,"  said  the 
junior  partner. 

"  Yessir,"  said  Bassett. 

"  I'm  trying  to  ease  it  a  bit,"  explained 
Mr.  Robert. 

"  Yessir,"  said  Bassett  again. 

Mr.  Robert  regarded  him  closely.  An 
undersized  boy  in  sjjectacles,  with  a  large 
head  and  an  air  of  gravity  and  old  age  on 
his  young  features,  which  the  junior  thought 
somewhat  ill-placed  for  such  an  occasion. 

"  I  suppose  you  never  twizzle  round  on 
your  chair,  Bassett  ?  "  he  said,  slowly. 

Bassett  shivered  at  the  idea.  "  No,  sir,"' 
he  said,  solemnly ;  "IVe  got  my  work  to  do." 

Mr.  Robert  sought  for  other  explanations. 
"  And,  of  course,  you  have  a  stool,"  he  re- 
marked ;  "  you  couldn't  swing  round  on  that" 

"  Not  even  if  I  wanted  to,  sir,"  said  the 
unbending  Bassett. 

Mr.  Robert  nodded,  and  taking  some 
papers  from  his  table  held  them  before  his 
face  and  surveyed  the  youth  over  the  top. 
Bassett  stood  patiently  to  attention. 

"That's  all  right,"  said  the  other;  "thank 
you." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Bassett,  turning  to 
the  door. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  Mr.  Robert,  eyeing 
him  curiously  as  he  turned  the  handle,  "  what 
exercise  do  you  take  ?  " 

"  Exercise,  sir  ?  "  said  Bassett. 

Mr.  Robert  nodded.  "  What  do  you  do  of 
an  evening  for  amusement  after  the  arduous 
toils  of  the  day  are  past  ?     Marbles  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  outraged  one.  "  If  I 
have  any  time  to  spare  I  amuse  myself  with 
a  little  shorthand." 

"  Amuse  ! "  exclaimed  the  other.  He 
threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  and,  sternly 
checking  its  inclination  to  twirl  again,  sought 
for  a  flaw  in  the  armour  of  this  paragon. 
"And  what  else  do  you  do  in  the  way  of 
recreation  ? '' 
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"  THK  OFFICK-BOV    HAD   CAUGHT   THK  JUNIOR    PARTNER,    WITH     HIS    I.KGS  TUCKED   UF  TO   AVOID   COLLISIONS, 

WHIRLING    WILDLV   AROUND.' 


"  Fve  got  a  vivarium,  sir." 

Mr.  Robert  hesitated,  but  curiosity  got  the 
better  of  his  dignity.  "  What's  that  ?  "  he 
inquired. 

"  A  thing  I  keep  frogs  and  toads  in,  sir," 
was  the  reply. 

Mr.  Robert,  staring  hard  at  him,  did  his 
honest  best  to  check  the  next  question,  but 
it  came  despite  himself.  "  Are  you — are 
you  married,  Bassett  ?  "  he  inquired. 

Bassett  regarded  him  calmly.  "  No,  sir," 
he  said,  with  perfect  gravity.  "  I  live  at 
home  with  my  mother." 

The  junior  partner  gave  him  a  nod  of  dis- 
missal, and  for  some  time  sat  gazing  round 
the  somewhat  severely  furnished  office,  won- 
dering with  some  uneasiness  what  effect  such 
surroundings  might  have  on  a  noble  but 
impressionable  temperament.  He  brought 
round  a  few  sketches  the  next  day  to  brighten 
the  walls,  and  replaced  the  gum- bottle  and 
other  useful  ornaments  by  some  German 
beer-mugs. 

Even  with  these  aids  to  industry  he  found 
the  confinement  of  office  somewhat  irksome, 
and,    taking    a    broad    view   of  his   duties, 


gradually  relieved  Basselt  of  his  errands  to 
the  docks.  It  was  necessary,  he  told  himself, 
to  get  a  thorough  grasp  of  the  whole  business 
of  shipowning.  In  the  stokeholds  of  Vyner 
and  Son's  steamships  he  talked  learnedly  on 
coal  with  the  firemen,  and,  quite  unaided,  hit 
on  several  schemes  for  the  saving  of  coal — 
all  admirable  except  for  the  fact  that  several 
knots  per  hour  would  be  lost. 

"  The  thing  is  to  take  an  all  round 
view,"  he  said  to  Captain  Trimblett,  of  the 
ss.  Indian  Chiefs  as  he  strolled  back  with 
that  elderly  mariner  from  the  ship  to  the 
office  one  day. 

"  That's  it,  sir,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Don't  waste,  and,  at  the  same  time,  don't 
pinch,"  continued  Mr.  Robert,  oracularly. 

"  That's  business  in  a  nutshell,"  commented 
the  captain.  "  Don't  spoil  the  ship  for  a 
ha'porth  of  tar,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  don't 
get  leaving  the  tar  about  for  other  people  to 
sit  on." 

"  But  you  got  it  off,"  said  Robert,  flushing. 
"  You  told  me  you  had." 

"  As  far  as  tar  ever  can  be  got  off,"  asserted 
the  captain,  gloomily.      "Ves.     Why  I  put 
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my  best  trousers  on  this  morning,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  tone  of  vague  wonder,  "  I'm 
sure  I  don't  know.  It  was  meant  to  be,  I 
suppose  ;  it's  all  for  some  wise  purpose  that 
we  don't  know  of." 

"  Wise  fiddlesticks  !  "  exclaimed  Robert, 
shortly.  "  Your  particular  brand  of  fatalism 
is  the  most  extraordinary  nonsense  I  ever 
heard  of.  What  it  means  is  that  thousands 
of  years  ago,  or  millions,  perhaps,  it  was 
decided  that  I  should  be  bom  on  purpose  to 
tar  your  blessed  trousers." 

"  That  and  other  things,"  said  the  immov- 
able captain.      "  It's  all  laid  down    for  us, 
everything  we  do,  and  we  can't  help  doing 
it.     When  I   put 
on  those  trousers 
this     morning 


**0h,  hang 
your  trousers," 
said  Robert. 
"You  said  it 
didn't  matter,  and 
you've  been  talk- 
ing about  nothing 
else  ever  since." 

"  I  won't  say 
another  word 
about  it,"  said  the 
captain.  "  I  re- 
member the  last 
pair  I  had  done  ; 
a  pair  o'  white 
ducks.  My 
steward  it  was ; 
one  o'  those  silly, 
fat-headed,  star- 
ing-eyed, garping 
>» 

"  Go  on,"  said 
the  other,  grimly. 

"  Nice,    bright 
young     fellows,''    concluded      the     captain, 
hastily  ;    "  he  got  on  very  well,  1  believe." 

"After  he  left  you,  I  suppose?"  said  Mr. 
Vyner,  smoothly. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  innocent  captain.  He 
caught  a  glance  of  the  other's  face  and  rumi- 
nated. "  After  I  had  broken  him  of  his  silly 
habits,"  he  added. 

He  walked  along  smiling,  and,  raising  his 
cap  with  a  flourish,  beamed  in  a  fatherly 
manner  on  a  girl  who  was  just  passing. 
Robert  replaced  his  hat  and  glanced  over 
his  left  shoulder. 

"  ^yho  is  that  ?  "  he  inquired.  "  I  saw  her 
the  other  day ;  her  face  seems  familiar  to 
me." 


"Joan  Hartley,"  replied  the  captain, 
"Nathaniel  Hartley's  daughter.  To  my 
mind,  the  best  and  prettiest  girl  in  Salt- 
haven." 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  the  other,  staring.    *'  Hartley's 

daughter?     Why,    I    should    have    thought 
j» 

"Yes,  sir? "said  Captain  Trimblett,  after 
a  pause. 

"Nothing,"  concluded  Robert,  lamely. 
"  She  doesn't  look  like  it ;  that  s  all." 

"She's  got  his  nose,"  maintained  the 
captain,  with  the  obstinate  air  of  a  man  pre- 
pared to  go  to  the  stake  for  his  opinions. 
"  Like  as  two  peas  their  noses  are ;   you'd 


**  THE   PEST  AND    PRETTIEST    GIRL   IN    SALTHAVES." 


know  them  for  father  and  daughter  anywhere 
by  that  alone." 

Mr.  Vyner  assented  absently.  He  was 
wondering  where  the  daughter  of  the  chief 
clerk  got  her  high  looks  from. 

"  Very  clever  girl,"  continued  the  captain. 
"  She  got  a  scholarship  and  went  to  college, 
and  then,  when  her  poor  mother  died.  Hartley 
was  so  lonely  that  she  gave  it  all  up  and  came 
home  to  keep  house  for  him." 

"Quite  a  blue-stocking,"  suggested  Robert. 

"  There's  nothing  of  the  blue-stocking 
about  her,"  said  the  captain,  warmly.  "  In 
fact,  1  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  she  became 
engaged  soon." 

Mr.  Vyner  became  interested.    "Oh!**  he 
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said,  with  an  instinctive  glance  over  his  left 
shoulder. 

Captain  Trimblett  nodded  sagely.  "  Young 
fellow  o'  the  name  of  Saunders,"  he  said, 
slowly. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  other  again. 

"  You  might  have  seen  him  at  Wilson's, 
the  shipbroker's,"  pursued  the  captain.  "Bert 
Saunders  his  name  is.  Rather  a  dressy 
youngster,  perhaps.  Generally  wears  a  pink 
shirt  and  a  very  high  stand-up  collar — one  o' 
those  collars  that  you  have  to  get  used  to." 

Mr.  Vyner  nodded. 

"  He's  not  good  enough  for  her,"  said  the 
captain,  shaking  his  head.  "But  then, 
nobody  is.    Looked  at  that  way  it's  all  right." 

"  You  seem  to  take  a  great  interest  in  it," 
said  Robert. 

"  He  came  to  me  with  his  troubles,"  said 
Captain  Trimblett,  bunching  up  his  grey  beard 
in  his  hand  reflectively.  "Leastways,  he 
made  a  remark  or  two  which  I  took  up. 
Acting  under  my  advice  he  is  taking  up 
gardening." 

Mr.  Vyner  glanced  at  him  in  mystification. 

"  Hartley  is  a  great  gardener,"  explained 
the  other,  with  a  satisfied  smile.  "What  is 
the  result?  He  can  go  there  when  he  likes, 
so  to  speak.  No  awkwardness  or  anything 
of  that  sort.  He  can  turn  up  there  bold  as 
brass  to  borrow  a  trowel,  and  take  three  or 
four  hours  doing  it." 

"  You're  a  danger  to  society,"  said  Robert, 
shaking  his  head. 

"  People  ought  to  marry  while  they're 
young,"  said  the  captain.  "If  they  don't, 
like  as  not  they're  crazy  to  marry  in  their  old 
age.  There's  my  landlord  here  at  Tranquil 
Vale,  fifty-two  next  birthday,  and  over  his 
ears  in  love.  He  has  got  it  about  as  bad  as 
a  man  can  have  it." 

"  And  the  lady  ?  "  inquired  Robert. 

"She's  all  right,"  said  the  captain.  He 
lowered  his  voice  confidentially.  "  It's  Peter's 
sister  that's  the  trouble.  He's  afraid  to  let 
her  know.  All  we  can  do  is  to  drop  a  little 
hint  here  and  a  little  hint  there,  so  as  to 
prepare  her  for  the  news  when  it's  broken 
to  her." 

"  Is  she  married  ?  "  inquired  Robert,  paus- 
ing as  they  reached  the  office. 

"  No,"  said  Captain  Trimblett ;  "widow." 

Mr.  Vyner  gave  a  low  whistle.  "  When 
do  you  sail,  cap'n  ?  "  he  inquired,  in  a  voice 
oily  with  solicitude. 

"  Soon  as  my  engine-room  repairs  are 
finished,  I  suppose,"  said  the  other,  staring. 

"  And  you — you  are  giving  her  hints 
about    courtship    and   marriage  ? "    inquired 


Mr.  Vyner,  in  tones  of  carefully-modulated 
surprise. 

"  She's  a  sensible  woman,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, reddening,  "  and  she's  no  more  likely 
to  marry  again  than  I  am." 

"  Just  what  I  was  thinking,"  said  Mr. 
Vyner. 

He  shook  his  head,  and,  apparently  deep 
in  thought,  turned  and  walked  slowly  up  the 
stairs.  He  was  pleased  to  notice  as  he 
reached  the  first  landing  that  the  captain  was 
still  standing  where  he  had  left  him,  staring 
up  the  stairs. 

CHAPTER  in. 
In  a  somewhat  ruffled  state  of  mind 
Captain  Trimblett  pursued  his  way  towards 
Tranquil  Vale,  a  row  of  neat  cottages  situated 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  town,  and 
inhabited  principally  by  retired  mariners. 
The  gardens,  which  ran  down  to  the  river, 
boasted  a  particularly  fine  strain  of  flagstaff's ; 
battered  figure-heads  in  swan-like  attitudes 
lent  a  pleasing  touch  of  colour,  and  old  boats 
sawn  in  halves  made  convenient  arbours  in 
which  to  sit  and  watch  the  passing  pageant 
of  the  sea. 

At  No.  5  the  captain  paused  to  pass  a 
perfectly  dry  boot  over  a  scraper  of  huge 
dimensions  which  guarded  the  entrance,  and, 
opening  the  door,  finished  off"  on  the  mat. 
Mrs.  Susanna  Chinnery,  who  was  setting  tea, 
looked  up  at  his  entrance,  and  then  looked 
at  the  clock. 

"  Kettle's  just  on  the  boil,"  she  remarked. 

"  Your  kettle  always  is,"  said  the  captain, 
taking  a  chair — "  when  it's  time  for  it  to  be, 
I  mean,"  he  added,  hastily,  as  Mrs.  Chinnery 
showed  signs  of  correcting  him. 

"  It's  as  easy  to  be  punctual  as  otherwise," 
said  Mrs.  Chinnery ;  "  easier,  if  people  did 
but  know  it." 

"  So  it  is,"  murmured  the  captain,  and  sat 
gazing,  with  a  sudden  wooden  expression, 
at  a  picture  opposite  of  the  eruption  of 
Vesuvius. 

"  Peter's  late  again,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  in 
tones  of  hopeless  resignation. 

"Business,  perhaps,"  suggested  Captain 
Trimblett,  still  intent  on  Vesuvius. 

"  For  years  and  years  you  could  have  set 
the  clock  by  him,"  continued  Mrs.  Chinnery, 
bustling  out  to  the  kitchen  and  bustling  back 
again  with  the  kettle ;  "  now  I  never  know 
when  to  expect  him.    He  was  late  yesterday." 

Captain  Trimblett  cleared  his  throat.  "  He 
saw  a  man  nearly  run  over,"  he  reminded  her. 

"  Yes ;  but  how  long  would  that  ^take 
him?"    retorted    Mrs..  Chinnery.      "If  the 
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man  had  been  run  over  I  could  have  under- 
stood it." 

The  captain  murmured  something  about 
shock. 

"On  Friday  he  was  thirty-three  minutes 
late,"  continued  the  other. 

"Friday,"  said  the  faithful  captain. 
"  Friday  he  stopped  to  listen  to  a  man  play- 
ing the  bagpipes — a  Scotchman." 

"  That  was  Thursday,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery. 

The  captain  affected  to  ponder.  "  So  it 
was,"  he  said,  heartily.  "  What  a  memory  you 
have  got !  Of  course,  Friday  he  walked  back 
to  the  office  for  his  pipe." 

"  Well,  we  won't  wait  for  him,"  said  Mrs. 
Chinnery,  taking  the  head  of  the  table  and 
making  the  tea.  "  If  he  can't  come  in  to 
time  he  must  put  up  with  his  tea  being  cold. 
That's  the  way  we  were  brought  up." 

"  A  very  good  way  too,"  said  the  captain. 
He  put  a  radish  into  his  mouth  and,  munching 
slowly,  fell  to  gazing  at  Vesuvius  again.  It 
was  not  until  he  had  passed  his  cup  up  for 
the  second  time  that  a  short,  red-faced  man 
came  quickly  into  the  room  and,  taking  a 
chair  from  its  place  against  the  wall,  brought 
it  to  the  table  and  took  a  seat  opposite  the 
captain. 

"  Late  again,  Peter,"  said  his  sister. 

"  Been  listening  to  a  man  playing  the 
cornet,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt,  briefly. 

Captain  Trimblett,  taking  the  largest  radish 
he  could  find,  pushed  it  into  his  mouth  and 
sat  gazing  at  him  in  consternation.  He  had 
used  up  two  musical  instruments  in  less  than 
a  week. 

"  You're  getting  fond  of  music  in  your  old 
age,"  said  Mrs.  Chinnery,  tartly.  "  But  you 
always  are  late  nowadays.  When  it  isn't 
music  it's  something  else.  What's  come  over 
you  lately  I  can't  think." 

Mr.  Truefitt  cleared  his  throat  for  speech, 
and  then,  thinking  better  of  it,  helped  himself 
to  some  bread  and  butter  and  went  on  with 
his  meal.  His  eyes  met  those  of  Captain 
Trimblett  and  then  wandered  away  to  the 
window.    The  captain  sprang  into  the  breach. 

"  He  wants  a  wife  to  keep  him  in  order," 
he  said,  with  a  boldness  that  took  Mr.  True- 
fitt's  breath  away. 

"  Wife  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Chinnery. 
"  Peter !  " 

She  put  down  her  cup  and  laughed — a 
laugh  so  free  from  disquietude  that  Mr.  True- 
fitt groaned  in  spirit. 

"  He'll  go  off  one  of  these  days,"  said  the 
captain,  with  affected  joviality.     "  You  see  if 
he  don't." 
_  Mrs.  Chinnery  laughed   again.     "  He's  a 


bom  bachelor,"  she  declared.  "Why,  he'd 
sooner  walk  a  mile  out  of  his  way  any  day 
than  meet  a  woman.  He's  been  like  it  ever 
since  he  was  a  boy.  .  When  I  was  a  girl  and 
brought  friends  of  mine  home  to  tea,  Peter 
would  sit  like  a  stuffed  dummy  and  never  say 
a  word." 

"  I've  known  older  bachelors  than  him  to 
get  married,"  said  the  captain.  "  I've  known 
'em  down  with  it  as  sudden  as  heart  disease. 
In  a  way,  it  is  heart  disease,  I  suppose." 

**  Peter's  heart's  all  right,"  said  Mrs. 
Chinnery. 

"  He  might  drop  down  any  moment," 
declared  the  captain. 

Mr.  Truefitt,  painfully  conscious  of  their 
regards,  passed  his  cup  up  for  some  more  tea 
and  made  a  noble  effort  to  appear  amused, 
as  the  captain  cited  instance  after  instance  of 
confirmed  bachelors  being  led  to  the  altar. 

"  I  broke  the  ice  for  you  to  day,"  he  said, 
as  they  sat  after  tea  in  the  little  summer-house 
at  the  bottom  of  the  garden  smoking. 

Mr.  Truefitt's  gaze  wandered  across  the 
river.     "  Yes,"  he  said,  slowly,  "  yes." 

"  I  was  surprised  at  myself,"  said  the 
captain. 

"  I  was  surprised  at  you,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt, 
with  some  energy.  "  So  far  as  I  can  see,  you 
made  it  worse." 

The  captain  started.  "  I  did  it  for  the 
best,  my  lad,"  he  said,  reproachfully.  "  She 
has  got  to  know  some  day.  You  can't  be 
made  late  by  cornets  and  bagpipes  every  day." 

Mr.  Truefitt  rumpled  his  short  grey  hair. 
"  You  see,  I  promised  her,"  he  said,  suddenly. 

"  I  know,"  said  the  captain,  nodding. 
"  And  now  you've  promised  Miss  Willett." 

"  When  they  brought  him  home  dead," 
said  Mr.  Truefitt,  blowing  out  a  cloud  of 
smoke,  "  she  was  just  twenty-five.  Pretty 
she  was  then,  cap'n,  as  pretty  a  maid  as 
you'd  wish  to  see.  *  As  long  as  I  live, 
Susanna,  and  have  a  home,  you  shall  share 
it ' ;  that's  what  I  said  to  her." 

The  captain  nodded  again. 

"  And  she's  kept  house  for  me  for  twenty- 
five  years,"  continued  Mr.  Truefitt ;  "  and  the 
surprising  thing  to  me  is  the  way  the  years 
have  gone.  I  didn't  realize  it  until  I  found 
an  old  photograph  of  hers  the  other  day  taken 
when  she  was  twenty.  Men  don't  change 
much." 

The  captain  looked  at  him — at  the  close- 
clipped  grey  whiskers,  the  bluish  lips,  and  the 
^vrinkles  round  the  eyes.  "  No,"  he  said, 
stoutly.  "  But  she  could  live  with  you  just  the 
same." 

The  other   shook    his    head.      "Susanna 
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would  never  stand  another  woman  in  the 
house,"  he  said,  slowly.  "  She  would  go  out 
and  earn  her  own  living ;  that's  her  pride. 
And  she  wouldn't  take  anything  fconi  me. 
It's  turning  her  out  of  house  and  home." 

"She'd  be  turning  herself  out,"  said  the 
captain. 

"Of course,  there  is- the  chance  she  might 
marry  again,"  said  the  other,  slowly.  "  She's 
had  several  chances,  but  she  refused  'em  all." 

"  From  what  she  said  one  day,"  said  the 
captain,  "  I  got  the  idea  that  she  has  kept 
from  marrying  all  these  years  for  your  sake." 

Mr.  Truefitt  put  his  pipe  down  on  the  table 
and  stared  blankly  before  him.  "  That's  the 
worst  of  it,''  he  said,  forlornly  ;  "  hut  some- 
thing will  have  to  be  done.  I've  been  engaged 
three  weeks  now,  and  every  time  1  spend  a 
few  minutes  with  Cecilia  —  Miss  VVillett,  I 
have  to  tell  a  lie  about  it." 

"  You  do  it  very  well,"  said  his  friend. 
"  Very  well  indeed." 


rose  and,  leaning  his  arms  on  the  fence  at 
the  bottom  of  the  garden,  watched  the  river. 

"Miss  Willett  thinks  she  ipight  marry 
again,"  said  Mr.  Truefitt,  picking  up  his  pipe 
and  joining  him.  "She'd  make  an  excellent 
wife  for  anybody — anybody." 

The  captain  assented  with  a  nod. 

"  Nobody  could  have  a  better  wife,"  said 
Mr.  Truefitt. 

The  captain,  who  was  watching  an  out- 
ward bound  barque,  nodded  again,  absently. 

"  She's  affectionate,"  pursued  Mr.  Truefitt, 
"a  wonderful  housekeeper,  a  good  con- 
versationalist, a  good  cook,  always  punctual, 
always  at  home,  always " 

The  captain,  surprised  at  a  fluency  so  un- 
usual, turned  and  eyed  him  in  surprise.  Mr. 
Truefitt  broke  off  abruptly,  and,  somewhat 
red  in  the  face,  expressed  his  fear  that  the 
barque  would  take  the  mud  if  she  were  not 
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•it  was  a  comfortable 
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truthful  man  that  ever  breathed,"  continued 
Mr.  Truefitt. 

"  You've  got  a  truthful  look  about  you," 
said  the  captain.  "  If  I  didn't  know  you  so 
well  I  should  have  thought  the  same." 

Unconscious  of  Mr.  Truefitt's  regards  he 


careful.  Captain  Trimblett  agreed,  and  to 
his  friend's  relief  turned  his  back  on  him  to 
watch  her  more  closely.  It  was  a  comfort- 
able position,  with  his  arms  on  the  fence, 
and  he  retained  it  until  Mr.  Truefitt  had 
returned  to  the  summer-house. 


Vol 


(To  he  continued.) 
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ably  to  one  who  does  not 
requite  his  affection.  Every 
emotion  likely  to  be  felt  by  such  a  one  is 
expressed  in  the  Fantasie,  and  one  is  carried 
from  joy  to  despair  and  from  despair  to  joy 
again,  until  one's  heart  is  stirred  to  its  depths 
by  the  subtle  romance  with  which  the  work  is 
impregnated. 

Poetry,  poetry,  poetry  !  Here  is  the  secret 
of  the  ability  of  any  given  piece  to  give 
pleasure  to  its  player  or  his  audience,  and  1 
know  no  keener  enjoyment,  so  far  as  music 
is  concerned,  than  to  sit  before  my  Erard 
and  play  the  Fantasie  —  independently  of 
whether  there  is  an  audience  or  not. 

Herr  EMIL  SAUER. 

The  piece  I  enjoy  playing  most  is  Chopin's 
B  Flat  Minor  Sonata  with  the  Funeral 
March.  As  a  piece  of  interpretation  it 
appeals  to  me  very  deeply  indeed,  and  I  find 
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winter  I  played  several 
times  in  Scotland. 
On  one  of  these  occasions  the  Sonata  in 
B  Flat  Minor  was  on  the  programme. 
When  I  came  to  the  Funeral  March  there 
suddenly  flashed  into  my  mind  the  remem 
brance  of  my  little  boy,  beloved  so  dearly 
by  my  wife  and  I,  who,  alas !  died  a  little 
while  ago.  On  that  instant  the  piece  had  a 
new  meaning  for  me.  I  forgot  the  concert- 
hall,  the  piano,  and  the  audience,  and  my 
whole  soul  went  out  to  converse  through  the 
music  with  my  little  child.  As  the  piece  went 
on  it  must  have  become  evident  to  every 
member  of  the  audience  that  I  was  being 
carried  out  of  myself,  for,  although  up  till 
then  there  had  been  a  good  deal  of  coughing, 
a  great  hush  fell  upon  the  hall,  and  each  note 
seemed  to  wake  an  echoing  throb  in  the 
hearts  of  the  listeners. 

The  last  two  chords  of  the  final  movement 
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seemed  to  me  to  gently 
breathe  my  dead  child's 
name,  and  as  the  last  note 
died  away  into  silence  a  long 
sigh  of  pent  -  up  emotion 
went  up  from  all  parts  of  the 


HERR  EMIL  SAUKR. 
From  a  PhOUt.  bi/  London  StertotevtHc  Co. 


house,  followed  immediately  by  such  a  storm 
of  applause  as,  I  think,  has  never  before  been 
accorded  me.  Even  rough  workmen  in  the 
gallery,  so  I  was  told  afterwards,  became  so 
filled  with  the  knowledge  that  something 
unusual  was  passing  that  the  tears  welled  up 
in  their  eyes,  to  be  wiped  away  surreptitiously 
with  their  grimy  hands  or  to  roll  unheeded 
down  their  weather-beaten  cheeks. 


to  Ixi  in.  VV'^ere  the  (4ueslion  repeated  on 
Tuesday,  your  choice  might  fall  on  some- 
thing entirely  different,  and  the  same  thing 
may  be  said  of  every  day  in  the  week. 

I  have  always  thought  that  the  custom  of 
arranging  weekh  beforehand  what  pieces  are 
to  be  included  on  the  programme  of  a 
concert  is  almost  a  barbarous  one.  The 
man  who  is  used  to  dining  continually  at 
restaurants  would  utterly  resent  it  were  his 
dinner  selected  for  him  two  or  three  weeks 
in  advance.  If  the  powers  that  be  said  to 
him,  "  On  Sunday  your  dinner  will  consist  of 
clear  soup,  filleted  sole,  stewed  kidneys,  roast 
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Mr.  LEOPOLD  GODOWSKY. 

To  name  one's  favourite  piece  would  be 
quite  an  easy  matter  if  one  did  so  in  a  merely 
off-hand  way,  for  it  would  only  be  necessary 
to  select  at  random  one  of  the  many  pieces 
the  playing  of  which  gave  one  pleasure.  But  if 
one  is  to  reply  conscientiously  the  task  is  very 
difficult  indeed.  The  pianist  is  necessarily 
a  man  of  moods,  and  the  piece  which 
happens  to  appeal 
particularly  to  him 
on  any  given  day 
may  not  do  so 
twenty -four  hours 
later.  Thus,  if  you 
were  asked  on 
Monday  what  your 
favourite  piece  was, 
you  might  name 
the  Beethoven 
Sonata,  because  it 
appealed  to  the 
particular  frame  of 
mind  you  happened 
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beef,"  and  so  on, 
and  if  similar 
menus  were  ar- 
ranged for  every 
day,  his  life  would 
become  a  perfect 
burden  to  him  were 
he  at  all  fastidious, 
for  when  Sunday 
arrived  his  fancy 
might  be  for  thick 
soup,  grilled  sole, 
veal  cutlets  —  in 
fact,  anything  but 
what  was  on  the 
menu.  Even 
though  he  himself 
chose  on  any  given 
day  his  dinner  for 
that  day  a  week 
later  he  might  find, 
when  tJbe  time 
canie,  that 
his  dinner 
did  not 
please  him. 
The  pianist 

is  in  a  very  similar  position.  He 
has  to  arrange  his  programmer 
many  weeks  beforehand,  and  he 
cannot  possibly  tell  whether, 
on  the  day  of  the  concert,  what  he  has 
chosen  will  appeal  to  the  mood  he  is 
then  in.  The  ideal  method  would  be  to 
have  no  programme  at  all.  He  could  then 
announce  from  the  platform  whatever  he  felt 
inclined  to  play.  In  this  way  he  would  be 
ever  so  much  more  likely  to  do  himself 
justice  and  to  please  the  public  than  is  the 
case  when  he  is  forced  to  perform 
many  pieces  which  do  not  fit  his 
humour. 

It  is  with  considerable  diffi- 
dence, therefore,  that  I  choose 
as  my  favourite  piece  the  B  flat 
Minor  Sonata  of  Chopin,  Op.  58, 
and  I  do  so  knowing  that,  were 
I  to  choose  again  a  week  or  even 
a  day  hence,  my  choice  might  fall 
upon  a  different  piece  altogether. 


Miss   MARIE    HALL 

From  the  point  of  view  of  the 
music  alone  I  think  it  would  be 
exceedingly  difficult  for  any  in- 
strumentalist to  say  that  any  one 
piece  was  his  or  her  favourite, 
and  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
in    almost    every    case     where 


MISS  MARIE   HALL. 


M.  JEAN  GERARDV. 
From  a  Photo,  hy  EllioU  d:  Frg- 


favouritism  exists 
in  an  artist's  mind 
it  is  due  to  associa- 
tion more  than  to 
anything  else.  At 
any  rate,  so  far  as 
I  am  concerned,  I 
must  admit  that 
this  is  the  case,  and 
when  I  name  as 
my  favourite  piece 
Paganini's  Con 
certo  in  D  it  is 
because  it  is  asso- 
ciated with  some 
of  the  earliest  re- 
collections of  my 
childhood. 

In  my  early  days 
I   used  always   to 
be     playing     this 
Concerto    because 
the  piece  is 
one  of  great 
technical 
difficulty, 
and  is  there- 
fore of  a  showy  nature.      Ths 
playing  of  such  a  difficult  piece 
by  a   little  girl  never  failed  to 
create  surprise  and  win  reward, 
and,  as  in  those  days  money  was  scarce,  I  was 
frequently  made  to   play  this   piece   before 
people.     When  I  look  back  upon  the  time  of 
my  early  struggles,  and  think  of  the  numerous 
occasions  when  I  and  my  family  would  have 
gone  supperless  to  bed  had  it  not  been  for 
Paganini's  Concerto,  is  it  wonderful  that  it 
should  rank  very  highly  in  my  affections,  and 
that    whenever   I    turn   over  its 
pages  or  play  it  in  private  or  in 
public  a  lump  rises  in  my  throat 
and  a  tear  wets  my  lashes  at  the 
recollections  it  calls  up  ? 


M.  JEAN  GERARDY. 

Of  many  favourite  pieces  I 
may,  perhaps,  safely  accord  first 
plact^  to  the  **  Variations  Sym- 
phoniques,"  by  Boelmann.  The 
piece  is  a  very  fine  one,  with  an 
orchestral  accompaniment,  and 
it  is  by  no  means  easy,  since  it 
re(iuires  great  power  of  tone  and 
expression,  but  it  is  exceedingly 
beautiful,  and  besides  being  a 
favourite  with  myself  it  is  also 
very  much  liked  by  the  public — ■ 
so    much    so,    in    fact,    that    I 
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include  it  in  my  programme  very  frequently. 
As  to  why  it  is  my  favourite  piece,  I  must 
admit  that  there  is  a  circumstance  other 
than  its  beauty  which  makes  it  very  dear  to 
me.  In  fact,  it  led  indirectly  to  a  reconcilia- 
tion between  myself  and  the  lady  who  has 
just  recently  become  my  wife. 

To  let  the  public  into  a  secret,  I  may  say 
that  when  we  first  became  engaged  my  great 
love  for  my  fiancee  soon  led  me  to  think  that 
a  man  had  no  right  to  ask  a  woman  to  share 
his  life  if  that  life  was  one  of  unending  travel- 
ling and  toil  such  as  the  life  of  a  musician 
must  be.     Bent   on   sacrificing 
my  love  to  what  I  considered 
my  duty,  I  broke  off  the  engage- 
ment.    For  twelve  months  we 
neither  saw  nor  wrote  to  each 
other,  and  then  one  day,  at  a 
concert  in  London,  while  I  was 
playing   the    "Variations  Sym- 
phoniques,"  I  suddenly  became 
conscious  that  she  was  sitting  in 
the  front  row  of  the  stalls.     For 
an  instant  our  eyes   met,  and 
from  that  moment  I  played  as  I 
had  never  played  before,  until 
I  was  so  moved  that  all  my  good 
resolutions  went  to  the  wind,  and 
I  determined  that  the  sacrifice 
I   had    been    trying    to    make 
too  great  a 


the  sun.  The  first  vision  showed  a  row  of 
lordly  pineapples,  but  no  sooner  had  my 
mouth  begun  to  water  for  these  than  they 
were  replaced  by  an  array  of  mighty  melons, 
which  in  turn  faded  away  to  give  room  to 
scarlet  strawberries,  rosy  -  cheeked  apples, 
yellow  bananas,  lustrous  grapes,  and  so  on 
and  so  on,  until  I  grew  quite  bewildered  and 
did  not  know  what  to  choose,  and  was  finally 
contented  with  an  apple  imported  from  my 
native  land — Australia. 

I  am  torn  by  much  the  same  feelings 
to-day  when  I  try  to  determine  what  is  my 
favourite  piece,  but  after  careful 
consideration  I  think  I  most 
enjoy  playing  Busoni's  splen- 
didly pianistic  arrangement  of 
Bach's  big  organ  Prelude  and 
Fugue  in  D  Major,  because  of 
the  upliftedness  and  great- 
heartedness  of  its  spirit.  It  is 
interspersed  with  delicate,  calm 
moments,  and  always  reminds 
me  of  the  passage  in  Kipling's 
Prelude  to  the  "  Barrack-Room 
Ballads  "  :  "  In  simpleness,  and 
gentleness,  and  honour  and  clean 
mirth." 


was 

one.  In  conclu- 
sion, I  may  say 
that  we  met  after 
the  concert,  when 
a  reconciliation 
took  place. 


MR.   PERCY  GRAINGER. 
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Mr.   PERCY 
GRAINGER. 

To  select  the 
piece  one  most 
enjoys  playing  is 
an  undertaking  that  is  difficult  to  master 
in  an  off-hand  manner.  One's  enjoyment  of 
music  varies  so  much  with  one's  mood  and 
surroundings  that  one  may  appreciate  most 
to-morrow  some  passage  tjj^at  to-day  seems  to 
convey  no  special  message,  and  vice  versa. 

When  I  was  ten  years  old  my  mother 
took  me  to  Germany  to  study  music  under 
Professor  James  Kwast.  The  morning  after 
our  arrival  I  felt  very  tired  from  travelling 
and  my  throat  was  a  little  sore,  so  my  mother 
said  she  would  go  out  and  get  me  some  fruit, 
and  asked  me  what  I  would  like.  Fruit ! 
I  conjured  up  visions  of  vast  greengrocers' 
shops  replete  with  every  juicy  delicacy  under 
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Mr.  RICHARD  BUHLIG. 

The  knowledge  as  to  which  is 
the  piece  of  music 
I  most  enjoy  play- 
ing was  brought 
home  to  me  very 
forcibly  last  year, 
when  I  was 
rehearsing  one 
morning  at 
Bournemouth  for 
a  concert  there 
that  afternoon, 
which  I  gave  just 
before  leaving 
England  for  America.  When  the  orchestra 
commenced  to  play  it  I  was  moved  to  an  extra- 
ordinary degree,  for  I  had  not  performed  the 
work  in  public  or  in  practice  since  I  included 
it  on  the  programme  of  my  first  London  recital 
two  years  before.  My  thought  as  the  piece 
progressed  during  the  rehearsal  referred  to 
was — "  How  terrible  not  to  have  played 
or  heard  it  for  so  long  !  I  have  listened 
to  no  music  for  two  years  ! "  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  the  work  I  am  speaking  of,  which 
is  Brahms'  B  Flat  Concerto,  has  peculiar 
associations  for  me.  I  remember  very  vividly 
indeed  the  first  occasion  on  which  I  ever 
heard  it  performed.     I  was  quite  a  boy  at 
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the  time,  and,  hearing  it 
played  in  America  by 
Joseffy,  received  such  a 
wonderful  impression  that 
from  that  moment  the 
whole  of  my  musical  ambi- 
tion was  centred  in  being 
able  to  perform  it.  During 
the  years  that  succeeded  I 
never  lost  sight  of  this 
ambition.  I  performed  the 
work  for  the  first  time  in 


-/f^AH^ 


public  about  four  years  ago  m  Berlin,  and  now 
each  year  that  passes  and  each  time  I  hear  or 
perform  the  work  enhances  the  keen  musical 
enjoyment  that  it  affords  me. 


Herr  FRITZ   KREISLER 

I   have  no   hesitation   m 
saying    that     my    favouiite 


pieces,  and  those  that  I 
enjoy  playing  more  than 
any  others,  are  the  Con- 
certos of  Beethoven  and 
Brahms,  because  they  are 
the  very  finest  pieces  of 
music  ever  written  for  the 
violin.  No  words  of  mine 
could  express  all  the  beau- 
ties that  I  find  in  these  two 
magnificent  Concertos  or 
all  the  admiration  I  feel  for 
the  extraordinary  genius 
of  these  two  great  masters. 
Nor  do  they  need  any  ad 
miration  of  mine,  since 
their  greatness  speaks  for 
itself.  In  the  case  of  the 
Brahms  Concerto  there 
are  associations,  also,  which  make  it  dear  to 
me,  for  I  used  to  know  the  great  composer 
in  Vienna.  But,  as  for  the  Beethoven 
Concerto,  it  has  for  me  no  associations  except 
its  beauty. 

Mr.  MARK  HAMBOURG. 

I  have  two  favourite  pieces.     The  first  is 
the    Fantasia    of   Schumann,    Op.    17;    the 
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second  is  the  B  Flat  Minor 
Sonata  of  Chopin  with  the 
Funeral  March.  Both  of  these 
works  depict  for  me  the  various 
periods  of  a  hero's  life.  In  the 
first  case  the  work  is  divided 
into  three  great  sections.  The 
opening  allegro  is  fantastic  and 
passionate,  based  on  a  restless 
figure,  worried  by  strenuous 
syncopated  melodies.  It  is  in- 
terrupted by  a  folk-song  melody 
or  legend,  and,  after  some  deve- 
lopment, returns  to  the  main 
theme.  The  second  part  is  a 
moderato  of  mighty  chords  and 
massive  harmonies,  w^hich  re- 
mind one  of  a  triumphal  march, 
and  the  final  movement  is  a 
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lento  in  which  is  expressed  a  restful,  peaceful 
mind. 

To  an  artist's  imagination  the  work  is  like 
a  canvas  on  which  three  periods  of  a  hero's 
life  are  painted.  In  the  first  he  is  pictured 
battling  with  life,  an  enormous  amount  of 
energy  and  enthusiasm  helping  him  through  ; 
in  the  second  he  is  depicted  as  a  conqueror, 
having  surmounted  all  difficulties  ;  while  the 
third  shows  him  living  happy  and  contented, 
having  accomplished  his  life's  work  and 
being  at  peace  with  all  the  world,  though 
subdued  and  soothing  echoes  of  his  great 
past  ever  and  anon  sound  in  his  ears. 

The  hero  I  have  just  described  as  being 
illustrated  by  Schumann  in 
the  Fantasia  was  of  the 
sturdy,  undismayable  Teu- 
tonic kind.  Chopin  in  his 
B  Flat  Minor  Sonata  also 
depicts  the  life  of  a  hero, 
but  this  time  the  hero  is  a 
Pole.  The  national  cha- 
racteristic of  the  Pole  is 
his  inability  to  win  success 
in  the  face  of  adverse  cir 
cumstances.  So  long  as 
all  goes  well  he  is  as 
triumphant  as  anybody, 
but  the  first  reverse  throws 
himtotheground.  Chopin's 
hero,  then,  is  a  Pole,  with 
overstrung  nerves  and 
imagination,  to  whom  the 
ideals  of  life  are  love  and 
war.  After  great  sufferings 
and  defeats  he  dies  in 
morbid  despair.  Wonder- 
fully expressed  in  the  finale 
we  hear  the  whisperings  of 
spirits  over  his  grave. 

Mr.   JAN     HAMBOURG. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy 
I  studied  the  violin  with 
Wilhelmj,  and  one  day  I  happened  to 
hear  him  play  the  Chaconne  of  Bach. 
Never  shall  I  forget  the  effect  it  had  upon 
me.  The  deep  religious  fervour  of  the 
music  made  an  impression  on  me  which 
many  years  have  failed  to  erase.  I  at  once 
formed  a  deep-rooted  ambition  to  be  able  to 
play  the  work  myself,  and,  in  addition  to 
studying  hard  to  acquire  the  technical  ability 
to  do  so,  I  even  got  into  the  habit  of  fre- 
quently visiting  churches  and  cathedrals  in 
order  that  I  might  truly  learn  to  feel  the  deep 
spirit  of  awe  and  reverence  that  I  knew  was 
necessary   for   the  proper   interpretation  of 


the  piece.  Even  to-day  I  never  miss  a  chance 
of  staying  for  a  while  in  a  cathedral,  if  there  is 
one  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  for  years  past 
I  have  constantly  spent  hours  in  West- 
minster Abbey  or  St.  Paul's  thinking  of  the 
Chaconne  of  Bach  and  of  the  reverent 
and  lofty  thoughts  it  inspires.  Thus  when- 
ever I  play  it  now  my  mind  wanders  from  my 
surroundings  and  I  am  for  the  time  being  in 
the  dim  light  of  a  church,  and  my  playing 
becomes  the  expression  of  my  heart's  inmost 
religious  thoughts. 


Mr.  BORIS  HAMBOURG. 
My    favourite     piece 


is     Tschaikovsky's 


MR.  JAN  HAMBOURG. 


MR.  MARK  MAMBUURli.    MR.  BORIS  HAMBOURG. 
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"Variation  s 
sur  un  Theme 
Rococo," 
partly  because  of  the  infinite  variety  and  beauty 
of  the  work,  and  partly  because  it  appeals  par- 
ticularly to  the  Slavonic  temperament  and  is 
full  of  peculiar  Slavonic  melody  and  fire. 
Each  movement,  too,  presents  such  a 
contrast  to  the  rest  that  in  playing  the 
piece  one  runs  through  the  gamut  of  the 
emotions.  So  realistic  is  it  that  almost  every 
bar  conjures  up  a  picture  to  the  mind's  eye. 
Thus  in  the  last  movement  one  seems  to  see 
the  Cossacks  rushing  over  the  steppes,  while 


Digitized  by 


Google 


6SS 

the  movement  before  paints 
a  picture  of  a  lover  serenad- 
ing his  lady  in  a  garden  of 
sweet-smelling  flowers  with 
the  moonlight  streaming 
down  upon  them. 

Mr.  MISCHA   ELMAN. 

It  is  well-nigh  impossible 
for  me  to  say  what  piece  I 
most  enjoy  playing ;  indeed, 


TJIE    STRAND    MAGAZINE, 
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MR.    MISCHA    ELMAN. 
Fnmx  a  Photo,  by  Mown. 

this  is  a  question  I  have  often  been  asked,  but 
have  never  been  able  to  reply  to  satisfactorily 
One's  very  ability  to  render  any  given  work 
depends  very  largely  on  one's  state  of  mind. 
Thus,  if  the  Beethoven  Concerto  seemed  to 
me  to-day  my  favourite  work,  that  would 
be  because  it  happened  to  appeal  for  the 
moment  to  my  state  of  mind,  and  if  I 
set  about  playing  it  while  that  state  of 
mind  lasted  my  interpretation  would  be 
all  right.  But  if  I  set  about  playing  it 
to-morrow  it  might  not  appeal  so  much  to 
my  then  state  of  mind,  and  the  result  would 
be  that  I  should  play  it  simply  horribly ! 
VV^hile  I  find  it  difficult  to  name  a  given  piece 
as  my  favourite,  however,  I  can  name  a  par- 
ticular passage  in  the  Brahms  Concerto  of 
which  I  am  very  fond  indeed.  This  is  the 
principal  theme  of  the  first  movement.  I 
can  never  play  it  without  having  before  my 
eyes  the  vision  of  some  huge  waterfall  which, 
after  tumbling  with  a  roar  over  a  vast 
precipice,  foams  through  the  rapids  and 
gradually  quiets  down  until  it  reaches  a  vast 
and  calm  sea. 


ex^^^^^i^^2^ 


M.  VLADIMIR  DE   PACHMANN. 

How  can   I   choose  my  favourite  piece  ? 
C'es/  impossible  I     It  is  out  of  the  question  ! 
It  is  a  monstrous  proposition  !     For  I  love 
all  music,  and  I  play  all  music  equally  well. 
Chopin  ?     Yes,  it  is  beautiful ;  but  I  will  not 
choose  Chopin  because  it  annoys  me  so  that 
the  public  seem  invariably  to  associate  me 
with  the  music  of  that  master,  as  though  I 
could  not  play  all  masters.     Ah,  how  can  I 
choose?     My  mind  wanders  froin  one  piece 
to  another,  like  a  bee  that  flits  from  flower 
to   flower   and    gathers    honey    from    each. 
As  I  think  of  the  exquisite  music  of  Weber 
I  am  on  the  point  of  selecting  some  piece  of 
his,  when  suddenly  in  my  ear  there  comes 
the   sound  of  some   of   Striuss's   charming 
waltzes.  Think  of  it; 
five  different  waltzes 
embodied    in    one, 
and    all    played   at 
the  same  time  !  No 
one  but  myself  can 
play  it ! 

Yet  perhaps  I 
love  best  of  all  the 
arrangements  of 
Godowsky — every 
one  superb,  niag- 
nifique^  colossal!  1 
will  not  choose  any 
one  of  them,  for  I 
love  and  admire 
them  all,  but  I  will 
merely  select  as 
my  favourites  the 
unique  arrange- 
ments of  my  friend,  m.  vladimir  de 

.,  */-.     1         1  PACHMANN. 

thegreat  Godowsky.        F^m^aPhotoMtmoaAFry. 
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THE   CARLING   CURE. 

By   EDGAR   JEPSON. 


HE  two  men  facing  one 
another  across  the  white  and 
gleaming  table  presented  an 
uncommonly  complete  con- 
trast. Halliburton,  big,  long- 
limbed,  sleek,  with  the  full  fed 
air  of  the  self-indulgent,  was  the  very  type  of 
the  Man  about  Town.  Presently  his  face 
would  grow  puffy  and  bloated,  its  florid  com- 
plexion would  fade,  the  nose  would  thicken, 
the  chin  would  crease  under  the  heavy  jaw, 
the  skin  would  sag  into  pouches  under  the 
eyes ;  at  the  moment  he  was  in  the  very  ripe- 
ness of  his  sleek,  hot-house  perfection.  An 
idler  with  ten  thousand  a  year,  with  no  taste 
for  sport  or  travel,  for  nearly  ten  years 
intrigue  had  been  the  main  pursuit  of  his 
life.  It  had  been  a  panorama  of  love  affairs, 
mostly  discreditable. 

His  host,  Mr.  Carling,  was  of  a  very 
different  type.  Slight,  with  clean-cut,  small 
features,  lean  head,  and  arresting  grey  eyes, 
of  a  pallor  almost  ascetic,  he  looked  the  man 
of  taste  and  intelligence  report  held  him 
to  be. 

Halliburton  would  not  have  been  dining 
with  him  but  that,  loafer  as  he  was,  on  the 
pursuit  of  his  life  he  could  spend  infinite 
pains.  He  believed  himself  to  be  in  love 
with  Elsie  Browning,  Mr.  Carling's  married 
daughter ;  and  he  believed  her  to  be  falling 
in  love  with  him.  He  had  therefore  accepted 
her  father's  invitation  to  dine  quietly  with 
him,  boring  as  such  a  dinner  must  be,  with 
alacrity.  An  acquaintance  with  her  father 
was  likely  to  give  him  further  opportunities 
of  meeting  the  daughter. 

But  the  dinner  had  by  no  means  been  the 
tiresome  affair  Halliburton  had  looked  to 
find  it.  His  host  had  neither  wearied  him 
with  matters  intellectual,  nor,  enthusiastic 
collector  of  Oriental  china  as  he  was,  with 
talk  of  his  hobby.  He  had  talked  to  him  as 
one  man  of  the  world  to  another,  keeping 
the  conversation  on  the  subject  in  which  his 
guest  showed  himself  to  be  chiefly  interested 
— women.  Mr.  Carling  had  not  talked  much 
himself,  indeed;  but  he  had  proved  to  be 
an  uncommonly  appreciative  and  stimulating 
listener.  Halliburton  could  always  talk  well 
on  that  subject,  and  he  knew  it.  But  he 
had  never  before  known  himself  so  brilliant 

Vol.  xxxiv.-87. 


and  illuminating.  Mr.  Carling's  unflagging 
interest  and  pregnant  suggestions  had  led  him 
to  surpass  himself.  In  his  self-satisfaction  he 
felt  very  kindly  towards  the  old  man. 

After  the  butler  had  brought  in  the  coffee 
and  they  had  lighted  their  cigars  there  came 
a  break  in  their  talk.  Halliburton  stretched 
out  his  long  legs  with  a  sigh  of  luxurious 
content,  for  he  had  dined  very  well ;  and  the 
coffee  and  the  cigar  were  of  the  proper  crown- 
ing excellence.  He  fell  into  the  pleasant, 
musipg  mood  such  a  dinner  induces,  and 
Elsie  Browning's  beautiful  face,  faintly  flushed 
to  the  tenderness  in  his  tones,  as  he  had  seen 
it  in  the  firelight  the  evening  before,  was 
present  to  his  mind  with  a  very  vivid  clear- 
ness. He  assured  himself  that  things  were 
going  his  way. 

Absorbed  in  his  musing,  he  was  but  dimly 
aware  that  his  host  rose,  went  quietly  to  a 
cabinet  on  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
opened  a  drawer,  and  took  something  from 
it.  But  the  click  of  a  lock  roused  him,  and 
he  turned  his  head  to  see  Mr.  Carling  draw 
the  key  of  the  door  of  the  room  from  the 
keyhole  and  slip  it  into  his  pocket 

He  started  in  his  chair.  Mr.  Carling 
turned  quickly  and  said,  in  his  gentle,  precise 
voice,  "  Please  sit  still,  or  I  shall  shoot  you." 

The  electric  light  glimmered  on  the  barrel 
of  a  revolver.  Halliburton  sat  still ;  but  he 
sat  upright. 

"  I  have  fired  over  a  thousand  shots  from 
this  revolver  during  the  last  fortnight;  and 
you  would  be  surprised  how  accomplished  in 
its  use  I  have  grown,"  said  Mr.  Carling  in  an 
agreeable  tone.  "  I  could  hit  you  anywhere. 
It  is  a  really  trustworthy  weapon.  The 
advertisements  describe  it  as  *  thoroughbred ' 
— an  odd  epithet  to  apply  to  a  revolver, 
don't  you  think  ?  And  if  you  do  stir,  I  will 
shoot  you  in  the  stomach — three  times.  My 
doctor  assures  me  that  some  of  the  compHca- 
tions  from  such  wounds  produce  excruciating 
pain." 

Halliburton  was  by  now  believing  his  ears. 
He  stared  at  his  host  with  amazed  eyes. 
There  was  an  undertone  of  grim  resolve  in 
Mr.  Carling's  gentle  voice  that  chilled  him ; 
his  eyes,  burning  with  the  glow  of  a 
smouldering  fire,  were  even  more  chilling. 

Still  covering  Halliburton  with  the  revolver, 
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*MIC   CARLING  TURNED  QUICKLY  AND  SAID,    IN   HIS  GENTLE,    PRECISE  VOICE,  '  PLEASE  SIT  STILL,  OR   I   SHALL  SHOOT  VOU.* " 


Mr.  Carting  sat  quietly  down  in  his  chair 
and  laid  on  the  table  a  Louis  Quinze 
snuff-box. 

"  It  would  disarrange  my  life  very  much 
to  shoot  you,  as  you  doubtless  feel,  Mr. 
Halliburton."  He  continued  in  the  same 
even  tones.  "The  action  would  doubtless 
be  ascribed  to  homicidal  mania,  due  to  my 
failing  faculties,  and  I  should  be  put  under 
restraint.     But  I  am  a  rich  man,  and  1  have 


no  doubt  that  my  captivity  could  be  made 
tol  erabl  e — tolerable. " 

"  B-b-but  what's  it  all  a-b-b-bout  ?  *'  stam- 
mered Halliburton. 

"Ah,  you  find  me  garrulous,  I  see.  But 
you  must  make  allowances  for  age.  We 
old  men  love  to  prattle,  like  children. 
None  the  less  I  have  been  speaking  to  the 
point.  I  am  trying  to  make  it  clear  to  you 
that  you  are  going  to  do  exactly  as  I  tell 
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you,  or  I  will  shoot  you.  Do  you  grasp 
that  fact  ?  " 

The  undertone  of  menace  suddenly  rose 
dominant  and  insistent. 

"  Yes — yes— but  what's  it  all  about  ?  "  said 
Halliburton,  huskily,  with  a  sinking  heart. 

"  I  am  coming  to  that,"  said  Mr.  Carling  ; 
and  his  tone  was  again  careless  and  agreeable. 
"  I  am  an  old  man,  Mr.  Halliburton  ;  and  old 
men  have  their  weaknesses.  They  lack  the 
robust  selfishness  of  young  men  like  yourself. 
My  weakness — one  of  my  weaknesses — is  my 
daughter." 

There  came  a  sharp,  gasping  sigh  from 
Halliburton. 

Mr.  Carling  paused,  with  an  air  of  polite 
interest,  for  him  to  speak.  But  he  said 
nothing ;  his  dread  was  crystallized  by  the 
word,  and  a  cold  chill  ran  down  his  spine. 

"For  some  time  I  have  observed,  with  a 
distaste  you  would  hardly  understand,  that 
you  have  been  making  love  to  my  daughter," 
said  Mr.  Carling.  "I  have  observed  it  with 
some  uneasiness  too.  Elsie  is  a  charming 
creature — the  tribute  of  your  admiration 
proves  it.  But,  what  with  his  companies  and 
his  politics,  Browning  is  a  very  busy  man, 
and  he  is  somewhat  neglectful  of  her.  But 
he  is  a  good  fellow,  as  you  know,  since  you 
are  his  friend.  And  I  believe  Elsie  to  be 
very  fond  of  him.  Also,  there  is  the  boy. 
But  still  there  was  the  neglect;  and  your 
assiduity  made  me  uneasy,  for,  as  you  know, 
you  have  the  masterful^  conquering  air — not 
at  the  present  moment,  perhaps."  He  paused 
and  considered  Halliburton's  white  face  and 
strained  posture  with  a  smile  of  quiet  appre- 
ciation. "  Well,  I  made  up  my  mind  to 
satisfy  myself  whether  I  had  real  grounds  for 
that  uneasiness ;  and,  if  I  had,  to  remove 
them — to  remove  them." 

The  last  three  words  came  in  a  tone  of 
cold  resolution,  which  rang  very  sinister  in 
Halliburton's  ears.  He  shivered.  He  strove 
not  to  feel  that  his  host  had  pronounced 
sentence  of  death. 

"  You  have  satisfied  me,  Mr.  Halliburton, 
that  the  grounds  of  my  uneasiness  were  very 
real  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Carling ;  and  his 
voice  had  assumed  a  tone  of  severity,  the 
tone  of  a  judge  summing  up.  "  Your  exposi- 
tion of  your  methods  of  assault  was  masterly 
in  its  lucidity — the  exposition  of  a  man  who 
knows  his  subject  thoroughly.  You  have 
convinced  me,  too,  that  you  are  no  mere 
theorist,  but  a  past-master  of  the  practice  of 
your  art ;  that  your  persistent  appeal  to  a 
woman's  weakness,  her  emotional  craving  for 
the  more  demonstrative,  caressing  form  of 


affection,    is,    in    nine    cases    out    of    ten, 
irresistible." 

Halliburton  ground  his  teeth.  A  dull  fury 
at  his  self-revealing  folly  mingled  with  his  fear. 

"Therefore,  I  am  going  to  remove  you," 
said  Mr.  Carling. 

He  paused  to  gaze  steadily  into  Hallibur- 
ton's raging  eyes,  and  held  them.  Halli- 
burton knew  well  that  his  one  chance  was 
to  spring  on  the  old  man  and  wrench  the 
revolver  from  him.  He  knew  that  it  was  a 
good  chance,  that  in  the  sudden  flurry  it  was 
odds  on  the  old  man's  missing  him.  He 
could  not  stir.  It  was  not  the  revolver  that- 
held  him,  it  was  the  personality  behind  it. 
His  eyes  fell  dully  to  the  glimmering  barrel. 
He  waited — quivering,  tortured,  clammy  with 
cold  sweat — for  the  spurt  of  flame  and  the 
crack. 

"  However,  I  do  not  propose  to  shoot  you 
out  of  hand,  unless  you  insist  on  it,"  said 
Mr.  Carling,  with  a  return  to  his  suave, 
agreeable  tones.  "My  intention  is  to  put 
the  matter  to  the  arbitrament  of  what  is 
called  the  American  duel.  I  do  not  know 
why  it  is  called  the  American  duel,  since  the 
true  American  duel  is  fought  with  revolvers. 
Perhaps  a  Frenchman  gave  it  the  name.  The 
procedure,  as  you  are  doubtless  aware,  is  that 
either  of  the  combatants  swallows  a  pill.  One 
of  the  pills  contains  poison;  the  other  is 
innocuous.     Here  are  the  two  pills." 

As  he  opened  the  snuff-box  with  his  left 
hand  and  turned  the  pills  on  to  the  table  a 
gasping  groan  of  relief  burst  from  Halli- 
burton.    There  was  yet  a  chance  of  life. 

"  You  lady-killers  do  not  seem  very  brave 
outside  your  profession,"  said  Mr.  Carling, 
with  gentle  contempt.  "  This  drug  produces 
exactly  the  same  symptoms  as  the  toadstool, 
which  kills  those  people  who  eat  it  under  the 
impression  that  it  is  a  mushroom.  You  will 
remember  that  we  have  eaten  mushrooms  this 
evening.  One  of  us,  therefore,  will  die  of 
mushroom-p)oisoning — a  quite  natural  death. 
Which  of  the  pills  will  you  have?  I  will 
give  you  the  choice." 

He  rolled  the  two  pills  across  the  table. 

Halliburton  stared  at  the  two  little  white 
balls  with  starting  eyes,  striving  to  detect 
some  discoloration,  some  irregularity  of  shape 
which  might  show  him  which  contained  the 
drug.  They  danced  before  his  eyes.  By  a 
violent  effort  of  will  he  steadied  his  gaze. 
He  could  see  no  difference  between  them; 
their  likeness  was  hideous  to  him.  He 
picked  up  the  farthest  from  him  with 
fumbling,  trembling  fingers,  and  rolled  the 
other  back  across  the  table. 
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'halibukton  stared  at  the  two  little  white  balls  with  starting  eyes.'* 


Mr.  Carling  picked  it  up  with  his  left 
hand,  put  it  in  his  mouth,  and  swallowed  it. 
Halliburton  tried  to  swallow  his,  but  it  stuck 
in  his  throat.  His  mouth  was  very  dry. 
He  snatched  up  a  glass  in  which  was  left  a 
mouthful  of  champagne,  and  drank  it.  The 
pill  went  down.  It  struck  him  that  the 
champagne  had  very  quickly  gone  flat. 

"  The  die  is  cast,"  said  Mr.  Carling,  with 
gentle  cheerfulness. 

The  two  men  stared  at  one  another. 

Then,  in  the  same  gentle,  precise  voice, 
with  the  same  meticulous  choice  of  words, 
Mr.  Carling  said,  "The  action  of  the 
poison  begins,  about  ten  minutes  after  it  is 
taken,  with  violent  cramp— very  painful,  I 
believe.  The  spasms  grow  more  and  more 
violent,  racking,  as  it  were,  the  life  out  of  the 


sufferer,  who  eventually  dies  of  exhaustion. 
I  was  unable  to  choose  a  less  painful  method 
of  removing  you,  though  your  mere  removal 
was  all  I  cared  about,  for  I  wished  to  produce 
the  appearance  of  mushroom -poisoning." 

"Shut  up,  you  old  devil !  Can't  you  ?  " 
cried  Halliburton,  violentJy. 

"  I  feared  you  would  be  unable  to  brace 
yourself  to  die  like  a  gentleman,"  said  Mr. 
Carling,  with  gentle  contempt. 

Halliburton  sat  with  his  eyes  on  the  table- 
cloth, his  hands  clenched,  the  nails  driven 
into  the  palms,  all  his  being  concentrated  in 
an  effort  to  perceive  the  first  working  of  the 
poison.  His  senses  seemed  stimulated  to  an 
extraordinary,  morbid  acuteness  of  perception. 
The  ticking  of  the  clock  was  a  burden.  It 
hammered  on  his  ears.     Now  and  again  he 
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raised  his  fearful  eyes  to  its  face,  and  then 
turned  them  on  his  adversary,  in  a  feverish 
hope  to  see  his  lips  twisting  with  pain. 

Mr.  Carling  was  watching  him  with  quiet 
interest. 

Five  interminable  minutes  ticked  them- 
selves away  with  irritating  clamour.  Every 
tick  jarred  Halliburton's  nerves. 

Then  Mr.  Carling  said,  "Perhaps  I  may 
tell  you  now  that  both  the  pills  contained 
exactly  the  same  amount  of  the  drug."  • 

A  slow,  deep  flush  spread  over  Halli- 
burton's face  as  he  stared  at  him  with 
unbelieving  eyes.  It  faded,  leaving  his  skin 
a  dead,  lustreless  white. 

"  You  fiend  !  You  horrible  old  fiend  !  » 
he  said,  in  a  hushed,  breathless  voice. 

"  If  you  had  called  me  vermin-killer, 
now  ! "  said  Mr.  Carling,  carelessly. 

Halliburton  fell  back  limp  in  his  chair, 
and  the  tears  welled  to  his  eyes  and  rolled 
slowly  down  his  cheeks.  The  feminine 
strain,  the  basic  secret  of  his  success  with 
women,  had  its  way  with  him.  He  looked 
no  more  at  the  clock ;  through  misty  eyes 
he  saw  the  beautiful  world,  so  full  of 
pleasures,  slipping  away  from  him. 

Mr.  Carling  laughed  gently ;  and  Halli- 
burton wondered  plaintively  at  his  inhuman 
callousness. 

"  It  must  seem  hard  to  a  man  who  holds 
them  so  lightly  to  be  carried  off  in  his 
vigorous  prime  for  the  sake  of  a  woman,' 
said  Mr.  Carling,  with  gentle  sympathy. 

"  Curse  women  !  Curse  them  !  "  said  Halli- 
burton, fervently,  through  his  set  teeth,  and  an 
access  of  petulant,  womanish  fury  dried  his  tears. 

Of  a  sudden  the  first  spasm  of  cramp  took 
him,  and  drew  from  him  a  long-drawn, 
whining  moan  of  terror.  Cramp  succeeded 
cramp ;  he  writhed  in  spasms  of  pain  and 
fell  from  his  chair  to  the  floor.  He  rolled 
and  writhed  and  squirmed,  battling  furiously 
against  the  spasms,  but  after  a  while  he  knew, 
as  Mr.  Carling  had  said,  that  they  were  racking 
the  life  out  of  him.  He  felt  it  ebbing.  Then  at 
last  he  felt  that  they  were  growing  less  violent, 
and  knew  that  they  had  done  their  work. 

He  lay  very  still,  exhausted.  He  could 
feel  death  creeping  towards  the  strongholds 
of  his  body.  Already  his  hands  and  feet 
were  cold  and  numb.  Snatches  of  his  life 
came  back  to  him  in  swiftly-moving  pictures 
— childhood  scenes,  scenes  from  his  boring 
schooldays,  love-scenes,  dinners,  poker  hands, 
more  love-scenes,  bridge  hands,  dances.  He 
plunged  into  an  unfathomable  sorrow  for 
himself. 

Dimly,  with  dying  eyes,  he  saw  that  Mr. 


Carling  was  standing  over  him.  A  sudden 
access  of  hatred  of  his  murderer  set  the  life 
in  him  flickering  up.  Then  he  was  dully 
aware  that  Mr.  Carling  was  kicking  him  in 
the  ribs,  and  speaking  in  tones  raised  high  to 
reach  a  dying  man's  intelligence. 

"  I  think  we've  had  enough  of  the  farce," 
he  was  saying.  "  You're  not  really  poisoned 
at  all,  Mr.  Halliburton." 

To  Halliburton  his  words  came  faint  from 
far  away  ;  they  did  not  concern  him. 

Again  Mr.  Carling  kicked  him  in  the  ribs, 
and  said, "  You're  not  poisoned  at  all,  you  ass ! " 

Halliburton's  glazing  eyes  lost  their  glaze. 
Then  Mr.  Carling,  stepping  back  to  get  a 
better  length  for  a  kick,  trod  on  his  hand ; 
and  Halliburton  realized  that  his  extremities 
might  be  cold,  but  they  were  not  numb. 

Mr.  Carling  delivered  the  kick,  and  cried, 
with  his  first  display  of  impatience,  "Are 
you  going  to  lie  here  all  night  ?  You  young 
fellows  are  so  inconsiderate.  I  want  to  be 
getting  to  bed  ! " 

Halliburton  began  to  understand  ;  his  brain 
was  grasping  slowly  the  incredible  fact  of  his 
safety.  Very  feebly  he  raised  himself  on  his 
elbow,  blinking  at  Mr.  Carling. 

Mr.  Carling's .  voice  sank  to  its  wonted 
gentle  tones  and,  smiling  pleasantly,  he  said, 
"  We  have  both  had  a  dose — an  equal  dose — 
of  phenol-phthalein.  I  had  prepared  myself 
against  it  by  taking  three  soda-mint  tabloids 
— a  simple  remedy.  Therefore  it  did  not 
cause  me  the  discomfort  it  seemed  to  cause 
you.     Your  contortions  amazed  me." 

Very  painfully,  very  feebly,  Halliburton  got 
on  to  his  feet,  and  stood  holding  on  to  the 
table.  His  eyes  were  still  faintly  incredulous. 
Then  came  the  full  shock  of  the  revulsion 
from  hopeless  dread  to  an  ecstasy  of  joyful 
relief.  The  tears  came  streaming  from  his 
eyes  ;  and  he  cried  like  a  woman,  with  loud, 
relieving  sobs. 

A  faint  compunction  passed  swiftly  over 
Mr.  Carling's  face,  leaving  it  wholly  con- 
temptuous. He  wagged  a  finger  at  his 
weeping  guest,  and  said,  dryly,  "  Ah,  you're 
a  terrible  fellow — a  devil  of  a  fellow,  Mr. 
Halliburton  !      A  sad  dog — remarkably  sad." 

He  paused,  and  surveyed  the  crumpled 
viveur  with  very  scornful  eyes.  Then  he 
added,  "  I  think  you're  cured  of  your  passion 
for  my  daughter,  aren't  you  ?  " 

Halliburton  said  nothing  ;  he  stared 
stupidly  at  him. 

"  Come,  come,  don't  sulk ! "  said  Mr. 
Carling,  sharply.  "  Is  that  how  you  take  a 
joke?  /  bear  no  malice.  Are  you  cured, 
or  aren't  you  ?  " 
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"MR.    CARLING   DF.LIVERKD  THK   KICK,    AND  CRIED,   WITH    HIS   FIRST   DISPLAY  OP   IMPATIF.NCR,    *  ARE  YOU 
GOING  TO   LIE   HKRE  ALL  NIGHT?    " 


"  Con  -  found  your  daughter  !  "  quavered 
Halliburton. 

"  I  thought  so — a  perfect  cure,"  said  Mr. 
Carling,  with  a  chuckle.  "  The  Carling  cure 
for  misplaced  affection.  Begad,  I  must 
advertise  it ! " 

He  walked  to  the  door,  unlocked  it,  and 
threw  it  open. 

"  Well,  good  night,  Mr.  Halliburton,"  he 
said,  putting  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
"  Thank  you  for  a  very  pleasant  and — er — 
yes — instructive  evening.     But  I  think,  if  I 


were  you,  I  should  leave  town.  I  never 
could  keep  a  joke  to  myself — never." 

Halliburton  made  for  the  door,  tottering 
and  swaying. 

"At  any  rate,  I  shall  tell  Elsie  the  joke," 
said  Mr.  Carling.  "Very  likely  she  will  be 
angry  with  me  ;  as  you  have  demonstrated 
vcith  your  incomparable  lucidity,  women  are 
emotional  creatures.  None  the  less  she  will 
laugh — heartily.  She  has  a  sense  of  humour." 
He  paused,  and  added,  pensively,  "I  think 
she  gets  it  from  me." 
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The  Autobiography  of  a  Self-made  Man. 

By  TOM   MURRAY. 

[It  very  rarely  happens  that  a  successful  man  is  able  to  explain  exactly  how  he  made  his  way.  In  the  following 
article  Mr.  Tom  Murray,  who  started  life  as  a  Canadian  boy  without  a  shilling,  and  who  has  built  up  one  of  the 
most  flourishing  business  houses  in  Chicago,  relates '  in  plain  and  simple  language  the  story  of  his  career.  It  is 
a  story  of  singular  interest  to  evei^  class  of  reader,  while  it  cannot  fail  to  prove  of  real  and  special  value  to  every 
young  man  who  is  at  the  beginmng  of  a  business  life.] 


HIS  is  the  story  of  starting  a 
one  hundred  and  twenty-five 
thousand  pound  retail  business 
of  a  big  city  on  eleven  pounds, 
and  making  the  jump  in  just 
ten  years.  If  this  is  to  be 
told  in  a  way  to  be  of  practical  use  to  clerks, 
merchants,  and  business  men,  I  must  begin 
at  the  beginning  and  get  right  down  to  bed- 
rock. 

Necessity  was  the  mother  of  merchandising 
in  my  case.  We  lived  in  a  little  Canadian 
town — mother  and  I 
— so  small  that  it  has 
been  wiped  off  the 
map  in  later  geogra- 
phies. Perhaps  it  had 
five  hundred  inhabit- 
ants. We  were  desper- 
ately poor — how  poor 
is  told  by  the  fact  that 
one  room  served  us 
aS  parlour,  bedroom, 
kitchen,  pantry,  and 
shop — for  mother  did 
sewing,  tailoring,  and 
reblocking  of  hats  to 
keep  her  little  family 
going.  Even  a  small 
boy  could  realize  that 
such  a  struggle  was 
hard  lines  for  a 
woman. 

That  realization 
was  what  first  stirred 
my  latent  trading  in- 
stincts. It  came  to'  me  that  I  could  see 
a  way  to  help  mother  out.  So  I  nailed 
an  old  biscuit- box  on  a  sled  and  went  out 
into  the  country  to  the  home  of  a  farmer 
who  had  put  down  some  fine  winter  apples. 
He  sold  me  a  bushel  of  them,  and  I  hauled 
them  back  to  town.  Next  day  was  election 
day,  and  I  was  out  in  the  street  ready  for 
the  first  voter  who  made  his  appearance,  and 
I  stayed  until  the  last  had  left  at  night. 
The  day's  transactions  cleared  me  over  three 
dollars,  and  it  was  the  "  biggest "  day  I  have 
ever  had.     Of  course,  I  realize  now  that  a 
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part  of  my  success  was  due  to  the-  kindness 
of  those  who  knew  me  as  "  the  widow's  boy," 
but  at  the  time  I  thought  it  was  because  of 
the  apples  and  the  hustling  that  I  put  behind 
them. 

I  kept  on  in  the  apple  trade,  but  one  day, 
when  I  was  about  thirteen,  the  local  shop- 
keeper stopped  at  my  corner,  put  his  hand  on 
my  head,  and  said  : —  ' 

"  Boy,  you  seem  to  be  quite  a  merchant. 
How  would  you  like  to  work  in  my  shop?" 
This  from  the  merchant  prince  of  my  little 
world  !  There  was 
only  one  answer,  and 
I  hotfooted  it  home 
to  tell  mother  of  the 
great  opportunity  that 
had  suddenly  opened 
up  to  her  son.  "  He 
says  he'll  pay  me  five 
pounds  a  year  for  the 
first  year  and  more 
the  next,"  I  told  her. 

"But  you  ought  to 
stay  in  school ;  an 
education  is  very  im- 
portant," she  urged. 

"Yes;  but  I'll  be 
learning  something 
about  the  business 
that  will  help  me," 
I  argued. 

And  I  did  get  im- 
portant      business 
lessons — although  not 
quite    in    the    way   I 
expected.      The  main  lesson  was  this. 

After  I  had  worked  in  the  general  shop 
about  two  months  and  had  formed  a  closer 
acquaintance  with  figures  than  ever  I  did  at 
school,  I  found  a  certain  fascination  in 
mathematical  calculations.  Of  course,  my 
mind  ran  on  the  munificent  salary  that  I  was 
receiving,  and  one  day  I  took  a  sheet  of 
brown  paper  and  laboriously  figured  out  how 
much  a  day  I  was  getting.  The  result 
startled  me.  Fourpence !  There  it  was  in 
cold  figures.  I  went  over  the  calculation 
very    patiently    and    verified    it.      Then    I 
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thought  of  the  days  when  I  had  cleared  ten 
to  fifteen  shillings. 

That  night  I  took  the  sheet  of  wrapping 
paper  home  to  mother,  and  we  faced  the 
figures  together.  Our  ideas  of  the  benevo- 
lence of  that  shopkeeper  changed  consider- 
ably in  the  light  of  those  figures.  It  was 
plain  that  I  could  earn  more  by  selling  apples 
and  still  go  to  school. 

Next  morning  I  talked  the  situation  over 
with  the  shopkeeper.  He  assured  me  that 
I  was  getting  a  fund  of  invaluable  experience, 
and  that  if  I  would  stay  he  would  raise  my 
pay  to  eight  pounds  a  year.  I  stayed,  and 
at  the  end  of  the  year  he  raised  me  to 
twenty-four,  then  to  thirty-two,  and  finally  to 
forty  pounds.  In  short,  because  I  was  "  the 
widow's  boy  ",and  had  no  man  to  advise  me, 
he  talked  me  into  working  for  him  at  the 
price  he  had  paid  his  other  assistants  in 
addition  to  their  board,  I  never  engage  a 
clerk,  cashier,  or  helper  of  any  sort  without 
thinking  of  the  way  my  first  employer 
served  me. 

Occasionally  a  wayfarer  brought  news  of 
the  money  to  be  made  in  the  "  States."  This 
was  food  for  the  imagination  of  the  shop-boy 
and  his  chum.  Finally,  we  decided  to  go  to 
Chicago  and  make  our  fortunes.  We  were 
about  seventeen  years  old,  and  just  as  green 
as  anything  that  ever  grew  in  Canada. 
Mother  made  me  a  heavy  overcoat  of  the 
ulster  style,  and  when  I  put  it  on  she  said, 
"Tom,  when  you  look  for  work  be  sure  to 
wear  that  coat ;  it  makes  you  look  a  lot  more 
like  a  man."  For  three  and  ninepence  I 
bought  a  new  carpet-bag — I  can  see  it  now, 
a  mixture  of  brown  and  green — and  into  this 
were  packed  all  my  possessions,  save  the 
money  pinned  inside  my  coat.  That 
amounted  to  just  sixteen  and  sixpence  when 
I  reached  Chicago.  My  companion  had  a 
little  more  ;  but  we  were  so  afraid  of  being 
robbed  that,  on  the  train,  one  kept  watch 
while  the  other  slept. 

Having  worked  in  a  shop  I  naturally  looked 
for  work  in  a  Chicago  shop  —  and  found 
none  !  When  my  money  was  almost  gone  I 
proposed  that  we  should  go  out  to  Rockford, 
111.,  as  a  young  man  had  once  gone  out  from 
our  little  Canadian  place  to  that  town,  and, 
according  to  the  local  gossip,  had  prospered 
greatly.  To  save  a  lodging  bill,  we  sat  up  in 
the  station  all  night  and  took  the  early 
morning  train  out. 

At  Rockford  I  left  my  carpet-bag  in  the 
hotel  at  the  station  and  started  out  to 
hunt  for  work.  Several  shopkeepers  turned 
me  away,  but  finally   I   came  to  one  place 


where  the  proprietor  gave  me  a  hearing.  At 
first  he  shook  his  head,  but  when  I  said, 
"  I've  come  a  long  way,  sir — all  the  way  from 
Canada — and  IVe  got  to  have  a  job,"  he 
remarked  :  "  Canada,  eh  ?  The  folks  I've 
known  from  Canada  have  turned  out  first- 
rate.  I'll  give  you  a  trial — at  thirty-six 
shillings  a  week  to  start.  When  do  you  want 
to  begin  ?  " 

"  Now,"  I  answered,  slipping  off  the  over- 
coat that  mother  had  declared  made  me  look 
like  a  man. 

Rockford  was  a  lively  place,  the  shop  was 
a  good  one,  and  the  result  was  that  I  learned 
a  lot  about  handling  goods,  earning  money, 
and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  about  spending  it  too. 
The  sensation  of  spending  money  for  personal 
pleasures  was  a  new  one  to  me,  and  having 
no  intimate  friend  older  than  myself  to  steady 
me,  and  being  of  a  lively  disposition,  it  was 
not  wholly  strange  that  I  became  foolish  and 
frisky.  However,  I  sent  some  money  back 
home  to  mother — but  not  nearly  so  much  as 
I  should. 

When  Chicago  began  to  rebuild,  the  year 
following  the  big  fire,  Rockford  became  a 
little  small,  and  I  began  to  think  that 
Chicago  was  about  the  size  for  me.  So  I 
cut  loose  and  applied  for  a  job  to  the  head 
of  Marshall  Field  and  Co.'s  furnishing-goods 
department,  in  the  retail  trade. 

But  after  I  had  been  given  a  place  at  two 
pounds  eight  shillings  a  week,  and  turned 
loose  in  the  department,  it  didn't  take  me 
five  minutes  to  realize  that  I  was  hopelessly 
green  at  the  business.  So  I  went  up  to 
the  shop-walker  and  said  : — 

"I'd  like  to  have  about  a  week  in  which  to 
familiarize  myself  with  the  stock  before  being 
called  to  wait  upon  customers."  Fortu- 
nately, he  replied,  "Very  well,"  and  I  started 
in  to  "  get  next "  to  my  job.  And  this  was 
the  way  in  which  I  did  it.  As  one  of  the  ex- 
perienced salesmen  would  start  to  serve  a 
customer,  I  would  slip  up  near  him  and  pre- 
tend to  be  busy  looking  up  goods.  My  ears 
were  open,  and  I  took  in  every  word  the 
salesman  and  the  customer  said.  In  this 
way  I  went  from  one  customer  to  another,  an«4 
by  the  time  the  week  was  up  I  had  a  very  fair 
knowledge  of  the  stock  and  its  selling  points. 

There  I  stayed  for  six  years,  and  until  I 
was  receiving  three  pounds  twelve  shillings  a 
week.  One  day  I  went  out  with  one  of  the 
gayest  young  salesmen  in  the  shop  and 
attempted  to  keep  up  to  his  pace.  As  a 
result  I  received  my  first  discharge.  It  gave 
me  a  considerable  jolt  and  penitence,  but  not 
enough  to  teach  me  my  lesson. 
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Two  weeks  later  the  man  who  had 
engaged  me  ofifered  me  the  place  back 
again,  but  I  felt  a  little  sensitive  and  looked 
for  work  elsewhere.  The  manager  of  a 
large  retail  shop  finally  hired  me  to  take 
charge  of  his  "  gents'  furnish ing-goods " 
department  The  display  windows  devoted 
to  that  department  were  in  a  positively  dirty 
condition,  and  I  helped  clean  up  with  my 
own  hands.  That  made  a  hit  with  the 
management,  and  I  took  a  keen  and  genuine 
interest  in  keeping  everything  in  the  depart- 
ment right  up  in  shipshape.  It  was  my 
department,  and  I 
felt  it. 

Finally  I  began  to 
wake  up  to  the  fact 
that  there  was  nothing 
in  the  retail  business 
for  the  shop  assistant. 
That  is,  of  course, 
speaking  by  compari- 
son. I  could  almost 
count  on  the  fingers 
of  my  two  hands  the 
men  working  on  a 
salary,  in  drapers' 
and  upholsterers' 
shops,  who  received 
four  hundred  pounds 
a  year.  That  spurred 
me  to  take  a  look 
into  the  wholesale 
field.  Here  was  an 
astonishingly  differ- 
ent state  of  afifairs 
Salaries  of  one  thou- 
sand pounds  were 
frequent,  and  scores 
of  men  put  the  figure 
up  to  two  thousand 
pounds. 

Just  then  I  had  an 
offer  from  a  wholesale  firm  to  take  charge  of 
its  "  furnish  ing-goods "  stock.  But  when  I 
notified  my  employer  he  said,  "You  know 
I  am  interested  in  a  wholesale  establishment 
myself.  If  you  are  determined  to  switch  to 
the  wholesale  side  of  the  business,  I'll  give 
you  as  good  a  chance  there  as  you  are  offered 
with  the  other  firm." 

I  accepted.  The  head  of  the  wholesale 
house  made  me  a  proposition  to  go  down  to 
his  department  at  a  salary  of  two  hundred 
and  forty  pounds  per  year.  This  munificent 
salary  at  twenty -seven  emboldened  me  to 
marry.  At  the  end  of  the  year  he  advanced 
my  salary  to  three  hundred  pounds  per  year, 
the  next  year  to  four  hundred  pounds  per 
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year,  and  the  next  to  four  hundred  and  eighty 
pounds  per  year.  For  the  two  years  following 
that  I  worked  for  a  salary  of  eight  hundred 
pounds. 

Then  anbther  firm  sent  for  me  and  offered 

me  a  thousand  pounds  per  year,  and  engaged 

me  at  that  figure  to  come  at  the  end  of  the 

year,  or  as  soon  as  I  could.  When  I  informed 

the  head  of  the  house  where  I  was  going,  he 

tried  first  to  talk  me  out  of  it,  and  when  he 

found  he  could  not,  he  then  said,  "Well, 

Murray,  since  you  are  going  at  the  end  of 

the  year,  can't  you  just  as  well  go  now  as 

not?"     Which  I  did. 

I  wanted   that  extra 

two  hundred  pounds. 

The  man  who  paid 

me  a  thousand  pounds 

per    year   wanted   to 

make  it  three   years. 

I   had   by   this  time 

commenced  to  realize 

that  my  services  were 

worth   something.     I 

believed   that   I  had 

ability,  so  I  told  him 

that  I  did  not  care  to 

make  it    more    than 

one  year,  that  he  had 

the    reputation   of 

being    a    very    hard 

man  to  work  for,  and 

that   if   I  could   not 

live  and  work  in  this 

place    happily,    why, 

I  would  not  want  to 

work  for  him  at  all; 

that  he  must  let  me 

alone  during  the  year, 

and  that,  if  I  did  not 

bring  good  results,  he 

should  tell  me  so  at 

the  end.      I  said  to 

him — and  it  proved  true — "  You  will  pay  me 

much  more  for  the  second  and  third  years, 

when  the  time  comes,  than  you  will  now." 

At  the  end  of  the  first  year  he  offered  me 

twelve  hundred  pounds  for  the  second  year. 

At  the  end  of  the  second  year  he  offered  me 

fifteen  hundred  pounds  for   the  third  year, 

and  after  that  a  guaranteed  salary  of  eighteen 

hundred  pounds  per  year  and  a  percentage 

on  the  sales  of  the  deiiartment,  provided  the 

profits  should  reach  a  certain  amount.     My 

bonus  at  the  end  of  the  year  brought  my 

yearly  salary   up  to   between  two  thousand 

two  hundred  and  two  thousand  four  hundred 

pounds. 

During  these  years,  from  the  time 
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was  drawing  a  salary  of  four  hundred  and 
eighty  pounds  per  year,  my  wife  continually 
urged  me  to  save  something  for  a  rainy  day. 
I  did  so,  but  I  made  the  mistake  that  so 
many  men  make,  and  I  should  like  to  warn 
all  young  men  against  it — that  is,  trying  to 
make  easy  money.  I  had  invested  my  savings 
in  schemes  such  as  mining  stock,  where  I  was 
going  to  get  rich  quickly.  Some  of  these 
schemes  looked  good,  and  might  have  turned 
out  all  right  had  times  remained  prosperous, 
but,  when  the  panic  came,  one  after  another 
they  were  swept  away.  Jn  addition,  I  lost 
my  position,  owing  to  my  firm  being  caught 
in  the  panic  and  retiring  from  business. 

As  I  look  back  now  I  see  what  caused  the 
downfall  of  that  house,  which  prior  to  the 
panic  was  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  most 
solid  in  Chicago.  The  loan  of  but  ten 
thousand  pounds  would  have  saved  it  from 
going  into  the  hands  of  a  receiver,  but  the 
loan  could  not  be  obtained,  principally  on 
account  of  the  habits  of  the  head  of  the 
house — a  case  of  spending  his  time  and 
money  watching  the  tape ;  going  to  the 
telephone  every  few  minutes  of  the  day 
to  know  what  the  market  was  and  to  give 
instructions  to  brokers  ;  going  out  at  noon 
and  coming  back  with  his  brains  befuddled 
with  too  much  drink. 

The  easy  ways  of  the  head  of  the  house 
were,  in  most  instances,  duplicated  by  the 
men  in  its  employ.  They  were  nearly  all, 
you  might  say,  men  of  the  world,  in  every 
sense  of  the  word. 

The  example  and  influence  of  the  head  of 
the  house  irresistibly  communicated  them- 
selves to  all  subordinates.  Here  was  a  house 
doing  a  business  of  about  six  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  per  year,  that  a  loan  of  ten 
thousand  pounds  would  have  saved ;  but  it 
would  have  saved  it  only  temporarily,  because 
there  could  be  but  one  end  to  any  firm  where 
the  head  of  the  house  set  the  example  that 
was  set  in  this  case. 

I  can  well  remember  many  a  time  going 
out  to  the  races  along  with  the  rest  of  the 
club  members  of  Chicago  and  the  men  of 
the  world,  and  I  would  stand  side  by  side 
with  my  employer,  both  of  us  staking  our 
money  on  the  same  races.  Nice  example  ! 
He  usually  backed  favourites.  He  had  more 
money  than  I  had.  I  used  to  take  the  long 
odds  that  had  a  chance.  I  made  more 
money  than  he  did,  but  money  made  in  that 
way  did  not  do  me  any  good.  It  never  stays. 
For  fear  that  I  forget,  I  want  to  say  now 
that  there  was  a  day  when  I  would  not  have 
believed  that  the  time  would  ever  come  when 


I  would  not  go  miles  to  see  a  horse-race. 
But  when  I  went  into  business  for  myself  I 
had  common  sense  enough  to  know  that  as 
long  as  I  had  no  money  I  had  better  have  a 
good  reputation.  I  did  not  want  any  of  my 
creditors  to  know  that  I  was  a  lover  of  horse- 
racing  ;  and  for  the  benefit  of  anyone  who 
may  read  this  who  would  like  to  discontinue 
taking  interest  in  horse-races,  1  will  tell  you 
how  I  did  it. 

When  I  made  up  my  mind  to  take  no 
further  interest  in  the  races,  I  did  not  want 
even  to  be  tempted  as  I  looked  at  the  entries. 
I  stopped  reading  the  sporting  papers.  I 
practically  forgot  that  there  were  such  things 
as  horse-races,  and  for  years,  I  am  glad 
to  say,  I  have  been  ignorant  about  races,  and 
am  proud  of  it.  Some  people  might  not 
think  I  am  up-to-date,  not  bemg  able  to 
**  talk  horses,"  but  I  am  willing  to  be  out  of 
It  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 

I  want  to  say  that  I  am  very  temperate  in 
my  habits,  and  just  to  everybody.  I  would 
not  leave  my  place  of  business  to  go  out  and 
take  a  social  glass  with  the  President  of  the 
United  States.  It  is  my  rule  never  to 
indulge  in  even  one  drink  under  any  circum- 
stances during  business  hours.  I  may,  in 
the  evening,  if  out  with  a  party  of  friends, 
my  wife  in  the  party,  take  two  social  glasses. 
Mark  you,  two.  No  more,  under  any 
circumstances. 

When  I  go  to  a  city  banquet  and  the  wine 
is  passed  freely,  my  wine-glasses  are  never 
emptied.  I  do  not  touch  any  of  that  wine, 
for  the  reason  that  I  would  not  have  the 
business  men  of  Chicago  see  me  gay  at  a 
banquet  for  anything  in  this  world.  My  own 
head  being  clear,  I  can  look  around  me  and 
see  this  man  and  that  man  who  occupy 
good  positions  a  little  under  the  influence  of 
liquor,  and  I  wonder  how  long  they  will  keep 
those  positions,  because  the  drink  habit  is  one 
that  is  very  hard  to  control.  I  quitted  it, 
which  a  good  many  think  it  impossible  to  do. 
I  found  that  it  was  getting  a  little  stronger 
than  I  was,  and  I  am  glad  I  found  it  out 
before  it  was  too  late. 

Now,  to  go  back  to  my  story  at  the  whole- 
.sale  house  that  failed.  I  was  out  of  my  good 
job.  I  did  not  know  what  to  do.  I  w?nt 
down  East  to  New  York  to  try  to  find  some 
lines  of  underwear  and  hosiery  that  I  could 
.sell  on  a  commission  basis.  You  would  be 
surprised  to  note  the  difference  in  the  way 
New  Yorkers  received  me  now,  when  I  was 
down  and  out  of  a  job,  and  in  the  days  gone 
by,  when  I  was  a  large  buyer  in  their  market. 
While  I  did  not  want  to  borrow  any  money 
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of  them,  they  acted  as  if  they  had  better  not 
get  too  close  to  me  for  fear  I  might  be  able 
to  reach  out  and  touch  them. 

I  succeeded  in  getting  the  account  of  half- 
a  dozen  mills,  came  back  to  Chicago,  and 
started  out  in  my  new  line  of  business  as  a 
commission  merchant.  The  second  day  I 
made  eight  pounds.  I  made  up  my  mind 
then  that  I  had  struck  the  right  business; 
but  in  the  next  twenty  days  I  did  not  make 
one  single  sale.  Not  only  did  I  not  make 
any  money,  but  I  was  out  of  pocket  for  the 
salary  of  the  man  who  helped  to  carry  my 


while  I  was  making  enough  for  my  wife 
and  me  to  live  on  very  comfortably,  I  was 
not  making  as  much  as  I  was  spending, 
and  by  1897  1  realized  that  I  was  practically 
broke,  having  ten  pounds  left.  But,  finally, 
when  I  got  into  my  little  shop,  in  business 
for  myself,  I  found  how  hard  \\  was  to  make 
money,  and  then  got  down  to  living  within 
my  means. 

I  walked  the  streets  of  Chicago  in  the 
busiest  district  looking  for  a  shop  to  rent, 
and  finally  found  a  vacant  one,  about  two 
hundred  feet  from  the  Board  of  Trade.     I 
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well  remember 
twenty -seven  days 
of  hard  work,  show- 
ing my  samples  six  to  eight  times  a  day, 
and  not  making  one  single  sale.  I  have 
always  had  a  fair  amount  of  pride,  and  here 
is  where  that  pride  came  to  my  assistance.  I 
knew  that  others  had  made  a  good  living  in 
the  commission  business,  and  my  pride  would 
not  allow  me  to  give  it  up.  I  stuck  to  it  and 
succeeded  in  building  up  a  business  large 
enough  to  live  on  comfortably.  But  prior  to 
the  panic  I  had  been  spending  sixteen 
hundred  to  two  thousand  pounds  a  year 
for  living  expenses,  and  it  was  pretty  hard 
work    for    me    to    clip   the    corners ;    and 


THE   KNTKANCK  TO  TOM    MURRAY  S   HAT  SHOP,   CHICAGO. 
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are  given  credit  for, 
and  the  majority 
of  men,  in  my 
estimation,  would  be  better  off  if  they  would 
consult  their  wives.  Their  bump  of  cautious- 
ness is  very  large,  and  that  is  what  most 
men  need. 

I  went  down  on  Monday  morning  after  we 
decided  that  we  would  rent  the  shop.  I 
went  to  the  agent,  leased  it  for  three  years  at 
a  rental  of  six  hundred  pounds  per  year,  and 
signed  the  lease  on  October  20th,  ten  years 
ago.  They  gave  me  the  shop  rent  free,  rent 
to  commence  on  December  ist.  I  paid  ten 
pounds  down  to  secure  the  lease,  and  that 
left  me  with  just  one  pound  in  actual  cash  i^ 
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the  world.  I  did  have  a  little  money  coming 
in  to  me  for  goods  I  had  sold  on  com- 
mission, but  I  could  not  get  that  until  the 
goods  had  been  delivered  and  paid  for. 

After  getting  the  shop,  of  course  I  had  to 
have  fitments  and  a  stock  of  goods.  I  went 
to  two  very  large  wholesale  houses — one  a 
furnish ing-goods  house  and  the  other  a  shirt 
and  collar  house — both  of  which  had  known 
me  for  a  great  many  years.  I  told  them  that 
I  had  rented  a  shop,  and  that  I  would  like  to 
have  a  stock  of  goods,  although  1  had  no 
money.  Without  any  hesitation  they  both 
said,  *'  Murray,  you  can  have  all  the  goods 
you  want.  You  will  win,"  and  at  the  same 
time  they  gave  me  just  a  little  advice— they 
knew  that  I  had  been  what  is  known  around 
town  as  a  good  fellow,  and  had  spent  money 
freely.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  I  took 
the  advice  and. profited  by  it. 

After  they  had  informed  me  that  I  could 
have  the  goods  I  sent  for  a  fitments  man.  I 
was  going  to  cater  to  high-class  trade,  and 
I  must  necessarily  have  nice  fitments,  so  I 
made  a  contract  for  them,  the  expense  to  be 
two  hundred  and  eighty  pounds  for  a  little 
**  hole  in  the  wall,"  as  it  was  called  in  those 
days.  I  was  to  pay  one-third  down  sixty 
days  after  the  fixtures  were  finished,  one- 
third  in  ninety  days,  and  one-third  in  a 
hundred  and  twenty  days. 

In  just  ten  days  I  opened  for  business, 
and  succeeded  in  selling  enough  goods  in 
the  first  hundred  and  twenty  days  to  pay  the 
rent,  the  assistant,  and  the  man. 

At  the  end  of  the  year,  when  I  took  stock, 
I  found,  to  my  surprise,  that  I  had  lost  five 
hundred  and  twenty  pounds.  I  was  then 
worth  practically  five  hundred  and  twenty 
pounds  less  than  nothing.  During  that  year 
I  did  not  let  go  of  all  my  commission 
accounts,  and  had  put  the  shop  into  the 
hands  of  a  presumably  competent  man,  but 
when  I  learned  that  I  had  lost  ^\vq  hundred 
and  twenty  pounds  and  I  thought  how  it 
would  look  to  see  that  name  taken  down 
from  over  the  door,  the  name  that  I  was  so 
proud  of,  I  decided  that  I  would  give  up  the 
commission  business  and  go  into  the  shop 
myself.  And  I  tell  you  I  put  in  some  hard 
work  ;  I  worked  for  three  years  without  ever 
going  home  to  take  dinner  with  my  wife.  I 
trimmed  my  window  at  night,  so  as  to  be 
able  to  wait  on  all  the  customers  I  could  in 
the  daytime.  I  knew  that  if  only  I  could 
wait  on  a  man  once,  he  certainly  would  come 
several  streets  to  trade  with  me  again,  and 
that  proved  to  be  the  case.  Even  to  this  day 
I  tell  my  salesmen  to  forget  all  about  how 


they  have  been  in  the  habit  of  selling  goods 
in  other  places,  to  wait  on  customers  my  way 
— that  is  one  of  the  great  reasons  for  my 
present  success. 

When  I  learned  that  I  had  lost  fivd  hundred 
and  twenty  pounds,  and  I  looked  at  my  books 
and  saw  how  much  money  I  owed,  I  thought 
to  myself,  "  Why,  the  sheriff  will  be  here  in 
a  few  days."  My  hair  almost  stood  on  end, 
and  I  thought  to  myself,  "  Why,  the  sheriff, 
when  he  has  his  sign  out  for  a  bankrupt  sale, 
always  does  business,  and  I  guess  I  will  try 
it,"  so  I  had  a  large  sign  made,  covering  my 
one  large  window,  which  read,  "Closed,  but 
not  by  the  sheriff."  "  But  not "  was  in  small 
letters.  You  could  not  read  them  from 
across  the  street,  but  they  were  there.  I  was 
telling  the  truth. 

At  the  two  side  windows,  at  the  door 
entrance,  were  signs  reading,  "There  are 
moments  when  a  man  wishes  to  be  alone.  This 
shop  will  open  to-morrow  at  nine."  When 
we  opened  the  shop  at  nine  in  the  morning 
we  had  to  let  the  crowd  in  in  sections. 
After  waiting  on  them  we  let  them  out  at 
the  back  door.  This  sale  lasted  about  three 
weeks.  I  gave  them  goods  at  cut  prices,  but 
I  made  a  profit  out  of  the  three  weeks'  sale, 
paid  every  dollar  I  owed,^  and  practically 
established  my  credit.     • 

My  business  had  been  growing  so  fast  that 
it  forced  me  to  the  wall,  but  I  went  .through 
the  wall,  took  in  another  shop,  and  qj^-^  si^gn, 
out  over  the  door,  "Forced  to  tho»TOll,:bUt 
going  through  it."  About  a  year  afterwards 
I  was  again  forced  to  the  wall,  and  I  went 
through,  too  ! — increasing  my  rent  from  nine 
hundred  and  sixty  pounds  per  year  to  two 
thousand  four  hundred  per  year,  but  I  did 
not  do  this  without  consulting  my  two  friends 
in  the  wholesale  trade.  They  seemed  to  be 
willing  to  take  the  chances ;  so  was  I. 

One  night  during  the  year  that  my  rent 
amounted  to  nine  hundred  and  sixty  pounds 
per  year,  after  trimming  one  of  my  windows 
I  had  no  price-ticket  to  put  in  it.  The  next 
morning  I  sent  one  of  my  boys  over  to  a 
def)artment  store  for  a  carpenter's  blue 
lead -pencil,  and  I  wrote  on  a  sheet  of 
letter-paper  a  few  words  regarding  the 
goods  in  the  window  and  the  prices.  The 
sheet  of  paper  with  the  blue  lead -pencil 
writing  stopped  the  people.  I  wrote  half-a- 
dozen  more.  It  was  new.  So  many  people 
stopped  that  the  side-walk  was  blocked  to 
the  kerb.  I  have  been  writing  these  blue 
j)encil  "ads"  for  my  windows  ever  since. 
These  short,  crisp  sayings  on  an  ordinary 
sheet  of  letter-paper  gave  me  my  first  big 
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boom  in  business.  In  fact,  the  boom  was 
too  large  for  my  capital.  The  business  grew 
faster  than  I  was  making  money,  which 
worried  me  a  good  deal.  I  was  always  owing 
so  much.  I  well  remember  one  day,  when 
the  head  of  the  house  from  which  I  was 
buying  shirts  and  collars  sent  for  me. 

I  knew  what  he  wanted,  so  I  went  to  the 
barber's  shop  first,  and  walked  down  to  his 
office  looking  as  pros- 
perous as  possible ;  I 
even  bought  one  of  the 
best  cigars  I  could  find 
on  the  way  down.  As 
I  walked  into  his  office 
he  pulled  out  the  slide 
at  his  desk,  looked  me 
over,  and  said,  "  Murray, 
it  is  not  that  smiling 
face  I  want  to  see;  I 
want  to  see  some  money." 
My  reply  was,  "That 
smiling  face  is  my 
capital.  If  I  came  down 
to  you  dejected,  with  a 
long    face,    a    look    of 


1^ 


chandise,  until  finally  I  owed  his  firm  three 
thousand  pounds.  There  were  two  other 
firms  like  this  to  whom  I  also  owed  about 
three  thousand  pounds. 

I  looked  forward  to  the  time  when  I  might 
make  a  stock  company  of  my  business, 
knowing  that  I  could  do  so  by  having  the 
assistance  of  these  firms.  I  found  that  to 
handle  the  business  that  I  had  built  up  I 
needed  about  another 
six  thousand  pounds,  so 
I  thought  out  a  plan  of 
capitalizing  my  business 
for  sixteen  thousand 
pounds.  My  equity  was 
worth  about  four  thou- 
sand pounds.  I  took 
two  thousand  pounds' 
worth  of  the  stock  for 
the  goodwill  of  the  busi- 
ness, and  four  thousand 
pounds  for  myequity,  and 
went  out  to  sell  six  thou- 
sand pounds  of  stock. 

When   I    approached 
these   three    houses    to 


PITHY   SAVIAUS  LIKE  THESE,  WRITTEN   WITH   A   BLUB  PENCIL  ON   SHEETS  OP   PAPER,  GAVE  TOM   MURRAY   HIS   FIRST  "  BOOM." 


worry  and  nervousness,  you  would  lose  con- 
fidence in  me  and  my  capital  would  be  gone." 
I  also  informed  him  that  I  had  no  money 
for  him. 

After  rd  spent  about  half  an  hour  in  his 
office,  that  man  who  already  had  so  much 
confidence  in  me  had  still  more,  and  before 
I  paid  him  the  three  hundred  pounds  that 
was  overdue   I   kept  getting  in  more  nier- 


whom  I  owed  so  much  money  and  told  them 
what  I  intended  to  do,  they  scratched  their 
heads,  and  said,  "Why,  this  is  a  new  one. 
Tom,  I  guess  you  can  do  this.  I  do  not 
know  whether  anyone  else  could  do  it  or 
not."  I  asked  them  if  they  would  take  some 
of  the  stock  ;  all  three  of  them  said  "  Yes." 
They  seemed  greatly  pleased  to  buy  it.  It  is 
no  wonder.     It  did  not  surprise  me  at  all. 
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They  were  practically  sleeping  partners,  and 
if  I  succeeded  in  selling  this  stock  they  would 
get  their  money.  I  asked  them  if  I  could 
refer  to  them.  They  said  "  Yes."  That  w^ 
all  I  needed.  I  had  no  trouble  in'  selling 
the  stock,  and  before  the  expiration  of  three 
years  I  bought  it  all  back,  but  during  those 
three  years  I  had  not  paid  dividends. 

While  1  could  have  bought  the  stock  back 
from  them  at  par,  I  figured  interest  at  the 
rate  of  five  [)er  cent,  per  annum  for  the  three 
years  I  had  had  the  use  of  their  money,  and  I 
paid  them  interest  on  their  money  because  I 
felt  it  was  better  to  do  it  that  way.  This  is 
the  way  that  my  mother  taught  me. 

For  a  number  of  years  I  advertised  only  in 
my  windows  and  in  some  of  the  tram-cars, 
because  I  did  not  feel  that  I  could  afford  to 
advertise  in  the  daily  papers.  Three  years  ago 
last  September  I  was  having  a  mackintosh 
coat  sale,  and  I  succeeded  in  selling  for  a 


result  was  that  the  next  day  the  sales,  which 
formerly  had  been  about  fifty  coats  a  day, 
jumped  to  one  hundred  and  forty-two,  and  in 
fifty  days  I  sold  over  three  thousand  five 
hundred  rain-coats. 

For  the  year  following  that  sale  I  con- 
tinued to  advertise  in  this  one  paper.  Two 
years  ago  I  felt  that  I  could  afford  to  invest, 
say,  about  one  thousand  pounds  in  adver- 
tising in  some  of  the  other  papers.  I  used 
three  morning  papers  and  three  evening 
papers,  the  best  in  Chicago.  The  results 
have  been  something  phenomenal  I  did 
not  have  to  invest  the  thousand  pounds. 
The  profits  came  back  from  the  newspaper 
advertising  before  the  bills  came  in,  and  I  do 
not  figure  to-day  that  I  have  a  dollar  invested 
in  advertising.  In  my  opinion,  the  only  way 
to  advertise  is  to  give  them  plain,  common- 
sense  talk.  Tell  them  the  truth.  Do  not 
get  a  customer  to  come  to  your  store  and 
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couple  of  weeks  about  fifty  mackintoshes  a 
day.  I  thought  I  would  try  a  column  "  ad." 
in  an  evening  paper.  The  next  day  this 
column  appeared  in  one  of  the  evening 
papers,  and,  by  the  by,  it  was  not  the  one 
which  has  the  largest  circulation  in  Chicago. 
I  selected  this  paper  because  they  gave  me 
a  low  rate,  but  they  agreed  to  give  my 
"ad."  a  good  position  in  the  paper.     The 


find  that  you  have  faked  him,  for  that  is  poor 
advertising,  besides  being  dishonesty. 

Most  of  the  advertisers  nowadays  seem  to 
think  that  they  must  hunt  the  dictionary 
through  for  all  the  large  words  they  can  find. 
I  read  an  article  a  short  time  ago  in  a 
Chicago  paper  that  stated  that  the  adver- 
tising man  of  nowadays  and  in  the  future 
must  be,  of  necessity,  a  college  graduate.     I 
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wanted  to  reply  to  it,  and  I  would  have  done 
so,  only  the  newspaper  would  have  thought 
I  was  trying  to  advertise  myself.  I  do .  not 
believe  that  a  college  graduate  is  as  well 
fitted  to  be  an  advertising  man  as  the  man 
who  knows  only  how  to  write  good,  plain 
common  sense.  I  left  school  when  I  was 
thirteen  years  of  age,  and  it  is  just  as  easy 
for  me  to  sit  down  and  write  an  advertise- 
ment as  it  is  to  smoke  a  cigar,  because  it  is 
so  ea.sy  to  tell  the 
truth  in  plain 
words. 

Sometimes  a 
man  can  think  out 
a   good    advertise- 
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ment  to  spnng  on 
the  public.  I  had 
a  few  years  ago 
what  has  been 
called  ever  since 
my  "  race  -  track  " 
advertisement.  I 
will  explain  to  you 
what  it  was.  I 
engaged  twenty- 
five  telegraph  boys  the  morning  of  Derby 
Day,  when  something  like  fifty  thousand 
of  Chicago's  best  people  turned  out  to 
see  the  Derby  Day  races.  These  boys  left 
the  Central  Telegraph  Office  eight  minutes 
apart,  with  a  telegram  addressed  on  the 
outside,  "Telegram  for  Tom  Murray;  he 
makes  shirts."  The  boys  did  their  work  faith- 
fully. They  were  instructed  to  go  through  every 
train  ;  after  going  through  one  to  jump  off 
at  the  first  platform  and  get  on  the  next  train, 
and  call  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  "  Telegram 
for  Tom  Murray  ;  he  makes  shirts."  Down 
into  the  race-track,  into  the  betting-ring,  over 
to  the  club-house,  up  in  the  grand-stand, 
everywhere  you  could  hear  those  boys  calling 
loudly,  "  Telegram  for  Tom  Murray ;  he 
makes  shirts." 

The  adverti.sement  cost  me  just  sixteen 
pounds,  and  the  public  is  talking  about  it 
yet.  It  brought  me  a  goodly  amount  of 
trade.  The  sporting  element,  or  the  men 
who  had  sporting  blood  in  their  veins, 
because  they  were  at  the  race-track  that  day, 
thought  it  was  a  good  one,  and  showed  their 
appreciation. 

I  had  another  a  short  time  ago  that 
created  a  good  deal  of  talk  and  brought 
good  results.  On  the  corner  of  two  streets 
here  in  Chicago  they  had  torn  down  a  build- 
ing, and  it  left  a  wall-space  about  sixty  by 
ninety  feet.  One  of  the  largest  sign-adver- 
tising  men  called   on   me   and  offered   me 
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this  space,  asking  the  enormous  price  of 
three  hundred  pounds  for  the  use  of  it 
for  ninety  days.  I  leased  it,  with  the  privi- 
lege of  subletting  it  They  painted  my  sign 
on  it,  and  I  thought  to  myself,  "What  can 
I  do  to  that  sign  to  make  people  look  at 
it?"  On  the  sign  they  had  painted  the 
name  **  Tom  Murray."  I  had  the  "  y  "  painted 
out  and  hired  a  woman  to  finish  painting 
that  sign.  The  lady  whom  I  had  engaged 
for  this  work  never 
had  been  on  a  scaf- 
fold before.  She 
had  to  stand  about 
one  hundred  feet 
in  the  air  and  ap- 
parently finish  that 
**  y."  Being  dressed 
in  white,  with  a 
bright  scarlet  hat 
and  high  -  heeled 
shoes,  she  attracted 
a  great  deal  of  at- 
tention, so  much 
so  that  the  Chicago 
papers  wrote  it  up 
on  their  first  pages  the  next  day,  Sunday. 

Monday,  when  she  went  up  the  scaffolding 
at  twelve  o'clock,  for  about  three  hours  the 
streets  were  blocked ;  tram-cars  could  not 
run  ;  impossible  for  anyone  to  even  walk 
through  the  crowd.  Business  was  practically 
suspended  on  the  street  for  two  blocks,  north 
and  south.  I  anticipated  that  the  police 
would  place  her  under  arrest.  She  ivas 
under  arrest,  but  she  was  over  them.  They 
could  not  get  her  down.  She  had  instructions 
not  to  come  down  for  anyone.  My  man, 
who  was  guarding  the  ropes  below  the 
scaffolding,  warned  the  officers  not  to  attempt 
to  let  down  the  scaffolding,  as  it  might 
endanger  her  life,  and  they  would  be 
responsible. 

He  left  his  post  to  come  and  notify  me,  so 
that  he  could  go  and  have  his  lunch.  I 
rushed  over  to  take  his  place.  In  the 
meantime  the  police  had  intimidated  one  of 
the  sign-painters,  a  man — they  could  not 
intimidate  the  woman ;  they  forced  him  to 
go  up  and  bring  the  woman  down.  They 
took  her  away  in  the  Black  Maria. 

I  went  over  and  asked  the  lieutenant  what 
she  was  charged  with.  He  read  the  law  to 
me.  I  turned  to  her  and  asked  her  if  she 
wanted  to  make  a  test  case — whether  a 
woman  could  earn  an  honest  living  painting 
signs  or  not?  She  said  she  did.  They 
booked  her  as  being  an  attraction  drawing 
such  crowds  that  it  blocked  traflSc,  which  is 
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who  is  addicted  to  drink 
than  it  is  to  reform  one  who 
is  addicted  to  gambling. 

I  have  in  my  store  a 
number  of  men  past  forty- 
five.  Some  of  them  are 
merchants  who  have  made  a 
failure  in  business,  yet  they 
make  splendid  employes. 
I  would  rather  hire  a  man 
past  forty-five  that  has  had 
experience  —  and  he  will 
have  experience  at  that  time 
of  life — than  hire  a  young 
man  who  does  not  appreciate 
his  position.  His  mind  is 
on  Saturday  night,  pay  night, 
and  watching  the  clock.  The 
forty-five-year-old — yes,  the 
fifty- five -year -old  and  the 
sixty — appreciates  his  posi- 
tion ;  appreciates  being  used 
like  a  man,  being  treated 
with  respect,  for  I  treat  all 
my  assistants  with  respect. 
These '  men  of  forty  -  fi\% 
years  of  age  rarely  leave  me, 
and  I  have  never  yet  had 
occasion  to  discharge  but 
one  of  my  seniors,  and  that 
was  one  poor  unfortunate 
that    I    simply  could    not 
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Frtm,  a  photoffrapk.  Of  course,  in  my  employ 

I  have  a  number  of  young 

against  one  of  the  ordinances  of  the  city  of  men.       I    never    allow    them    to    wait    on 

Chicago.  customers  until  they  are  at  least  twenty-one 

I  went  bail  for  her  appearance  next  morn-  years  of  age.      I   believe  in  engaging  good 

ing  in  the  police-court,  put  her  in  a  cab,  and  help  and  paying  good  salaries.     I  believe  my 

sent  her  to  her  hotel.     Next  morning,  with  average  pay-roll,  per  salesman,  is  higher  than 

my  lawyer  and   the  lady   sign  -  painter,  we  that  of  any  house  in  the  same  line  of  business 

appeared  at   the  police-station.     The  judge  in  the  city  of  Chicago.     I  could  engage  any 

said :  "  Murray,  you  know  the  law.     This  is  number  of  salesmen  at  two  pounds  a  week, 

one  of  those  advertisements  of  yours.     She  but   I  won't.     I   often   have   them   offer   to 

is  not  painting  signs.     We  will  suspend  this  commence  work  at  two  pounds  per  week.     If 

case  a  week  and  see  whether  she  paints  any  I  want  a  man  I  tell  him,  "  No,  I  do  not  want 

more  signs  or  not."  you  to  work  for  two  pounds  per  week.    I  will 

This  advertisement    I    hear   from   pretty  start  you  on  three  pounds,"  because  I  want  him 

nearly  every  day,  and  I  expect  to  hear  from  to  have  enough  to  live  on,  so  that  he  will  not 

it  for  years  to  come.     It  is  what  I  call  novel  be  templed  to  take  what  does  not  belong  to 

advertising.  him,  because  he  might  imagine  that  he  was 

As  a  rule,  there  is  not  a  man  in  my  employ  worth   more   money   than   two   pounds    per 

who  indulges  too  freely,  who  drinks  too  much,  week. 

but  I  nearly  always  have  two  or  three  poor  In  my  shop  I  have  a  number  of  young 

unfortunates  with   me   that   I  am  trying  to  women  working  for  me  in  the  capacities  of 

make  men  of,  and  I  have  succeeded  remark-  cashiers    and    clerks.     I    suppose   I    could 

ably  well.     Some  of  my  best  men  to-day  are  employ  thousands  of  these  young  women  at 

men  whom  I  have  been  the  means  of  reform-  a   pound    or   twenty-five   shillings    a    week, 

ing.     I  find  it  much  easier  to  reform  a  man  instead  of  two  pounds,  qualified  to  do  the 
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work  and  do  it  well  — probably  just  as  well  as 
the  young  women  I  now  have  in  my  employ. 
I  never  pay  these  yoiing  women  less  than 
two,  pounds  per  week.  If  I  hired  them  at 
one  pound  or  twenty-five  shillings  they  would 
thfeTi  be  up  against  the  struggle  of  their  lives 
to  look' and  be  respectable. 

Every  shop  that  I  know  of  in  America 
obliges  its  assistants  to  stand  on  their  feet 
from  morning  until  closing  time.  Behind 
each  counter  in  my  shop  is  a  chair.  I  want 
my  employes  when  not  busy  to  sit  down  and 
rest.  As  I  walk  through  the  different  depart- 
ments in  my  shop  my  employes  do  not  have 
to  feel  that  they  must  brace  up  because  the 
"  boss  "  is  coming  round.  My  assistants  are 
doing  right  all  the  time,  because  they  know 
that  I  am  doing  right  and  using  them  as 
near  right  as  I  know  how.  My  employes 
would  far  rather  have  me  at  home  than 
abroad.  I  guess  that 
I  am  an  easier  fellow 
to  work  for  than  the 
manager,  and  he  can- 
not be  very  severe  on 
them  because  I  always 
tell  him  to  use  them 
just  as  well  as  I  use 
him.  I  tell  every  man 
at  the  head  of  a 
department,"  Be  kind 
to  the  assistants  under 
you.  Do  not  speak  to 
them  in  any  other  way 
than  the  way  in  which 
I  speak  to  you. 
Handle  your  assist- 
ants so  that  they  will 
respect  you,  and  so 
that  they  will  regret 
to  leave  my  employ." 

There  are  no 
jealousies  in  my  store 
among  the  employes. 
When  they  go  home 
at  night  it  is  "  Good 
night,  Billy,"  "Good 
night,  Johnny,"  good 
fellowship  all  round. 

If  a  salesman  does  not  make  a  sale,  I  never 
allow  a  customer  to  be  turned  over  to  a 
second  salesman.  If  a  salesman  misses  a  sale, 
he  is  never  called  down  because  he  missed 
that  sale.  I  do  not  know  who  the  men  are 
in  my  shop  who  sell  the  most  goods  ;  I  don't 
want  to  know.  What  I  do  want  to  know  is 
that  they  are  civil  to  customers,  that  they  do 
not  try  to  force  a  sale.     All  I  ask  them  is  to 
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be  gentlemanly,  show  plenty  of  goods,  and  if 
a  customer  does  not  buy,  not  to  show  any 
disappointment  at  not  making  a  sale  ;  and  if 
a  customer  should  bring  back  any  goods  to  be 
exchanged,  take  just  as  much  trouble  with  the 
exchange  customer  as  when  making  a  sale. 
If  a  customer  brings  back  any  merchandise 
and  wants  the  money  back,  refund  it  cheer- 
fully ;  do  not  try  to  sell  the  customer  any- 
thing else.  In  other  words,  do  as  I 
advertise — to  refund  money  and  not  look 
cross. 

Not  only  do  I  every  few  weeks  call  my  men 
together  and  talk  to  them  as  to  how  they  are 
to  wait  on  our  customers,  but  I  also  talk  with 
the  men  in  my  employ  who  are  buyers.  I 
try  to  make  them  realize  that  the  traveller  is 
a  man  tKjfore  all  that  they  must  look  out  for  ; 
to  use  him  almost  with  suspicion,  but  not  to 
let  him  know  it.  Treat  him  civilly.  Always 
be  gentlemanly  to- 
wards any  man  who 
solicits  your  trade  to 
sell  his  goods,  but  do 
not  let  him  buy  a 
dinner  for  you,  a  cigar, 
or  make  you  a  present 
of  any  kind.  In  other 
words,  no  entertain- 
ment whatever.  You 
then  do  not  place 
yourselves  under  any 
obligations  to  him. 
Many  a  young  man 
has  been  ruined  by 
clever  salesmen  from 
these  large  wholesale 
houses  ;  ruined  in  his 
habits  and  ruined  as 
to  his  honesty. 

I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  there  are  many 
hou.ses  engaged  in  the 
mercantile  business  in 
America  who  are  only 
too  glad  to  bribe  a 
man  by  handing  him 
entertainment  or  even 
handing  him  money; 
one  is  just  as  bad  as  the  other,  and  I  know 
that  I  have  not  a  man  in  my  employ  who 
will  accept  even  a  dinner  from  any  man  who 
sells  goods,  but  they  must  treat  them  with 
civility,  the  same  as  I  do. 

Up  on  my  wall  above  my  desk  is  painted 
a  sign :  "  It  matters  not  what  your  business 
is,  I  have  time  to  listen  "  ;  and  that  is  the 
motto  I  want  all  my  assistants  to  live  up  to. 
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Ill— The  Haunted    Palace:  A  True  Indian  Story. 
By   EDITH    C.   GERRARD. 

Author  of  *^  Lifers  Seasons,'^  etc.^  etc. 


HERE  are  two  classes  of 
readers  —  those  who  prefer 
what  is  true,  and  those 
whose  preference  is  given  to 
fiction.  When  truth  appears 
stranger  than  fiction,  both 
classes  are  equally  interested. 

I  can  vouch  for  the  absolute  veracity  of 
the    persons    whose    experiences    I    relate, 
without  any  embellishment,  in  the  following 
narrative.      During  many 
years'    residence     in    the 
East,  and  travel  in  nearly 
all    parts   of    the    Indian 
Empire,  I  have  witnessed 
many  strange  scenes,  and 
have   had   experiences  of 
my  own  and  others  that 
have  quite  surpassed   the 
flights  of  fancy. 

One  camping  season  I 
was  travelling  with  my 
husband  (a  Government 
official)  in  the  district  of 
Rewari,  in  Upper  India, 
and  had  arrived  at  Hissar, 
where  we  were  exchanging 
hospitality  with  the  Euro- 
pean residents. 

Christmas  Day  arrived, 
and   we   were   invited    to 
dinner    by   a   particularly 
nice  couple  —  a   Colonel 
and  Mrs.  Robinson.     He 
was   an  ofllicer  holding  a 
staff  appointment  in  His- 
sar, a   kind,  genial   man, 
greatly   liked   and   deservedly   popular ;    his 
wife    a    sweet,     gentle    woman,    a    general 
favourite.       Liking   them    both   very   much, 
we  looked  forward  with  pleasure   to  spend- 
ing the  evening  with  them.     We  were  quite 
a  small  party,  consisting  only  of  Colonel  and 
Mrs.    Robinson,    their  grown-up   son,   their 
only  other  child,  a  dear  little,  delicate-looking 
boy  of  seven  years  old,  the  Civil  Surgeon  of 
the  station,  and  ourselves. 

The   residence   of  the   Robinsons   was   a 
huge,  gloomy-looking  structure,  as  seen  from 
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outside ;  a  long,  rambling  building  with  an 
upper  storey,  a  basement  and  "tykhanas" 
(or  dungeons)  underground.  It  had  formerly 
been  the  palace  of  the  Rajahs  of  Hissar,  but 
the  last  ruler,  having  been  a  wicked  and 
infamous  man,  was  removed  from  the  seat  of 
government  and  his  territory  confiscated. 

The  Robinsons  lived  in  apartments  in  the 
upper  storey  of  the  pjalace,  and  I  remarked  it 
as    peculiar    that,    instead   of  entering  the 
building  in  the  usual  way, 
through  the  doors  on  the 
basement,  these  were  all 
closed  and  barred,  and  we 
ascended    to    the    upper 
storey  by  ail  iron  staircase 
or  ladder  attached  to  the 
outside  wall,  and  entered 
immediately   into   a  very 
large,  long,  and  lofty  hall, 
running  for  a  considerable 
distance  along  the  front  of 
the  building.      This   hall 
or  room  contained   many 
high    windows.     Through 
a  door  at  one  side  of  the 
room  we  entered  another 
of  precisely  the  same  size 
and  shape,  running  parallel 
with  the  one  we  had  just 
passed    through  ;    this 
•  second  room  was  used  by 
the  Robinsons  as  a  dining- 
room,  and  was  lighted  by 
windows  at   the  far  end. 
At  the  back  of  this  room 
was    another,    of    exactly 
the  same  dimensions,  entered  by  a  similar 
door    at     the    side    of    the    dining-room  ; 
this    third     room    was    the    drawing-room. 
At    the    far    end     of    this    drawing-room, 
towards   the  centre  of  the   building,  was  a 
door  leading  into  the  bedroom,  and  beyond 
that    again    another    door    led   out  of  the 
bedroom  into  a  bathroom. 

It  must  be  distinctly  understood  there 
were  four  very  large,  double  cube-shaped 
rooms,  one  immediately  behind  the  other, 
all  running  parallel. 
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My  host  took  me  in  to  dinner.  Towards 
the  end  of  dinner  some  remark  had  been 
made  about  the  excellence  of  the  food,  and 
I  said  : — 

"  What  a  first-rate  cook  you  must  have  ! 
How  lucky  you  are  to  possess  such  a  clever 
servant ! " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Colonel  Robinson,  "  he's  a 
splendid  man,  but  he  is  leaving  us,  more's 
the  pity." 

"  I  would  never  let  him  go,"  I  answered. 
"  He  must  be  a  treasure  of  a  cook." 

"  He  won't  stay  ;  I  only  wish  he  would. 
We've  done  all  we  could  to  persuade  him." 

"  Oh,  raise  his  wages,"  I  said,  "  double  his 
pay.     Won't  that  be  inducement  enough  ?  " 

"  We  have  done  that  already,  long  ago, 
but  still  he  will  insist  upon  leaving  at  the 
end  of  the  month.  None  of  our  servants 
will  stay  with  us,  and  we  have  to  get  new 
men  from  a  distance,  even  from  as  far  off  as 
Agra  and  Amballa." 

"Can't  you  get  servants  in  the  district? 
Why  do  you  send  so  far  away  for  them  ?  "  I 
inquired. 

He  replied,  "  Not  a  soul  for  miles  round 
would  come  and  take  service  here.  When 
first  we  came  we  were  told  as  much." 

"  How  strange  !  Why,  I  should  think 
they  would  be  delighted  to  come  to  you  and 
Mrs.  Robinson.  You  must  be  such  a  kind 
master  and  mistress." 

He  laughed  as  he  said,  "  Oh  !  that's  not 
the  reason  we  can't  keep  them  ;  they  like  us 
well  enough,  but  it's  the  place  they  don't  like. 
This  house  is  haunted,  you  know,  and  not 
a  man- jack  of  them  will  stay  in  it.  Your  men 
who  have  come  with  you  this  evening  will  be 
told  all  about  it,  and  I  venture  to  say  they 
wouldn't  remain  here  the  night  through  if 
you  asked  them  to." 

"  How  very  ridiculous  !  How  silly  they 
are  to  believe  in  such  nonsense  !  " 

"  Oh,  no,  it's  not  nonsense ;  the  place  is 
haunted  right  enough  !  " 

"  I,  for  one,  don't  believe  in  haunted 
houses,"  I  remarked,  in  my  youthful  inex- 
perience. I  felt  somewhat  piqued,  as  I 
thought  he  was  poking  fun  at  me.  I  looked 
across  the  table  at  Mrs.  Robinson  and  said, 
in  a  raised  voice : — 

"  I  think  Colonel  Robinson  must  imagine 
I  am  a  very  stupid  person ;  he  is  trying  to 
make  me  believe  such  nonsense — that  this 
place  is  haunted  and  servants  won't  remain 
here." 

I  had  hardly  made  this  inopportune  remark 
when  Mrs.  Robinson,  with  a  very  uncomfort- 
able look  on  her  face  and  a  quick  side-glarice 


at  her  little  boy,  said,  in  a  subdued  voice  : 
**  Oh,  yes,  it's  all  true.  By  and  by  I'll  tell 
you  ail  about  it — not  now." 

I  instantly  perceived  she  did  not  want  her 
child  to  hear  any  remarks  on  the  subject ;  of 
course,  the  native  servants,  not  understanding 
English,  were  unconsidered. 

Seeing  my  mistake,  I  turned  to  Colonel 
Robinson  and  apologized  for  my  unbelief. 
At  the  conclusion  of  dinner,  as  I  passed  out 
of  the  dining-room  into  the  drawing-room 
with  Mrs.  Robinson,  I  told  her  I  quite  thought 
her  husband  was  making  fun  of  me,  and  I 
only  appealed  to  her  in  order  to  stop  the 
conversation. 

Then  she  said,  "  If  it  would  interest  you,  I 
will  tell  you  all  there  is  to  know — full  par- 
ticulars about  everything — whilst  we  are 
alone." 

I  assured  her  I  should  be  very  glad  if  she 
would  do  so. 

We  seated  ourselves  before  a  blazing  wood 
fire  which  was  burning  in  a  large,  open  fire- 
place surmounted  by  a  long,  wide  mantel- 
piece which  was  edged  with  a  very  handsome 
peacock- feather  valance  or  border. 

As  nearly  as  I  can,  I  shall  describe  the 
strange  narrative  in  her  own  graphic  words. 

It  is  fifteen  years  ago  (she  said)  since  my 
husband  was  ordered  to  this  place.  We  were 
very  glad  to  come,  because  the  climate  is 
good  here  and  the  appointment  a  permanent 
one;  but  when  we  arrived  in  Hissar  we 
found,  to  our  dismay,  there  was  no  arrange- 
ment about  quarters  for  us.  After  thorough 
investigation  we  hit  upon  the  idea  of  using  a 
portion  of  the  closed-up  old  palace,  which 
was  as  strongly  built  as  a  fortress  and  in 
as  good  repair  as  one  could  desire — it  only 
wanted  cleaning  up  and  generally  ventilating, 
and  our  dwelling-rooms  would  be  sumptuous. 

My  husband  gave  the  necessary  orders,  we 
selected  the  rooms  we  wished  to  inhabit,  but 
— and  here  came  the  hitch — though  we  had 
no  difficulty  in  taking  possession  or  going 
into  residence,  we  were  told  that  if  we  lived 
in  the  palace  we  should  certainly  never  have 
a  servant  to  wait  on  us  there,  as  the  place  was 
haunted  and  had  a  very  bad  name.  Such 
wicked  things  had  been  done  in  it  that  the 
natives  of  the  place  were  frightened  of  it. 
We  thought  all  this  very  foolish,  and  that 
probably,  for  some  reason  unknown,  the 
people  wanted  to  keep  us  out  of  it ;  but  we 
determined  to  take  no  notice  of  what  was 
said,  beyond  assuring  the  natives  we  had  no 
fear  of  any  kind,  and  forthwith  domicile^ 
ourselves  in  the  palace, 
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Truth  was  uppermost,  so  far  as  our  not 
being  able  to  procure  servants  was  concerned. 
Not  a  single  man,  woman,  or  child  would 
come  to  us  in  that  place,  and  even  the  few 
old  servants  we  had  brought  with  us  left 
shortly  after  our  arrival,  making  the  usual 
lame  excuse  for  going. 

We  determined  to  get  a  fresh  staff  of 
servants  from  a  distance,  and  by  giving  them 
extra  good  pay  make  them  contented  to 
remain  with  us  in  spite  of  any  local  opposi- 
tion. We  settled  ourselves  very  comfortably, 
and,  as  nothing  out  of  the  way  happened  to 
disturb  our  equanimity,  we  soon  forgot  all 
the  silly  talk  we  had  heard  on  our  first 
arrival,  or,  rather,  what  we  imagined  was 
foolishness,  until  we  were  suddenly  and 
unpleasantly  brought  to  another  way  of 
thinking. 

One  night  we  had  gone  to  bed  as  usual, 
when,  just  as  I  was  falling  asleep,  I  heard  my 
husband,  as  I  supposed,  fumbling  about 
with  my  bunch  of  keys,  trying  to  unlock  the 
wardrobe.  I  always  adopted  the  Indian 
habit  of  placing  my  keys  and  watch  under 
my  pillow.  I  had  not  noticed  my  husband 
getting  out  of  bed  nor  his  withdrawal  of  the 
keys,  but  thinking  I  must  have  dozed  off, 
and  wondering  what  he  was  doing  at  the 
wardrobe,  I  said  : — 

"  George,  what's  the  matter !  What  do 
you  want  out  of  the  wardrobe  at  this  time  of 
night?" 

There  was  a  dim  light  in  the  room;  as  you 
know,  one  always  keeps  a  little  light  burning 
at  night  in  this  country.  I  did  not  turn 
round  to  see  what  he  was  doing  at  the  far 
end  of  the  room  where  the  wardrobe  stood, 
for  I  was  very  sleepy,  but  as  I  received  no 
reply  to  my  question  and  the  keys  con- 
tinued to  rattle,  I  looked  over  my  shoulder, 
and  to  my  surprise,  instead  of  seeing 
my  husband  opening  the  wardrobe,  as  I 
supposed,  met  his  wide-open  eyes  staring 
in  my  face  close  by  my  side  in  bed.  He 
had  momentarily  fallen  asleep,  and  either  I 
had  wakened  him  with  my  voice  or  the 
rattle,  which  still  continued,  had  disturbed 
him,  as  it  had  me.  He  said  he  thought  I 
was  responsible  for  the  noise  ;  that  I  had 
been  rattling  my  big  bunch  of  housekeeping 
keys,  and  wondered  what  I  was  doing.  When 
seeking  for  an  explanation,  we  each  assured 
the  other  we  had  not  touched  the  keys, 
and  to  prove  we  were  neither  of  us  making  a 
mistake  I  drew  them  forthwith  from  under 
my  pillow.  This  was  extraordinary  !  We 
sat  up  in  bed  and  stared  at  each  other,  very 
wide  awake. 


The  sound  continued,  louder  and  louder  ; 
not  like  the  rattle  of  a  bunch  of  keys,  but 
rather  the  shaking  of  chains  in  the  far 
distance.  It  was  not  we  alone  who  were 
disturbed  by  the  unaccountable  noise,  for 
two  fine  hounds,  very  great  favourites  of 
ours,  that  always  slept  in  one  comer  of  our 
bedroom,  were  roused  by  it.  They  both 
stood  up,  stretched  themselves,  and  gave  a 
deep  growl. 

The  extraordinary  sound  came  nearer 
and  nearer  and  still  louder.  It  seemed 
to  us  like  the  rattle  of  heavy  chains  being 
dragged  along  stone  passages  and  the  dull, 
hard  thud  of  elephants'  feet.  Thud  !  thud  ! 
thud  !  it  came.  Tramp  !  tramp  !  tramp  ! 
Rattle  !  rattle  !  rattle  !  The  sound  was  abso- 
lutely incomprehensible  and  alarming,  as  it 
came  nearer  and  nearer,  louder  and  clearer. 

"  What  an  extraordinary  thing  1 "  my  hus- 
band said.  "  What  can  it  be  ?  Somebody 
must  be  up  to  tricks  of  some  sort.  I  must 
find  out  what  this  means." 

He  sprang  out  of  bed,  turned  up  the  lamp, 
took  the  bunch  of  keys  in  his  hand,  unlocked 
the  wardrobe  and  lifted  from  it  a  loaded  five- 
chambered  revolver,  slipped  on  his  camel- 
hair  dressing-gown,  went  into  the  bathroom, 
fetched  out  a  hurricane  lantern  that  used  to 
burn  there  at  night,  and,  turningN  to  me, 
said  : — 

"  You  stay  here,  dear  "-^for  he  saw  me 
hastily  putting  on  my  dressing-gown.  I  told 
him  I  very  much  preferred  going  with  him, 
as  I  thought,  choosing  between  two  evils, 
it  would  be  the  lesser  one.  I  very  much 
objected  to  being  left  alone  in  that  lonely 
room,  listening  to  the  gruesome  and  inex- 
plicable noise.  I  must  confess  I  was  very 
frightened. 

The  sound  came  nearer  and  louder  as  we 
spoke,  seeming  to  drown  our  voices.  My 
husband  strongly  objected  to  my  accompany- 
ing him,  and  said  it  would  be  much  better 
for  me  to  remain  in  the  room  until  he 
returned,  as  I  might  get  a  shock  if  I  went 
out,  especially  if  firearms  had  to  be  used. 
So,  in  compliance  with  his  wish,  I  remained 
behind,  sitting  on  the  side  of  the  bed.  I  was 
shivering  and  shaking  in  absolute  terror. 

My  husband  opened  the  door,  took  the 
hurricane  lamp  in  one  hand,  his  revolver  in 
the  other,  and  called  to  the  hounds  to  come 
with  him,  but  they  required  no  calling.  As 
soon  as  the  door  was  opened  they  had  rushed 
past  him  with  deep,  angry  growls,  and  had 
gone  on  ahead.     Then  my  husband  left  me. 

I  suppose  he  had  not  been  gone  for  more 
than  a  few  minutes,  though  to  me  it  seemed 
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a  long  time,  when  all  of  a  sudden  the  sounds 
completely  ceased;  not  dying  away  by  degrees, 
but  at  once,  in  a  moment.  They  had  com- 
menced, as  it  were,  in  the  far  distance  ;  then, 
when  the  noise  seemed  to  be  so  loud  it  might 
have  been  close  by,  it  absolutely  stopped,  and 
there  was  dead  silence.  This  sudden  silence 
seemed  as  strange  as  the  uncanny  sounds. 
Almost  immediately  when  the  sounds  had 
ceased  a  strange  thing  happened.  The  two 
noble  hounds  that  had  rushed  out  so  bravely 
and  fearlessly  in  front  of  my  husband 
returned,  looking  the  most  abject  sights  I 
had  ever  beheld.  They  were  crouching  on 
the  ground,  dragging  themselves  along  almost 
on  their  stomachs,  their  tails  between  their 
legs,  their  bodies  quivering  with  fear,  and 
making  moaning  sounds.  I  spoke  to  them 
and  called  them  by  name,  but  they  took  not 
the  slightest  notice  of  me.  I  went  up  to  them 
and  tried  to  touch  them,  to  comfort  them, 
but  they  shrank  past  me  and  crawled  under 
the  bed  beyond  my  reach,  and  there  they 
lay  moaning  and  trembling.  My  heart  ached 
for  them  ;  I  knew  they  had  had  some  terrible 
shock,  and,  as  my  belief  is  the  same  as  many 
others — that  dogs  possess  a  kind  of  second- 
sight — my  fear  was  not  lessened,  though  they 
occupied  my  thoughts  till  my  husband  came 
back  into  the  room. 


"  Well,"  I  said,  "what  is  it?  What  is  the 
matter  ?  What  have  you  seen  ?  Just  look 
at  those  poor  hounds— what  a  terror  they  are 
in  !    They  have  certainly  seen  something." 

"  Well,  I  have  not,"  he  said.  "  I  cannot 
understand  what  all  this  means.  As  I  went 
through  one  room  into  the  other  the  sounds 
seemed  to  come  nearer  and  nearer,  as  if  they 
were  meeting  me;  then,  when  I  got  to  the 
far  room  of  all,  where  the  cause  of  the  noise, 
whatever  it  was,  seemed  to  be,  the  sounds 
ceased  in  an  instant.  Before  I  got  half-way 
there  I  met  the  hounds  coming  back  in 
the  state  you  saw  them  now.  What  has 
happened  to  them  and  what  they've  seen  I 
don't  know ;  but  I  mean^  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  it  if  I  can." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  I  said. 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  *'  I'll  put  on  my  clothes 
and  call  the  servants  in  from  the  compound 
and  search  every  part  of  this  building,  down 
to  the  very  dungeons.  Whatever  it  is,  I'll 
unearth  it." 

**  Very  well,"  I  said,  "  I'll  dress,  too,  and 
go  with  you." 

My  husband  hastily  put  on  his  things  and, 
going  to  the  butler's  quarters  in  the  com- 
pound, told  him  to  rouse  the  servants  to 
come  and  make  a  thorough  search  of  the 
whole  place.     It  took  us  a  long  time  to  gd 
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over  that  ewtire  building,  and  in  the  cold 
winter  night,  for  it  was  just  Christmas-time, 
as  it  is  now,  it  was  anything  but  pleasant  to 
be  roaming  through  those  many  vacant  rooms 
and  dank  and  noisome  dungeons.  Well,  we 
discovered  nothing,  no  trace  whatever  of 
anything,  not  even  men's  footprints  in  the 
accumulated  dust  of  the  lower  rooms,  and 
certainly  no  footprint  of  an  elephant.  We 
traversed  long  stone  corridors,  endless 
passages,  and  stately  halls,  with  the  remains 
of  past  splendour  clinging  to  them,  but 
nothing  did  we  see  to  account  for  our  recent 
experiences  or  bring  our  search  to  a  satis- 
factory termination.  We  were  absolutely  as 
much  mystified  at  the  end  of  it  as  we  were 
at  the  begmning,  and  we  eventually  went 
back  to  bed,  thoroughly  tired  out  and  foiled, 
and  at  last  we  fell  asleep. 

Now  I  must  tell  you  a  strange  and  sad 


thing  that  happ)ened.  When  we  woke  in 
the  morning  our  beautiful,  noble  hounds 
were  lying  cold  and  stark  under  our  bed, 
quite  dead  !  We  could  hardly  credit  it 
when  we  saw  them,  but  it  was  too  trua  We 
had  done  what  we  could  to  cheer  and  comfort 
them  before  sleeping,  yet  they  continued  to 
shiver  and  shake  violently,  and  we  could  not 
induce  them  to  come  but  from  under  the 
bed,  so  we  thought  it  best  to  leave  them 
alone,  trusting  they  would  eventually  become 
calm,  would  sleep,  and  be  all  right  by  the 
morning.  Had  we  realized  that  theirs  would 
be  the  sleep  of  death,  I  am  sure  there  would 
have  been  no  sleep  for  either  of  us  that 
night. 

The   next   day   there   was  a    commotion. 

Most  of  our  servants  told  us  their  mothers 

had  "  gone  sick,  "  and  they  must  go  to  their 

"ghurlog."     The  inevitable  had  come;  our 

frightened   servants  departed, 

and    the    constant    changing 

of  domestics  commenced. 


TRAVRRSRP  LONG  STONE  CORRIDORS,  F.NDI.ESS  I'ASSAOBS,  AND  STATE UV  HALLS," 


"  What  an  extraordinary 
account ! "  I  said.  "  Did  you 
ever  hear  the  strange  noises 
again  ?  " 

"Yes,  often,"  she  replied, 
"and  always  in  precisely  the 
same  manner,  commencing  as 
from  a  distance,  then  coming 
nearer  and  louder,  until  quite 
suddenly  they  cease  entirely. 
We  have  always  noticed  they 
come  on  particular  days,  festi- 
vals, holidays— either  English 
or  native." 

I  asked  my  hostess  whether 
there  was  any  possible  solution 
of  the  mystery. 

"Well,"  she  said,  "you 
know  we  try  to  put  two  and 
two  together.  There  is  no 
doubt  that  horrible  deeds 
were  done  in  the  palace. 
There  was  a  terrible  mutiny 
and  massacre  in  Hissar,  and 
the  Rajah  of  the  place  was  a 
wicked,  cruel  man  ;  not  only 
was  he  treacherous  to  our 
people,  but  he  was  inhuman 
to  his  own.  It  was  an  au- 
thentic fact  that  he  kept 
elephants  trained  to  destroy 
people.  If  any  of  his  unfor- 
tunate wives  in  his  harem 
displeased  him,  they  used  to  be 
thrown  into  the  underground 
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dungeons  of  this  palace ;  elephants,  trained 
as  executioners,  were  led  in  to  them,  and 
would  either  trample  the  women  to  death  or 
twist  their  poor  victims  up  in  their  trunks, 
wave  them  round  in  the  air,  and  dash  them 
against  the  walls  or  on  the  stone  floor  of  the 
dungeons.  Oh !  I  have  heard  that  the  atroci- 
ties which  took  place  were  terrible. 


fastened,  and  they  were  literally  hacked  to 
pieces,  not  a  soul  amongst  them  being  left  alive. 
"  When  our  brave  soldiers  arrived,  too  late 
to  save  them,  a  ghastly  sight  met  their  gaze. 
They  found  the  room  ankle-deep  in  blood, 
gory  bodies  lying  one  on  the  top  of  another 
in  a  mass,  battered  brains  and  clotted  hair 
sticking   to  the  sides  of  the  walls,  and   the 


"KLBPHANTS,    TKAINKD  as    executioners,    were   I.ED   IN   TO   THEM.' 


"  In  the  Mutiny  days  many  lives  were  lost 
here.  This  used  to  be  a  military  station  of 
minor  importance  An  officer  holding  the 
same  appointment  as  my  husband  does  now 
was  playing  chess  with  another  official,  when 
a  servant  rushed  into  their  presence  and 
told  them  a  number  of  *  sowars'  had  arrived 
from  Delhi.  The  native  troops  and 
inhabitants  rose  at  once.  Some  of  the 
Europeans  fled,  and  Mr.  Taylor,  the  official 
in  charge,  though  severely  wounded,  even- 
tually escaped  ;  but  seven  unfortunate 
European  men  and  seven  women,  with 
fifteen  poor  little  children  and  two  Eurasian 
women,  perished  miserably. 

"  They  sent  to  the  Rajah  and  prayed  that 
he  would  protect  them.  This  he  promised 
to  do  if  they  would  proceed  at  once  to  the 
palace.  The  terrified  people  put  their  trust 
in  him  and  fled  to  this  palace ;  but  as  soon  as 
they  arrived  they  were  all  collected  in  the 
room  I  use  as  my  bathroom  now.  Native 
soldiers  rushed  in  to    them,  the  door  was 


door  hacked  with  sabre-cuts,  the  marks  of 
which  are  there  to  this  day.  You  can  see 
them  on  the  door  now. 

"  To  crown  the  fiendish  brutality  that  had 
been  wreaked  on  those  betrayed  fugitives, 
sixteen  bodies  were  headless,  and  when  our 
soldiers  entered  this  room  in  which  we  are 
now  sitting,  on  this  very  mantelpiece  they  saw 
sixteen  blood- bedaubed  heads,  all  placed  up- 
right, in  a  row,  from  one  end  of  it  to  the  other. 

"  It  is  on  record  that  those  infuriated 
English  soldiers  rushed  back  into  that  room 
of  carnage,  and,  with  fierce  oaths  upon  their 
lips,  dipped  their  swords  into  the  gory  mass 
and  swore  before  Heaven  they  would  kill  the 
natives  as  long  as  they  could  hold  their 
swords  in  their  hands.  Is  it  to  be  wondered 
at,  in  a  building  where  such  terrible  deeds 
have  been  done,  strange  phenomena  should 
take  place  ?  " 

As  Mrs.  Robinson  said  these  words  my 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  mantelpiece,  and 
horror  was  in  my  heart, 
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H"E  shyness  of  the  deer  has 
passed  into  a  proverb,  and  it 
was.with  much  daring  of  idea, 
therefore,'  that  the  late  Mr. 
S.  E.  Waller  painted  "Un- 
invited Guests."  But  this  artist 
knew  these  graceful  creatures  as  few  men 
can  know  them.  In  patiently  sketching  their 
picturesque  capers  and  delightful  poses  Mr. 
Waller  often  experienced  their  shyness  to  the 
vexation  of  his  artistic  purpose ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  learned  to  know  also  how,  with 
an  untiring  and  -  tactful  cultivation  of  their 
friendship,  this  shyness  can  be  overcome  and 
their  confidence  gained,  as  it  has  evidently 
been  gained  by  the  young  lady  in  his  pictuie. 
The  two  deer,  with  a  fawn,  have  apparently 
followed  her  from  the  park  into  the  hall  of 
one  of  those  old  ancestral  mansions  that  Mr. 
Waller  delighted  to  paint,  whilst  a  fourth  is 
fearlessly  entering  at  the  door.  Most  of  Mr. 
Waller's  subjects,  which  engraving  has  made 
so  familiar  to  us,  are  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
but  the  costume  of  the  young  lady,  whose 
grace  of  figure  rivals  that  of  her  uninvited 
guests,  shows  that  this  picture  is  of  the  date 
— 1878 — at  which  it  was  painted.  The  artist 
was  then  a  young  man  of  twenty>eight,  and  its 
purchase  from  the  walls  of  the  Royal  Academy 
did  credit  to  the  discerning  taste  of  its  present 
owner,  Mr.  W.  Y.  Baker,  who  probably  fore- 
saw the  reputation  which  Mr.  Waller  achieved 
with  such  works  as  "The  Day  of  Reckoning" 
and  "  The  Runaway  Match  "  before  his  com- 
paratively early  death  two  or  three  years  ago. 
"  Charity,"  which  bears  the  date  1870,  was 
one  of  the  earliest  works  of  Mr.  Briton 
Riviere,  R.A.,  the  famous  animal  painter. 
The  picture  illustrates  a  theme— the  pathos 
of  animal  in  association  with  that  of  human 
life -with  which  Mr.  Riviere's  art  has  more 
than  once  made  powerful  appeal  to  our  sym- 


pathies. A  ragged  outcast,' seated '  on ;  the 
doorstep  of  a  church,  is  sharing  iier  last  crust 
with  two  starving  dogs  such  as  i  Were  com- 
monly seen  in  the  streets  of  Lortdbn  thirty 
years  ago.  The  black  lurcher  is  lickingi  the 
crumbs  off  the  girl's  hand,  his  eyes  eloquent 
with  gratitude,  whilst  the  white '  fox-terrier 
has  his  paws  on  her  knee,  eagerly  awaiting 
his  mouthful.  There  is  snow  oil  the  ground, 
.suggestive  of  Christmas-time;  and  on!  the 
wall  of  the  church,  in  significant  comment  on 
the  scene,  will  be  perceived  the  notice  of  a 
sermon  in  aid  of  some  charity. 

The  picture  was  painted  under  some  diffi- 
culties, Mr.  Riviere  recalls,  owing  to  his 
living  in  the  country — in  a  rural  paft  of 
Kent,  we  believe— at  the  time.  In  a  land  of 
such  plenty,  for  the  canine  species  it  was 
almost  impossible  to  find  two  dogs  lean 
enough  to  pose  for  the  picture,  and  the 
beggar-girl  had  to  be  painted  from  the  robust 
little  daughter  of  a  yeoman  farmer.  In 
London,  to  which  the  artist  shortly  after- 
wards removed,  there  would  have  been  little 
trouble,  unfortunately,  in  finding  models  for 
all  three  figures  that  could  have  been  repro- 
duced from  the  life.  In  working  at  "  Charity" 
Mr.  Riviere,  who  was  then  about  thirty,  had 
the  advantage  of  encouragement  and  advice 
from  Millais  and  Pettie,  two  artists  in  the 
heyday  of  brilliant  careers  to  whom  he  was  a 
promising  beginner.  The  picture  was  duly 
accepted  for  the  Academy,  where  it  was  pur- 
chased by  Sir  Coutts  Lindsay,  from  whose 
hands  it  passed  into  those  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Wantage,  and  now  hangs  in  the  gallery  at 
Lockinge,  Wantage,  Berkshire. 

It  is  not  too  much  to  say,  as  M.  Renan 
said  when  he  fir.st  beheld  Heinrich  Hofmann's 
"  Gethsemane,"  "This  is  by  far  the  finest 
realization  of  the  poetical  concept  of  Jesus  I 
have  ever  seen,  or  perhaps  ever  will  be  wrought 
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by  the  hand  of  man.  I  greatly  admired 
M.  Munkacsy's  *  Christ  Before  Pilate,'  but 
in  strength  and  vividness  that  picture  is  not 
comparable  to  this,  or  in  the  appeal  it  makes 
to  the  sympathies."  Similar  encomiums  have 
been  expressed  by  many  of  the  leading  men 
on  the  Continent,  and  it  is  known  that 
"  Getlisemane "  is  one  of  the  favourite 
pictures  of  the  German  Emperor,  who  has 
two  copies  of  it  framed  in  the  Royal  palaces. 
Never,  perhaps,  was  painted  a  more  striking 
representation  of  the  Saviour's  agony  —  of 
that  moving  scene  in  the  garden  where  He 
"  went  forward  a  little  and  fell  on  the  ground, 


of  Jerusalem  silhouetted  against  the  lightening 
horizon.  "Gethsemane  "  is  one  of  the  finest 
examples  of  the  modern  school  of  religious 
painting. 

The  chief  interest  which  attaches  to 
M.  Gervex's  "  Winter,"  which  shows  us  the 
head  of  a  charming  girl,  apparelled  in  furs, 
with  a  background  of  falling  snow-flakes,  is 
the  singular  fate  which  overtook  the  model,  a 
Mile.  Lafontaine.  This  young  lady  was  not 
a  professional  model,  but  had  sat,  neverthe- 
less, to  some  of  the  most  eminent  French 
painters,  and  had  previously  impersonated 
"Summer"  for  this  same  artist.     When  she 


"UNINVITED  GUESTS.* 


By  S.  E.  waller. 


(By  pernii>sion  of  W.  V.  B.iker,  F.sq.) 


and  prayed  that,  if  it  were  possible,  the  hour 
might  pass  from  Him."  It  has  been  stated 
that  the  artist's  treatment  of  the  subject  was 
the  result  of  a  dream,  in  which  everything 
appeared  to  him  as  he  afterwards  put  it  on 
canvas.  For  some  weeks  he  had  been  per- 
plexed just  as  to  what  pose  his  central  figure 
should  assume,  and  he  had  made  numerous 
studies  which  were  cast  aside  as  unworthy. 
It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that,  striking 
as  the  man's  features  were  who  sat  as 
model,  they  have  become  transfigured  and 
glorified  in  the  hands  of  the  master.  We 
see  in  the  dim  obscurity  of  the  background 
a  group   of  the   disciples   and  the  outlines 


was  asked  to  pose  for  a  companion  picture, 
"  Winter,"  Mile.  Lafontaine,  greatly  to  the 
painter's  surprise,  expressed  the  deepest 
reluctance,  saying  that  she  dreaded  winter, 
that  her  mother  had  died  of  exposure  in  a 
snowstorm,  and  that  she  would  only  be  tempt- 
ing fate.  The  painter  laughed  and  explained 
that  the  sitting  for  "  Winter "  would  only 
involve  a  posing  for  the  head  in  furs,  chiefly 
in  his  studio,  with  only  one  or  two  outdoor 
sittings  to  get  the  effect  of  snow-clad  trees 
and  the  falling  flakes,  and  that  there  would 
be  no  exposure  at  all.  Whereupon  the  sitter 
explained  that  she  had  a  curious  superstition 
on  the  subject ;  that  Mile.  Granier,  who  had 
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sat  to  the  painter  Brissot  for  that  artist's 
"Winter,''  had  actually  caught  a  chill  and 
died  ten  days  afterwards  of  pneumonia 
Mile.  Lafontaine  ultimately  was  coaxed  out 
of  her  fears,  and,  yielding  to  the  painter's 
entreaties,  gave  him  twelve  sittings  for  the 
picture.  But  so  strong  was  the  force  of 
suirgestion  that  towards  the  end  she  invari- 
ably complained  of  feeling  cold,  de:pite  the 
fact  that  the  studio  was  very  warm  and  the 
weather  outside  not  cold  even  for  December. 


analogous  cases  in  the  annals  of  modern 
painting,  as  witness  the  youth  of  honour- 
able antecedents  who  sat  to  Frederick  Walker 
as  a  burglar,  and  a  few  weeks  later  was  actually 
arrested  in  the  act  of  burglary  ;  or  the  model 
who  sat  for  the  executioner  of  Charles  I., 
whose  fancied  crime,  we  are  told,  afterwards 
drove  him  to  the  madhouse. 

Few  scenes  are  said  to  appeal  more  to  the 
ICnglishman  than  those  connected  with  the 
racecourse  and  the  hunting-field.     Of  these, 


"CHARITV." 

(Hy  permission  of  L'ldy  Wantaijf, 


Bv  BRITON   RIVI£RE,  R.A. 

r(.pyri;:ht  liy  Me>«irs.   Raphael  Tuck  &  Sons,  pubH<.hers  of  ihc  photogravure  ) 


When  M.  Gervex  laughingly  called  her 
"  Mademoiselle  L'Hiver"  (Miss  Winter)  she 
threw  up  her  hands  nnd  implored  him  not  to 
call  her  so.  Some  time  afterwards,  when  the 
famous  Dr.  Charcot's  attention  was  drawn  to 
the  case,  he  stated  that  it  was  purely  one  of 
suggestion,  which  had  acted  on  the  nerves 
and  actually  induced  physical  disorder.  At 
any  rate,  the  young  lady  continued  to  com- 
plain of  cold,  took  to  her  bed,  and,  a  fort- 
night after  the  final  sitting  for  this  picture  of 
"  Winter,"  died  of  pneumonia.  The  story 
was  taken  up  by  the  Paris  newspapers  and 
the  scientific  reviews,  with  the  result  that,  for 
a  time,  this  picture  had  a  great  popularity. 
It  remains  to  be  added  that  there  have  been 


none  offers  more  thrilling  excitement  than 
a  well-ridden  steeplechase.  In  Mr.  Blinks's 
[)icture  the  competitors  are  seen  in  full 
motion.  It  is  the  most  critical  moment  of 
the  race.  Much  has  been  staked  on  the 
favourite,  when,  lo  !  just  as  he  has  cleared 
the  hedge  and  his  rider  thinks  he  is  safely 
over  the  creek,  his  hind  legs  slip  on  the 
treacherous  marge  and  he  is  down.  That  is 
the  cry  which  springs  from  a  thousand 
throats—**  He  is  down  !  i'he  favourite  is 
down !  *'  From  that  catastrophe  he  can 
never  recover.  Before  he  can  regain  his  legs 
several  of  his  rivals  have  passed  him  and  the 
race  is  won  and  lost. 

It  is  not  often  we  get  such  a  vivid  and 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ART   FAVOURITES   AT  HOME    AND    ABROAD. 


CETHSEMANE."  By  HEINRICH   HOFMANN. 

(By  permission  of  the  Berlin  Photographic  Co.,  London  and  New  York.) 
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unconventional 
glimpse  of  fairy- 
1  a  n  d  as  M. 
Latoucheaffords 
in  his  tableau, 
"The  Fairies' 
Garden." 

"  The  fairy  in 
my  picture," 
writes  M.  La- 
touche,  "  is  de- 
scending into 
her  enchanted 
garden,  filled 
with  flowers. 
She  seats  her- 
self by  the  side 
of  the  basin 
and  at  the  foot 
of  the  statue, 
and  having 
culled  cherries 
as  a  kind  of 
amulets  for  her 
ears,  she  calls 
the  genius  of 
the  wood  (the 
faun  or  satyr), 
with  his  melo- 
dious flute,  who, 
inspired,  cele- 


•'  WINTER."  Bv  H.  GERVEX. 

(By  permission  of  A.  Le  Vasseur  &  Co.,  Paris,  Owners  of  the  Copyright) 


brates  the  joy 
of  Nature  and 
the  love  of 
flowers.  At  the 
same  time  the 
little  sprites  hid- 
den in  the  grass 
surge  forth, 
dancing  their 
joyous  round, 
while  the  pet 
monkey  sports 
with  the  drops 
of  water  in  the 
basin." 

As  may 
guessed, 
proved 
simple  matter 
for  the  artist  to 
group  his  figures 
and  give  them 
the  poetry  of 
motion,  not  to 
mention  the  task 
of  enduing  each 
with  a  distinc- 
tive character  of 
her  own,  ^aVid 
yet  one  properly 
belonging  to  the 


be 

it 

n  o 


'A  STEEPLECHASE— THE  WATER."  By  THOMAS   BLINKS. 

Copyright,  1904,  by  Photosraphische  Gesellschaft. 
(Hy  p.Mmivsion  of  the  Berlin  Photographic  Co.,  London  and  New  York.) 
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denizens  of  fairyland.  It  will  be  noticed 
that  M.  Latouche  has  successfully  resisted 
the  temptation  to  bestow  wings  on  his  fairies, 
and  this  naturally  led  to  some  perhaps 
captious  criticism  when  the  picture  was  first 


Tradition  have  clothed  the  heroes  and 
heroines  of  mythology.  Thus  Diana  is 
painted  without  her  bow,  Mercury  with- 
out his  helmet  and  ss^ndals,  and  Venus 
without  her  beauty.     Wingless  angels  being 


'THE  FAIRIES-  GARDEN.  By  G.  LATOUCHK. 

(By  permission  of  Goupil  &  Co..  25,  Bedford  Street.  Strand.  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


exhibited.  "  VVe  have  noted  a  tendency," 
wrote  one  critic,  "in  the  painters  of  the 
younger  generation  who  undertake  classical 
or  fanciful  subjects  to  aim  at  originality 
by  abandoning  all  the  traditional  attributes 
and     accessories    with     which    Poetry    and 


now  the  rule,  it  only  remained  for  M.  Latouche 
to  clip  the  wings  from  his  fairies  and  make 
them  move  about  by  an  invisible  agency — 
perhaps  psychic  force."  To  this  the  artist 
might  have  replied  in  the  spirit  of  one  far 
greater  who  was  severely  taken  to  task  for 
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bestowing  six  toes  on  one  of  his  angels. 
"  Who  ever,"  cried  his  critic,  .''saw  an  angel 
with  six  toes  ?  "  "  Who,"  replied  the  painter, 
"ever  saw  one  with  less  ?  " 

On  no  picture  of  recent  years  has  deep 
emotion  been  better  painted  than  Mr.  Frank 
Dicksee,  R.A.,  has  painted  it  in  "The 
Confession."  The  relationship  between  the 
man  and  the  woman  is  left  vague — it  is  Mr. 
Dicksee's  way  in  some  of  his  subject-pictures 
to  be  a  little  enigmatical — although  the 
probabilities  would  strongly  point  to  that  of 


her  revelation  has  given  rise  in  his  heart  and 
soul.  The  sternly-set  features  and  the 
swollen  veins  on  the  uplifted  hand  would 
seem  to  indicate  an  anger  which  he  is 
restraining  with  difficulty,  and  she  evidently 
fears  the  worst.  The  man,  it  may  be  noted, 
is  wearing  a  black  Inverness  travelling  cape, 
such  as  were  fashionable  a  few  years  ago, 
suggesting  that  he  has  just  returned  from  a 
journey,  a  long  and  arduous  journey,  to  be 
met  on  his  arrival  home  by  the  shock  of  this 
confession. 


THE  CUNKliSSlON. 


(By  permivsion  of  Lady  Wantage.) 


Bv  FRANK   DICKSEE,  R-A. 


husband.  Hut  there  can  be  no  mistaking 
the  terrible  nature  of  the  confession  which 
the  woman  is  making  to  the  man.  Her  fair 
young  face  is  wan  with  suffering,  her  slender 
figure,  clad  in  a  loose,  flowing  white  robe,  is 
bent  forward  from  the  armchair  in  which  she 
is  seated,  and  the  outstretched  hands  are  fast 
entwined,  the  whole  attitude  vividly  exjjress- 
ing  remorse,  suspense,  nervous  excitement. 
I  he  early  evening  light  falls  upon  the  stricken 
fi<j;iire  fiom  the  curtained  window,  but  the 
man  is  sitlint^  with  his  back  to  it,  and  she 
can  divine  little  from  the  darkened  f^ice, 
partly  hidden  by  the  hand  upon  which  it 
rests,  as  to   the   poiirnant   emotion   \i)  which 


'*  The  Confession  "  was  Mr.  Dicksee's  chief 
contribution  to  the  Royal  Academy  in  1896, 
when  it  was  at  once  bought  by  Lord  Wantage 
for  his  collection  at  Lockinge.  In  1900  it 
won  a  silver  medal  at  the  Paris  Exhibition. 

in  the  next  picture  —  "  Paying  Her 
Respects  to  His  High  Mightiness,"  by  Tito 
Conti,  and  now  in  the  galleries  of  the  Royal 
Hollo  way  College — we  are  introduced  to  a 
seventeenth  century  interior — at  the  period 
when  Mazarin  was  all-powerful  in  France. 
Michelet  tells  us  that  Anne  of  Austria  was 
surrounded  by  a  thousand  priceless  gifts 
which  her  admirers  and  satellites  had  sent  to 
her  from  every  corner  of  the  earth,  and  that 
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"PAYING   HER   RESPECTS   TO   HIS   HIGH   MIGHTINESS."  By  TITO  CONTI 

(By  permi>^ion  ot  ih-.'  (iuvernois  of  the  Kuynl  Holloway  College.) 
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'  PAPILLON.  •  Bv  C  De  LORT. 

(By  permission  of  Goupil  &  Ca,  25,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 


I  HE   ROMAN   DANCE."  Ey  C.  SACCAGGI. 

(  r.\  iKriiiissii.li  ,,f  (ioiipil  &  Co.,  25,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  London,  Owners  of  the  Copyright.) 
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her  boudoir  betrayed  not  only  her  own  passion 
for  objects  of  art,  but  also  that  of  the 
Cardinal.  Amongst  these  gifts  was  a  coloured 
china  statuette  of  that  then  almost  fabulous 
personage,  the  ruler  of  far  Cathay — at  least, 
it  was  probably  so  represented — although  we 
may  doubt  if  it  were  more  than  a  likeness 
of  one  of  his  mandarins.  It  is  a  charm- 
ing idea — that  the  lady  who  owed  allegiance 
to  no  earthly  potentate,  whose  smiles  and 
favours  were  besought  by  the  most  illustrious 
on  the  globe,  should  be  confronted  by  this 
pompous  little  effigy  as  she  emerged  from 
her  bedchamber  of  a  morning,  and  should 
graciously  make  obeisance  to  the  only  person 
who  rigidly  withheld  his  smile  and  his 
approval !  True,  the  conceit  is  not  novel, 
for  other  monarchs  have  even  prostrated 
themselves  before  their  household  pets  ; 
and  did  not  Louis  XIII.  once  profess 
to  take  his  commands  from  a  favourite 
poodle  ? 

The  vagaries  and  escapades  of  Marie 
Antoinette  in  the  young  days  of  her  queen- 
hood have  furnished  the  theme  of  many 
pens.  Once  she  hailed  a  fiacre  in  the  streets 
of  Paris,  unguardedly  revealing  herself  by 
her  remark  to  her  escort,  amidst  peals  of 
laughter,  "  Fancy  my  driving  about  in  a 
fiacre  ! "  She  was  not  afraid  to  shock  the 
courtiers  by  playing  ball,  or  battledore  and 
shuttlecock.  She  gave  out-of-door  parties 
and  children's  dances,  to  which  all  the 
inhabitants  of  Versailles  who  presented 
themselves  in  decent  apparel  were  admitted. 
She  would  even  open  the  dance  herself 
with  some  well  -  conducted  youth,  and 
afterwards  stroll  among  the  crowd  talking 
affably  to  all  the  company.  There  were  some  - 
who,  startled  at  the  unwonted  sight  of  a 
Sovereign  so  treating  her  subjects  as  fellow- 
creatures,  confessed  a  fear  that  such  familiarity 
was  not  without  its  dangers.  When  at 
Choisy  she  gave  water-parties  on  the  river  in 
boats  with  awnings,  which  she  called  gon- 
dolias,  rowing  down  as  far  as  the  very 
entrance  to  Paris.  She  developed  a  passion 
for  donkeys,  and  actually  rode  about  on  these 


animals.  Later  she  became  addicted  to  horse- 
racing  and  gaming.  She  long  continued  eager 
in  the  pursuit  of  amusement  and  novelty.  Her 
craving  for  excitement  led  her  to  attend 
masquerades  and  to  make  other  somewhat 
undignified  appearances  in  public.  On  one 
occasion,  driving  in  her  carriage  near 
Versailles,  a  peasant  child,  playing  on  the 
road,  ran  in  front  of  the  horses.  The  carriage 
was  stopped  and  the  child  taken  up.  Little 
Jacques  screamed  lustily,  kicking  the  Queen 
and  her  ladies  with  all  his  might  and 
resisting  all  attempts  to  pacify  him.  Natur- 
ally the  decorum  of  the  palace,  when  the 
Queen  came  in  holding  the  peasant  boy  by 
the  hand,  roaring  out  that  he  wanted  his 
grandmother  and  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
was  considerably  disturbed.  Nevertheless, 
the  Queen  resolved  to  adopt  the  urchin, 
decked  him  out  in  silk  and  lace,  and  re- 
christened  him  Armand.  No  wonder  that  in 
her  youth  Marie  Antoinette  well  earned 
among  the  wondering  Parisians  the  sobriquet 
of  "  Papillon  " — the  Butterfly— the  title  given 
by  C.  de  Lort  to  his  picture  reproduced  on 
the  preceding  page. 

Each  country,  each. clime,  each  age  has  its 
own  terpsichorean  delights,  and  a  whole 
world  of  taste  separates  the  dignified  gyrations 
of  the  Greek  maiden  from  the  dance  of  the 
nautch  girl  or  the  motions  of  the  bolero, 
cachuca,  or,  let  us  add,  those  of  the  premtkre 
danseuse  of  the  modern  ballet.  "The 
Roman  Dance,"  by  the  Italian  painter  Signor 
Saccaggi,  reveals  to  us  a  bevy  of  Roman  girls 
whose  figures  undulate  gracefully  to  the  soft 
melody  of  a  pipe.  As  they  sway  hither  and 
thither  in  the  marble  court  or  balcony,  their 
left  hands  entwined,  with  their  right  they 
scatter  roses  and  paeonies.  In  the  distance 
looms  up  through  the  twilight  the  dome  of 
the  Capitol.  It  is  a  scene  of  youth  and 
gaiety,  of  beauty  of  form  and  movement  and 
voluptuous  delight,  which  we  fear^  alas !  is 
to-day  only  to  be  seen  across  the  footlights  of 
the  mimic  world,  and  no  longer  a  familiar 
spectacle  even  in  Rome  or  the  cities  of  the 
South. 
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of  languages  was  concerned,  it  seemed  at 
all  times  their  positions  were  reversed. 
The  French  governess  hoped  soon  to  master 
sufficient  English  to  manage  an  hotel  in 
Normandy,  and,  of  course,  it  was  under- 
stood that  Victoria,  known  in  her  home 
circle  as  "Topples,"  should  frequently  visit 
that  establishment,  bringing  with  her  a  large 
contingent  of  prosperous  relations. 

As  a  baby  Miss  Manners  toppled  so 
habitually  to  the  ground  that  the  name  fitted 
her  to  perfection.  It  was  easy  to  understand 
that  the  frequent  repetition  of  this  now  his- 
torical performance  always  produced  smiles 
instead  of  tears.  It  was  characteristic  of 
Topples  to  smile,  so  round,  comfortable,  and 
sturdy  was  she,  with  cheeks  which  burned 
such  a  ruddy  colour  in  the  summer  that  all 
through  the  winter  months  they  never  lost 
the  healthy  glow  given  them  by  the  sun. 
Her  curls  were  soft  and  glossy,  and  she  had 
just  the  pretty  plumpness  of  babyhood  which 
in  no  way  impeded  activity. 

Mademoiselle  was  accustomed  to  her 
pupil's  inquiring  turn  of  mind,  and  aired  her 
newly-attained  English  with  much  pride  while 
replying  to  Topples's  frequent  interrogations. 

They  were  walking  in  a  London  street. 
Miss  Victoria  Manners,  the  picture  of  pro- 
priety, wearing  very  high  boots  and  fresh 
white  furs.  Suddenly  she  paused  before  a 
restaurant,  and  studied  a  large  bill  of  fare 
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Topples,  having  satisfied  her  curiosity, 
passed  on,  remembering  this  was  Christmas 
Eve,  and  that  everybody's  dinner  would  have 
turkey  and  plumrpudding  to-morrow.  As 
she  ran  up  the  steps  of  the  big,  old-fashioned 
house  she  wondered  if  she  should  find  any 
more  letters  with  lovely  pictures  inside. 
She  danced  about  impatiently  till  the  door 
opened,  then  ran  in,  and  picked  up  a  large 
envelope  on  the  hall  table. 

"Yes,"  she  gasped,  "it  is  for- me — another 
Christmas-card." 

She  drew  out  a  conventional  design  familiar 
to  all  venders  of  Yuletide  art,  and  gazed  upon 
it  rapturously,  as  if  indeed  it  were  something 
almost  sacred  in  its  beauty.  Her  eyes 
travelled  from  the  big  horseshoe  entwined 
with  mistletoe-leaves  and  holly  to  the  gold- 
lettered  verse  below.  She  read  the  words 
aloud  to  mademoiselle : — 

May  Christmas  be  jolly, 
With  plenty  of  holly. 

Ana  joy  for  a  happy  New  Year. 
I  drink  to  your  health 
And  I  wish  you  much  wealth, 

Thus  I  send  you  a  greeting,  my  dear. 

"It  is  from  Aunt  Ellen,"  she  said.  "I 
like  it  best  of  all  the  cards  I've  had.  Do 
you  know,  I  like  it  so  much  I  think  I  shall 
give  it  to  Chion  ?  " 

Whenever  Topples  loved  anything  very 
dearly  her  natural  instinct  prompted  her  to 
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part  with  her  possession  to  a  little  friend  in 
the  small  house  over  the  way.  Nobody  ever 
inherited  such  a  spirit  of  appreciation  as  the 
artist's  son  at  No.  15. 

He  and  his  father  were  strangely  alike ;  each 
knew  the  pleasures  and  pains  of  living.  It 
was  Chion  who  first  initiated  I'opples  into  the 
mysteries  of  being  "hard  up."  His  innocent 
prattle  opened  out  a  new  world  to  Topples's 
busy  brain,  and,  since  he  had  no  mother,  she, 
with  that  quaint  maternal  instinct  which 
slumbers  in  the  breast  of  every  little  girl, 
tried  to  mother  him  in  her  own  unsophisti- 
cated fashion. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  she  said,  coaxingly,  "  we 
are  early  for  lunch  ;  let  me  run  with  this  card 
to  Chion,  because  you  know  a  horseshoe 
means  good  luck,  and  he  says  they  want 
some  good  luck  badly." 

Not  waiting  for  the  word  of  consent, 
Topples  sped  down  the  steps,  and  was  away 
across  the  road  before  her  instructress  had 
time  to  remonstrate. 

The  door  of  the  artist's  house  stood  ajar, 
and  Topples,  sure  of  her  welcome,  bounded 
in  breathlessly. 

Along  the  narrow  passage  which  led  from 
the  hall  door  to  his  father's  studio  Chion 
was   playing   marbles   with   a  strange   man, 


who  appeared  to  be  something  of  a  champion 
at  the  game.  An  appreciative  **0h!  "  echoed 
from  the  boy's  lips  as  Topples  came  unob- 
served upon  the  scene.  She  wondered  who 
the  stranger  could  be,  for  he  did  not  look 
like  a  friend,  and  he  was  certainly  not  a 
servant.  A  girl  with  a  dirty  apron,  who 
occasionally  boxed  Chion's  ears  and  then 
smothered  him  with  unwelcome  kisses,  was 
the  sole  representative  of  Mr.  Faber's 
domestic  staff. 

Suddenly  the  two  merry-makers  became 
conscious  of  a  third  presence,  and  as  Chion 
ran  forward  to  meet  Topples  the  man  with- 
drew, seating  himself  on  a  bench  by  the 
studio  door. 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  asked  Miss  Manners,  with 
a  note  of  suspicion  in  her  voice.  She  always 
felt  Chion  must  be  her  property,  and  should 
reserve  marble-playing,  and  all  such  alluring 
pastimes,  for  the  hours  they  spent  together. 

"  He  has  come  to  sit  here,"  explained  the 
boy  with  the  tumbled  hair.  "  I  don't  mean 
that  he  sits  to  my  father  for  a  portrait,  or 
an5^hing  of  that  kind,  but  he  stays  in  the 
house  to  see  we  don't  take  anything  away." 

Topples  looked  mystified. 

"  He  has  got  some  children  at  home,  you 
know,  and  they  have  seen  Santa  Claus.     He 
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was  telling  me  about  them  before  we  began 
playing  marbles,"  continued  Chion,  volubly. 
"He  is  a  real  good  sort,  and  quite  under- 
stands about  people  being  sold  up.  He  says 
it  happens  every  day,  even  at  Christmas-time. 
I  was  rather  glad  to  hear  that." 
Suddenly  Chion  seemed  old.    He  puckered 


mother,  whose  sympathies  were  quick  to 
catch  any  little  shadow,  noticed  the  troubled 
expression  on  her  child's  face.  When  the 
meal  was  over  and  mademoiselle  had 
returned  to  the  schoolroom,  Mrs.  Manners 
took  Topples  on  her  knee  and  asked  if  any- 
thing were  the  matter. 


"  HEKOKK  CHION    COULD  SAY   'THANK   YOU  '   TOI'I'LBS   HAD   FLOWN.* 


his  brow,  and  spoke  with  precision,  like  some 
funny  miniature  prophet,  who  oddly  enough 
found  himself  in  a  smocked  pinafore  and 
socks. 

Topples  was  out  of  her  depth.  She  dimly 
realized  that  the  man  on  the  bench,  whose 
children  had  seen  Santa  Claus,  represented 
sorrow  in  a  mysterious  and  unusual  manner. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  felt  shy  and 
confused,  and  the  shyness  took  the  form  of 
wanting  to  run  away.  She  held  out  Aunt 
Ellen's  card,  and,  thrusting  it  into  Chion's 
hand,  whispered :  "  There's  a  horseshoe  for 
luck.  Mademoiselle  is  waiting,  and  I  think 
she's  angry  with  me  for  coming." 

Before  Chion  could  say  "  Thank  you " 
Topples  had  flown,  her  white  furs  fluttering  in 
the  wind,  making  her  look  like  an  animated 
snow-flake  on  its  hurrying  journey  to  earth. 

At   lunch    she  was  very   silent,    and   her 


"  I  was  thinking  about  the  words  on  the 
Christmas-card  I  gave  Chion,''  she  said, 
nestling  to  the  soft  shoulder,  wjth  its  frills  of 
lace,  which  made  such  a  pleasant  pillow  for 
Victoria's  curls,  "  You  know,  mother, 
mademoiselle  told  me  that  when  they  write 
up  *  ei  /fl  carte '  outside  a  restaurant,  it  means 
the  people  who  go  in  to  dinner  can  chose 
any  of  the  dishes  that  are  written  on  the 
card  if  they  pay  for  them.  Now,  I'm  afraid 
Chion  won't  have  a  Christmas  a  la  carte^ 
for  on  my  card  it  wished  him  everything 
jolly,  with  plenty  of  holly,  and  much  wealth. 
They  have  no  holly  at  No.  15,  and  I  don't 
think  they  can  be  wealthy,  because  there  is 
a  man  sitting  there  who  knows  all  about 
people  being  sold  up,  and  he  is  staying  to  see 
they  don't  take  anything  away." 

Mrs.  Manners  received  the  news  with  a 
very  grave  face. 
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"  Oh,  poor  things  ! "  she  said. 

"  Chion  told  me  the  other  day  that,  instead 
of  painting  a  portrait  last  spring,  his  father 
did  a  beautiful  big  picture  of  mermaids  on 
the  rocks,  which  somehow  didn't  happen  to 
get  hung  in  the  Academy,  and  no  one  has 
bought  it  since.  He  has  been  altering  it 
lately,  and  he  said  to  Chion  :  *  We  shall  soon 
be  on  the  rocks  like  those  mermaids,'  which 
made  him  think  they  were  going  to  the  sea 
for  a  holiday,  but  that  didn't  happen  either." 

Mrs.  Manners  turned  to  a  pile  of  letters 
she  had  laid  aside  on  a  small  table,  and 
began  searching  among  them  hurriedly. 

"  Why  did  1  not  think  of  Mr.  Faber?  "  she 
asked  herself,  as  she  found  a  closely-written 
sheet  on  foreign  paper,  and  read  it  silently. 

"Is  that  Uncle  Tom's  letter?"  asked 
Topples. 

"  Yes.  I  gave  you  the  Australian  stamp," 
pointing  to  the  mutilated  envelope.  "  He  has 
made  a  big  fortune,  and  is  coming  home." 

"  He  is  bringing  me  a  new  aunt." 

Mrs.  Manners  smiled,  for  the  pages  con- 
tained a  glowing  description  of  Uncle  Tom's 
young  bride,  the  beautiful  Brisbane  heiress, 
who  was  to  burst  upon  London  society  within 
the  next  few  months. 

Once  more  she  eagerly  scanned  a  request 
which  lengthened  itself  into  a  long  post- 
script : — 

"  You  kindly  offered  to  help  me  in  any  way 
possible.  Will  you  take  a  house  for  us  in 
Mayfair  ?  I  enclose  details  of  rooms,  etc., 
and  I  want  you  to  find  some  person  with 
ideas,  who  will  make  it  a  matter  of  business 
to  decorate  and  glorify  the  place.  Choose 
an  artist  if  possible,  and  let  him  paint  imagi- 
native friezes  in  all  the  reception-rooms,  and 
provide  pictures.  We  should  like  to  walk 
straight  into  a  really  artistic  home." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Manners,  "  you  will 
come  for  a  drive  with  me  this  afternoon,  and 
buy  Chion  some  toys.  Oh  !  and  the  holly 
that  was  mentioned  on  the  card.  It  seems  a 
pity  (laughing)  that  he  should  not  have  a 
Christmas  a  la  carte.  Was  anything  else 
mentioned,  except  holly  and  wealth  ?  " 

**  There  was  a  horseshoe  for  luck,"  replied 
Topples. 

"  Well,  I  rather  fancy  the  luck  is  coming. 
I  believe  1  shall  be  able  to  arrange  for  that 
too.  We  will  get  some  sweets,  and  a  plum- 
pudding  ready  cooked,  and  just  the  fattest 
turkey  we  can  find." 

The  little  girl  slid  from  her  mother's  lap  to 
the  floor,  with  an  expressive  chuckle  of  con- 
tent, and  hugged  Mrs.  Manners's  knees  in  a 
spasm  of  childirh  gratitude. 


"That  will  be  the  nicest  thing  we  could 
possibly  do  for  Christmas  Eve,"  she  gasped, 
her  cheeks  glowing  and  her  hazel  eyes  dancing 
with  delight.  Then  she  whispered,  "  May  we 
have  the  carriage  quite  directly,  so  that 
Chion's  Christmas  can  begin  at  once  ?  " 

"  You  know,"  she  suggested,  presently,  "  I 
have  been  thinking  I  could  take  the  white 
beard  and  wig  which  daddy  wore  as  Father 
Christmas  last  year ;  then,  if  Mr.  Faber 
dressed  up,  it  would  make  it  much  more 
amusing  for  Chion." 

Mrs.  Manners  replied  it  was  possible  the 
artist  might  not  feel  inclined  to  masquerade ; 
but  Topples  disagreed. 

"  He  was  always  ready  for  some  fun,"  she 
told  her  mother,  confidently — "even  when 
the  pictures  did  not  sell." 

"I  don't  think  you  will  have  time  to  take 
the  presents  to  Chion  yourself,"  said  Mrs. 
Manners.  "You  see,  it  is  Lady  Lumley's 
children's  party  this  afternoon,  and  I  can 
drop  you  on  our  way  back.  Mademoiselle 
will  fetch  you  about  seven  o'clock." 

With  a  thrill  of  excitement  Topples  remem- 
bered this  was  the  date  of  the  party  of  the 
year.  No  one  understood  the  science  of 
entertaining  like  l^dy  Lumley.  Her  gather- 
ings were  red-letter  days  to  all  fortunate 
juveniles  lucky  enough  to  receive  an  invita- 
tion. Topples  could  well  recall  the  mirth 
and  delight  of  the  last  festivity  in  that 
popular  Grosvenor  Square  house.  What 
surprises  awaited  the  children,  and  how  mag- 
nificent were  the  presents  and  bonbon  boxes, 
handed  to  them  from  the  giant  Christmas- 
tree  which  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  ball- 
room !  The  Lumley  girls  had  confided  to 
Victoria  that  this  time  there  would  be  funny 
folk  dressed  up,  who  could  do  all  sorts  of 
extraordinary  things  to  make  one  laugh.  Only 
the  night  before  Topples  lay  awake  for  hours, 
speculating  on  the  joys  of  the  following  after- 
noon. But  somehow  the  pathetic  sight  of 
Chion  playing  marbles  with  the  man  who 
meant  sorrow  put  all  thoughts  of  the  coming 
dissipation  out  of  the  child's  head.  Now  she 
asked  herself — "Would  her  mother's  gifts 
mean  the  same  to  Chion  if  she,  Topples, 
were  not  there  to  join  in  the  excitement  oif 
opening  parcels  and  exploring  their  con- 
tents ?  "  She  knew  by  childish  instinct  that 
the  boy  relied  on  her.  He  was  a  lonely 
atom  of  humanity,  with  only  a  full  grown 
father  and  that  strange  person  who  sat  in  the 
hall  for  companions. 

W^ould  they  laugh  as  much,  would  there 
be  any  dressing-up,  if  Topples  stayed  away  ? 
She  knew  the  answer  only  too  well — knew  it 
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as  her  heart  sank,  and  dreams  of  Grosvenor 
Square  floated  on  the  clouds  of  "  might  hate 
been."  It  wasn't  easy  to  watch  the  vision 
disappearing  on  the  horizon  of  untasted 
pleasures ;  it  wasn't  easy  to  assure  her 
mother  that  she  would  far,  far  rather  go  to 
Chion  at  No.  15  and  spend  her  Christmas 
Eve  with  him.  It  was  terribly  awkward  for 
Topples  to  keep  down  the  lump  which 
threatened  to  rise  in  her  throat,  to  smile  and 
talk  lightly,  while  her  every  inclination  lay 
subdued  upon  the  altar  of  friendship.  But 
she  was  artful  enough  to  keep  her  face  turned 
away,  and  to  move  quickly  about  the  room, 
avoiding  her  mother's  gaze  while  the  dis- 
cussion took  place ;  and  if,  by  some  strange 
chance,  Mrs.  Manners  guessed  there  was  a 
reason  for  Topples's  averted  head,  possibly 
she  said  within  her  soul,  "  It  is  well  with  the 
child." 

So  they  started  off  to  the  shops  together, 
Victoria  sporting  no  party  frock,  but  driving 
in  the  same  white  furs  she  had  w^orn  for 
walking  in  the  morning.  Beneath  the  snug 
embrace   of  her   spotless  cream   coat  there 


blossomed  the  white  flower  of  an  unspoken 
sacrifice,  deep  in  the  soil  of  a  command- 
ment which  forbids  that  the  right  hand  shall 
know  what  the  left  hand  doeth.  She  talked 
brightly  enough,  speculating  upon  Chion's 
tastes,  his  likes  and  dislikes,  giving  various 
reasons  as  she  suggested  various  toys.  Only 
now  and  again  a  slight  tremble  of  her  lips 
betrayed  that  within  a  great  struggle  had 
been  fought  and  a  victory  gained,  no  less 
great  for  its  childlike  simplicity. 

II. 

The  artist  and  his  son  were  alone  in  the 
studio.  A  small  oil-stove  burned  in  a  comer 
of  the  room  behind  a  red  glass,  which  threw 
a  glow  on  Ch ion's  face  as  he  sat  upon  a 
three-legged  wooden  stool.  To  the  man 
sur\'eying  the  small  figure  it  seemed  to 
reflect  the  crimson  of  his  own  heart's  blood. 
He  could  not  bear  the  idea  that  it  was 
Christmas  Eve,  and  he  had  nothing  for  his 
child.  He  tried  to  think  what  he  could  give 
the  boy  from  the  store  of  his  imagination. 
He  must  weave  some  wonderful  Christmas 
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story  to  clothe  the  nakedness  of  these  dismal 
surroundings,  and  paint  the  scene  gold  with 
the  enchanted  brush  of  make-belief. 

But,  oddly  enough,  Chion,  who  loved 
stories,  and  thirsted  for  them  at  all  hours  of 
the  day,  seemed  in  no  mood  for  childish 
romances  on  this  particular  evening  of  the 
year.  His  little  head  was  busy  with  real 
things,  the  things  that  mattered,  and  he 
surprised  Mr.  Faber  by  interrupting  "Once 
upon  a  time  "  with  a  direct  question : — 

"  Is  Jane  quite,  quite  truthful  ?  " 

Mr.  Faber  mentally  reviewed  the  poorly- 
clad  servant  -  girl,  who  not  long  since  had 
confessed,  with  tears  of  penitence,  to  having 
"  tidied-up  "  the  studio,  a  crime  which  led  to 
the  mislaying  of  some  first  sketches,  invaluable 
to  their  creator  in  the  throes  of  a  new  sub- 
ject-picture. 

"  She  might  or  she  might  not  be  truthful," 
he  said,  guardedly.     "Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Because,"  whispered  the  boy,  leaning 
against  his  father's  knee,  "she  told  me  that 
when  all  our  things  had  been  taken  I  should 
be  sent  away  too.  She  knows  about  the 
place  I  shall  have  to  live  in,  because  she 
was  brought  up  there.  It  is  called  a  Work- 
house." 

Mr.  Faber  caught  his  little  son  suddenly 
in  his  arms  and  held  him  close  against  his 
breast. 

"  How  dare  Jane  talk  to  you  like  that  ? " 
he  muttered,  fiercely,  his  eyes  flashing.  "  It 
is  utterly  untrue.  You  and  I,  boy,  will  stick 
together  if  we  have  to  take  to  the  pavement 
and  collect  coppers.  Fancy  me,  as  a  street 
artist,  drawing  mermaids  in  coloured  chalks  ! " 

Despite  his  anger,  he  laughed  at  the  idea, 
while  Chion's  face  brightened  considerably. 

"That  would  be  fun,"  cried  the  child. 
"  You'd  have  to  paint  ships ;  they  always 
have  ships  on  the  pavement,  and  beautiful 
blue  waves." 

"Don't  talk  of  ships,  old  boy,"  said  his 
fatjier,  stroking  the  mop  of  fair  hair.  "I 
have  waited  for  mine  to  come  in  all  this  last 
year,  and  here  is  Christmas  Eve,  without  the 
ghost  of  a  bit  of  luck  coming  our  way.  Why, 
even  Santa  Claus  has  forgotten  you,  for  I 
happen  to  know  he  won't  be  calling  to- 
night." 

"  1  don't  mind,"  said  Chion,  bravely,  see- 
ing the  man's  distress.  "  You  are  my  Santa 
Claus,  daddy,  and  I  don't  want  anyone  else." 

"  Oh  !  come,  you  mustn't  be  like  Jane  and 
tell  untruths." 

They  caught  the  sound  of  steps  in  the 
narrow  hall.  Mr.  Faber  started  uneasily. 
He  fancied  he  heard  mufiled  voices,  and  as 


Chion  ran  to  the  door  he  snatched  his  arm 
and  pulled  him  back. 

"  Wait,"  he  said.  "  Let  them  come  to  us." 
He  felt  sure  it  was  something  unpleasant. 
Possibly  he  and  his  child  were  to  be  turned 
out  of  house  and  home  this  very  night.  He 
kept  fast  hold  of  the  boy,  and  Chion  knew 
by  the  grip  of  his  father's  hand  all  the  vast 
unrest,  the  smothered  anxiety,  the  fury 
against  fate,  which  burned  beneath  the  sur- 
face of  his  still  manner. 

They  spoke  no  word ;  they  just  paused 
defiantly  on  the  defensive,  Mr.  Faber  glar- 
ing at  the  studio  door  as  if  his  eyes  would 
have  annihilated  with  a  glance  the  intruder 
who  dared  break  in  upon  their  privacy. 
Already  he  seemed  to  see  cruel  hands 
removing  his  much-loved  pictures  from  the 
walls.  How  could  he  bear  to  watch  them 
go,  the  work  of  long  days — and  long  dreams, 
which  might  at  any  hour  realize  the  price  he 
set  upon  them  ? 

The  door  opened  abruptly ;  the  intruders 
outside  had  not  even  the  civility  to  knock, 
nor  was  the  handle  turned  with  any  diffidence. 
On  the  threshold  an  utterly  unexpected  sight 
met  the  artist's  fierce  gaze.  Little  Miss 
Manners  stood  in  the  doorway,  her  cheeks 
aflame  and  her  eyes  sparkling.  Then  a 
shrill  childish  voice  announced,  "  Father 
Christmas ! " 

A  shamefaced  individual  shuffled  forward, 
no  less  a  person  than  the  man  who  meant 
sorrow,  pressed  into  the  service  of  merry- 
making, his  awkward  figure  gowned  in  a 
crimson  robe  and  his  features  disguised  by 
a  false  white  beard,  while  a  fur  cap  with  sham 
snowflakes  of  cotton-wool  gave  a  travelled 
appearance  to  his  head.  He  was  heavily- 
laden  with  parcels  bearing  the  name  "Chion" 
conspicuously,  and  these  he  deposited  on  the 
model's  platform,  a  box  of  crackers  tumbling 
open  as  he  unburdened  himself  of  luggage 
which  must  surely  have  fallen  from  the  skies. 

With  a  cry  of  delight  the  boy  bounded 
forward. 

"  I  found  Father  Christmas  on  the  door- 
step, so  I  let  him  in,"  explained  Topples,  with 
the  bold  untruth  permitted  by  the  season. 
"  The  horseshoe  I  brought  you  this  morning 
was  for  luck,  you  know." 

The  child  stared  breathlessly  at  the  many 
gifts. 

"  They  can't  be  all  for  me  !  "  he  gasped. 

"  Every  one,"  declared  Topples,  proudly. 
"Father  Christmas  left  this  house  to  the 
last." 

The  artist  spoke  no  word,  but  he  moved 
towards  the  small  girl  like  a  man  in  a  dream 
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'  HK   MOVED   TOWARDS   THE  SMALL   GIRL  LIKE  A   MAN    IN   A    DREAM    AND,    BENDING    DOWN,    KISSED    HER    KEVERBNTLV. 


and,  bending  down,  kissed  her  reverently.  She 
saw  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  the  sight  of  them 
reminded  her  there  was  something  for  him  too. 

"  Mother  sent  you  this  letter,"  she  said, 
drawing  an  envelope  from  her  muff.  "  1 
expect  it's  a  Christmas-card." 

He  went  back  to  the  stove,  that  Chion  and 
Father  Christmas  might  not  see  the  emotional 
working  of  his  face.  There,  by  the  light 
which  shone  through  the  crimson  glass,  he 
read  of  the  house  in  Mayfair  which  his  art 
was  to  beautify,  while  folded  in  the  letter  a 
cheque  for  the  mermaid  picture  curled  itself 
lovingly  round  the  creamy  vellum  of  Mrs. 
Manners's  note-paper. 

Tust  for  a  moment  he  feared  the  whole 
scSne  must  be  an  illusion  of  his  overwrought 
brain,  but  Chion's  excited  voice  disi)elled  the 
misgiving. 

"  Daddy,"  he  cried,  "  Father  Christmas 
has  brought  a  lovely  box  of  coloured  chalks. 
He  must  have  known  we  were  talking  of  the 
pictures  on  the  pavement." 


Mr.  Faber  came  forward  with  a  light  step, 
a  tremulous  smile  lighting  up  his  face  and 
giving  it  quite  a  boyish  expression. 

"  We  sha'n't  have  to  go  to  the  pavement — 
or  to  the  wall  either,"  he  said,  **  for  my 
Christmas-card  has  dispersed  all  the  shadows, 
Chion.  Let  us  ask  Father  Christmas  to 
share  our  Christmas  Eve  supper.  1  see  he 
has  brought  plenty  of  good  fare,  and  I  dare 
say  his  journey  with  the  reindeer  has  given 
him  an  appetite." 

Chion  looked  long  and  curiously  into  the 
face  of  Father  Christmas,  with  a  knowing 
expression. 

**  Now  I  understand,"  he  said,  "  how  it  was  • 
your  children  saw  Santa  Claus." 

Topples  laughed  as  she  slipped  her  hand 
into  Mr.  Faber's. 

Somehow  this  was  even  nicer  than 
Grosvenor  Square. 

"  Chion  is  too  sharp,  for  us,"  she  said,  in 
a  funny,  old-fashioned,  motherly  way ;  "  that's 
the  worst  of  boys  !  " 
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HOW  TSRBNCB  SAVED   HIS  CHILD-MISTRBSS   PROM   THB   FIRE. 


T  is   not   Strange   that  of   no 

animal   in  the  world    are  so 

many  anecdotes  related  as  of 

the  dog,  for  not  only  has  the 

dog's    fidelity    and     sagacity 

passed  into  a  proverb,  but  he 

of  all  the  four  footed  creation  enjoys  the  most 

intimate  relai'onship  with  man.     Horses  we 

may  know  and  love ;  for  the  feline  creation 

we  may  have  a  deep-seated  fondness  ;  but 

the  horse  does  not  join  us  in  our  romps,  he 

does  not  enter  our  houses  and  lie  down  with 

us  on  our  beds  ;  the  cat  does  not  follow  at 

our    heels  through  forest    and  meadow,  or 

guard  us  during   our   sleeping   hours.     No 

dumb  animal  has  earned  by  its  valour  and 

integrity  such  devotion  as  the  dog.     Stories 

of  dogs  have,  therefore,  always  been  popular, 

especially   those   exhibiting   qualities    which 

more  nearly  approximate  those  of  man. 

Recently  we  have  made  extensive 
inquiries  amongst  the  leading  dog-owners, 
breeders,  and  dog -lovers  throughout  the 
kingdom  in  order  to  ascertain  what,  in  their 
opinion  —  and  whose  judgment  could  be 
better  ? — were  the  half-dozen  best  dog  stories 
in  existence.  Out  of  the  hundreds  of  replies 
received  we  select  those  comprised  in  this 
article,  and  leave  it  to  the  reader  to  award  a 
palm  for  absolute  excellonce. 

Vol.  X3ixiv  —92. 


Amongst  dog-lovers  who  have  contributed 
to  this  article  there  seems  a  general  con- 
sensus of  opinion  that  the  story  of  Terence 
is  considered  unbeatable. 

"  There  was,"  writes  Mrs.  J.  M.  McDonald, 
of  Oxford,  '*  an  Irish  terrier  called  Terence  in 
a  family  in  Dover.  He  became  very  much 
attached  to  two  little  girls,  the  younger  of 
whom  was  about  eighteen  months  old,  who 
slept  in  dififerent  though  adjoining  rooms  at 
the  top  of  the  house.  The  elder  child  slept 
with  the  nurse.  On  the  same  landing  was  a 
sort  of  lumber-room  containing  a  cistern.  It 
was  Terence's  custom  to  sleep  outside  in  the 
passage.  The  family  had  long  discountenanced 
this  practice,  bpt  the  dog  was  persistent. 
About  three  o'clock  one  November  morning 
fire  broke  out  in  the  chamber  immediately 
beneath  that  occupied  by  the  younger  of  the 
little  girls.  Soon  there  was  a  crackling  and 
roaring,  which  not. only  attracted  Terence's 
attention  and  set  him  barking,  but  very  quickly 
aroused  the  other  inmates  of  the  house.  The 
nurse  was  seized  with  panic.  She  grabbed  up 
the  elder  girl  from  her  bed  and,  evidently  for- 
getting all  about  her  other  charge,  ran  to  the 
window  which  communicated  with  the  roof, 
whence  approach  to  the  next  house  and  safety 
was  attained.    The  mother,  an  invalid,  was 
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told  that  the  nurse  had  both  children  safe. 
In  the  meantime  the  flames  had  actually 
burnt  through  the  flooring  and  had  seized  on 
the  drapery  of  the  bed  where  the  apparently 
doomed  child  lay  sleeping.  Terence,  having 
barked  vigorously  to  no  purpose  in  the  dark, 
now  the  room  was  lit  up  attempted  to  seize 
the  child  and  drag  her  from  the  bed.  He 
could  not  manage  to  lift  the  weight.  There 
upon  he  rushed  to  the  cistern,  jumped  in, 
and  then  hurried  back  to  the  child's  room. 
Springing  on  the  bed,  he  shook  over  the 
child  the  water  which  had  soaked  into  his 
coat  during  his  immersion  in  the  cistern.  This 
he  repeated  several  times,  at  length  succeed- 
ing in  putting  out  the  flames,  which  at  one 
time  had  a  good  hold  on  the  bed-clothing. 
When  the  firemen  forced  their  way  into  the 
room  they  found  the  child  practically  un 
injured,  with  the  dog  mounting  guard  with 
his  wet  body  over  her." 

Showing  the  wonderful  memory  a  dog 
possesses,  this  story,  sent  5y  Mrs.  Gerald 
Spencer,  is  very  interesting :  "  A  gentleman 
had  a  Scottish  terrier,  which  he  took  with 
him  one  spring  to  some  fishing  he  had  in  the 
North  of  Scotland,  t)eyond  Dingwall.  On 
the  return  journey  South  the  gentleman  got 
out  at  some  small  station,  and  the  dog  some- 
how, in  the  hurry  of  getting  into  the  train 
again,  was  left  behind.  A  kindly  porter  took 
it  home,  where  his  children  got  fond  of  it, 
and  it  was  cared  for  and  seemed  happy,  but 
every  day,  quite  punctually,  through  the 
summer  heat  and  the  winter  snow,  the  little 


terrier  trotted  down  the  three  parts  of  a  mile 
from  the  porter's  cottage  to  the  station  and 
met  the  midday  train.  The  people  living 
near  said  you  could  tell  the  time  by  seeing 
this  little  dark  grey  dog  hurrying  down  the 
road  every  day.  At  last  he  was  rewarded. 
The  next  spring  his  master  again  returned 
South,  and  passed  the  station.  He  saw  his 
little  dog,  which  jumped  into  the  train  with 
him,  and  they  were  borne  away  together." 

"A  spaniel,"  writes  Dr.  G.  Lawrence, 
"  belonging  to  a  gentleman  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Hounslow  had  long  shown  an 
extraordinary  affection  for  his  master.  The 
latter  became  a  confirmed  dipsomaniac. 
He  separated  from  his  wife,  and  the  home 
was  broken  up.  The  dog,  Wallack,  alone 
remained  faithful.  When  his  master  was 
under  the  influence  of  liquor  Wallack  never 
left  his  side.  His  tender  solicitude  became 
a  byword  in  the  district.  One  day,  as 
Wallack's  master  was  returning  from  a 
debauch,  he  fell,  by  some  accident  or 
another,  into  a  shallow  pond  by  the  road- 
side, which,  shallow  as  it  was,  was  yet 
sufficient  to  submerge  a  recumbent  figure. 
The  drunken  man's  flounderings  only  made 
matters  worse.  In  vain  Wallack,  with  what 
I  call  super-canine  strength,  tugged  at  his 
master's  collar  in  an  attempt  to  lift  his  face 
above  the  surface  of  the  water.  Seeing  that 
this  was  futile  he  resorted  to  the  expedient 
of  thrusting  his  own  head  under  that  of  his 
master,  his  object  being  probably  to  make  a 
pillow  of  his  body.     Failing  in  this,  he  with- 
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only  way  he  could  save  his  master's 
life  was  by  remaining  under  water 
himself,  Wallack  deliberately  re- 
mained under  water  for  several 
minutes.  At  the  end  of  that  time 
help  arrived,  and  Wallack's  owner, 
who  was  still  in  a  state  of  uncon- 
sciousness from  the  efifects  of  the 
drink,  was  pulled  from  the  margin  of 
the  pond,  and  after  him  Wallack 
himself.  All  attempts  at  resuscitation 
of  the  dog  failed,  and  he  thus  died 
a  victim  of  his  faithfulness  and,  it 
may  be  added,  his  extraordinary 
sagacity.  The  whole  episode  was 
witnessed  at  a  distance  by  a  gentle- 
man paralyzed  in  his  limbs,  who  was 
then  seated  before  his  bedroom 
window.  There  were  no  servants 
within  call,  but  the  moment  one 
appeared  she  was  sent  to  effect  a 
rescue." 


Mrs.  Spencer,  of  Ewell,  Surrey, 
sends  us  a  selection  of  really  ex- 
cellent dog  stories,  from  which  we 
extract  the  following : — 

"It  is  wonderful  how  quick  dogs 
are  to  understand  certain  phrases  in 
conversation  in  which  they  are  con- 
cerned.    For  instance,  we  have  with 
us  always  three  Dandies,  who,  if  they 
cannot    talk    themselves,    certainly 
understand  a  great  deal  of  what  is 
being  said.     At  about  ten  o'clock  at 
night  we  had   been  accustomed  to 
say :  *  It  is  time  for  the  dogs  to  go 
out,*  or  variations  of  this,  when  there  would 
be  a  stampede  for  the  door.     Now,  anybody 
who  knows  anything  about  Dandies  knows 
how  very  little  it  takes  to  start  them  fighting. 
In    fact,   this   is    the    only   failure    in   their 
altogether  charming  disposition.      So   it  was 
always  a  race  across  the  hall  as  to  which 
should  get  to  the  door  first,  when,  if  there 
was  any  delay  in   opening   it,  which   there 
naturally  was  with  three  dogs  pressing  against 
it,  they  immediately  fell  upon  each  other,  and 
nearly  every  day  ended  in  a  furious  combat. 
This,  of  course,  could  not  be  allowed  to  go 
on,  so  we  changed  our   tactics,  and  when 
ten  o'clock  came  we  spelt  out  the  exciting 
sentence,  and  the  dogs  quietly  followed  their 
master  out   of  the   room.      However,  they 
soon    learned    to    spell,    so   we    gave    that 
up  and   started    French,   which    they   were 
some    time    in    mastering,    but    they   know 
that  now,  and  in  despair  we   have   rushed 
into  German.      This,   I   am  sure,  they  will 


HOW    lOPSV   '*  UEGOKU  "   IN    THE  CHURCH. 

soon  understand,  so  our  only  resource  in  the 
future  will  be  the  deaf  and  dumb  alphabet. 

**A  friend  of  mine,"  continues  Mrs.  Spencer, 
"once  possessed  a  small  mongrel  terrier 
which  had  a  queer  habit  of  invariably  sitting 
up  when  in  any  doubt  or  difficulty.  One  day, 
when  she  was  taken  into  an  adjoining  town 
on  a  shopping  expedition,  she  was  so  unfortu- 
nate as  to  get  lost.  Poor  Topsy  ran  up  and 
down  the  streets  for  a  long  time,  vainly 
hunting  for  her  friends,  and  then  a  bright 
thought  struck  her.  She  made  straight  for 
the  church,  where  a  service  was  going  on, 
and  the  congregation  was  much  scandalized 
at  the  sight  of  a  small  dog  being  chivvied  up 
and  down  the  aisles  and  between  the  seats  by 
an  indignant  verger,  armed  with  a  silver  rod. 
The  Lessons  were  being  read,  and  Topsy,  in 
her  anxiety  to  escape  from  the  excited  verger, 
ran  up  the  chancel  till  she  got  to  the  clergy- 
man engaged  in  reading,  when,  not  knowing, 
I  suppose,  what  next  to  do,  she  sat  up  exactly 
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in  front  of  him.  It  was  a  trying  moment, 
and  he  afterwards  confessed  that  it  was  with 
the  utmost  difficulty  he  succeeded  in  suppress- 
ing his  laughter,  especially  as  many  of  his 
congregation  were  on  the  verge  of  hysteria. 
Finding  her  last  appeal  useless  she  quietly 
walked  out  and  made  the  best  of  her  way  to 
her  village  home.  The  same  dog  was  a 
thorough  little  sportswoman,  for  she  had  been 
one  of  a  scratch  pack  out  in  India  engaged 
in  hunting  jackals,  and  when  her  longer- 
legged  companions  left  her  in  the  rear  and 
the  last  of  them  had  disappeared  she  would 
sit  up  and  look  round  for  help  in  a  half- 
comical,  half-pathetic  way.  She  had,  too,  a 
wonderful  memory,  for  on  a  former  owner  of 
hers  arriving  in  this  country  from  India  after 
an  absence  of  five  years  she  recognised  him 
immediately  with  frantic  demonstrations  of 
joy." 

The  last  of  Mrs.  Sjjehcer's  stories,  although 
perhaps  hardly  to  the  point  of  this  article,  is 
so  good  that  we  feel  obliged  to  use  it : — 

"  The  scene  of  the  following  was  a  town  in 
the  Midlands  during  election  time.  A  lady, 
accompanied  by  a  very  small  terrier,  was 
strolling  through  the  town  when  she  came 
upon  a  political  meeting  in  full  swing.  Being 
an  ardent  politician  she  wished  to  go  in, 
but  the  dog  was  the  difficulty.  However, 
being  a  very  small  animal,  .she  was  able  to 
conceal  him  quite  effectually  under  her  cloak, 
so  she  entered  the  hall  and  took  a  seat  near 
the  4oor.  The  Liberal  candidate,  a  stout, 
florid-looking  individual,  was  addressing  the 
meeting  to  an  accompaniment  of  cock-crow- 
ing, howling,  whistling,  etc.  Suddenly  from 
under  the  lady's  cloak  came  a  succession  of 
sharp  yelps,  ending  in  a  dismal  howl,  which 
completely  put  in  the  shade  all  the  previous 
efforts  of  the  unruly  audience.  After  this 
display  there  was  much  laughter,  and  when 
it  had  subsided  and  the  tormented  speaker 
could  gain  a  hearing  he  said,  *  I  have  not 
complained  of  the  cat-calls  and  other  eccentric 
noises  indulged  in  by  some  of  my  hearers, 
but  I  do  request  that  the  gentleman  who  has 
just  treated  us  to  such  a  very  bad  imitation 
of  the  barking  of  a  dog  will  not  interrupt  me 
again.' " 

"The  most  interesting  dog  story  I  ever 
heard,"  writes  Mr.  Arthur  C.  Derwent,  "  is 
related  of  the  mother  of  a  French  poodle 
bitch  in  my  possession,  Echec  by  name,  and 
belonging  to  the  late  M.  Bertrand,  the 
aeronaut.  Echiec  used  frequently  to  be 
taken  up  into  the  car  by  his  master,  and 
probably  got  to  learn  a  great  deal  of  the 


mechanism  of  a  balloon.  On  one  occasion 
Bertrand  relates  that  something  went  wrong 
with  the  rope  of  the  escape-valve.  As  there 
was  imminent  danger  of  the  balloon  being 
drifted  out  to  sea,  the  moment  was  most 
awkward.  So  high  did  the  car  ascend  that 
Bertrand  began  to  lose  consciousness  and  to 
bleed  at  the  mouth.  The  concern  of  the 
faithful  Echec  was  pitiful  to  witness.  At 
last,  as  a  dernier  ressort^  the  aeronaut  hoisted 
the  dog  up  into  the  cordage  and  gasped, 
hoarsely,  *  Pull  the  rope,  Echec'  The  in- 
telligent brute  fastened  his  paws  into  the 
mullion-like  netting  and  tried  to  climb. 
Finding  this  futile,  he  must  have  bitten 
savagely  into  the  fabric,  and  so  caused  an 
escape  of  gas.  When  the  outrush  over- 
powered him  he  probably  tried  to  drop  back 
into  the  car,  but,  being  unable  to  disentangle 
himself,  he  deliberately  thrust  himself  into 
the  fatal  fissure,  rather  than  desert  his  un- 
conscious master.  In  this  posture  he  was 
found  by  M.  Bertrand  an  hour  later,  when 
he  came  to  his  senses  amidst  the  branches 
of  a  large  beech  tree  in  the  wood  near 
Calais." 

A  French  work,  entitled  "  L'Histoire  des 
Chiens  Celebres,"  gives  the  following  incident 
as  well  attested:  "Mustapha,  a  strong  and 
active  greyhound  belonging  to  a  captain  of 
artillery,  raised  from  its  birth  in  the  midst  of 
camps,  always  accompanied  his  master,  and 
exhibited  no  alarm  even  in  battle.  In  the 
hottest  engagements  it  remained  near  the 
cannon,  and  carried  the  match  in  its  mouth. 
At  the  memorable  Battle  of  Fontenoy 
Mustapha's  master,  the  captain  of  artillery, 
received  a  mortal  wound.  About  to  fire  on 
the  enemy,  he  and  several  of  his  corps  were 
at  that  instant  struck  down  to  the  earth  by  a 
furious  firing,  when  the  dog,  seeing  his  master 
bleeding  on  the  ground,  became  desperate 
and  howled  piteously.  Nor  did  he  merely 
give  way  to  unavailing  grief,  for  a  body  of 
French  soldiers  were  now  advancing  to  gain 
possession  of  the  piece  of  ordnance,  which 
was  aimed  at  them  from  the  top  of  a  rising 
ground,  when  Mustapha,  as  if  he  would 
revenge  his  master's  death,  seized  the  lighted 
match  with  his  jaws  and  fired  the  cannon, 
loaded  with  case-shot.  Seventy  men  fell  on 
the  spot  and  the  remainder  took  to  flight 
After  this  bold  and  extraordinary  stroke  the 
dog  crouched  down  sadly  near  the  dead  body 
of  his  beloved  master,  tenderly  licked  his 
wounds,  remained  with  the  corpse  without 
any  sustenance  for  twenty  -  two  hours,  and 
was  even   removed  with   great  difficulty  by 
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some  of  the  com- 
rades  of  the 
deceased.  This 
gallant  greyhound 
was  taken  to  Lon- 
don and  presented 
to  the  King, 
George  II.,  who 
ordered  it  to  be 
taken  care  of  as  a 
grave  and  faithful 
public  servant." 

We  can  hardly 
attribute  to  the 
dog  a  human 
understanding,  yet 
the  following  story 
proves  beyond  any 
doubt  that  a  dog 
really  does  under- 
stand what  is  said 
to  it  —  and  there 
have  been  too  many 
cases  of  a  similar 
kind  to  call  the 
storyacoincidence. 

"  Some  years  ago,"  writes  Miss  Sopha 
Caulfield,  "an  event  occurred  in  a  country 
parsonage  where  I  visited,  my  hostess  being  a 
member  of  my  own  family,  and  her  brother 
and  husband  the  chief  personages  concerned. 
The  brother  was  a  witness  of  the  circum- 
stances that  took  place.  Coming  home,  gun 
in  hand,  from  a  brief  shooting  expedition, 
they  were  met  at  the  gate  by  an  old  and 
once  valuable  retriever.  She  had  been  very 
handsome  ;  had  long  black  curly  hair  and  a 
distinguished  pedigree,  but  now  she  was  very 
feeble  and  ailing  and  scarcely  able  to  walk. 

"  *  Poor  old  Riga  !  How  wretched  you 
look !  The  kindest  thing  I  could  do  would 
be  to  shoot  you,'  said  her  master.  *  But  I 
haven't  the  heart  to  do  it.  You  had  better 
go  and  drown  yourself.' 

"  The  dog  had  been  looking  up  wistfully 
at  him  as  he  spoke  to  her,  silent  and  sorrow- 
ful ;  and  the  two  men  went  in  and  forgot  the 
incident.  But  at  night,  according  to  his 
custom,  the  master  inquired  of  the  servant 
whether  the  two  dogs  (mother  and  son) 
were  in.  *  No,  sir,'  was  the  answer.  *  Scot 
is  in,  but  not  Riga.' 

"  *  Have  you  made  a  search  for  her  ? ' 

"  *  Yes,  sir.  I've  called  and  searched  ; 
and  it's  too  dark  to  look  any  more.' 

"*Then  look  well  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning.' 

"  Before  breakfast  the  next  day  the  three 


MUSIA^HA    &BIZKD    I HK   LlGHTbU   MAICH    WITH    HIS  JAWi>   AND    KIRED   THK  CANNON.  ' 

men  were  searching  the  grounds,  when  a 
shout  was  heard  from  the  kitchen-garden. 
"  *0h,  sir,  come  here.  I've  found  her.' 
"  A  bush  or  two  and  a  railing  with  a  gate 
divided  the  lawn  from  a  pond  in  the  kitchen- 
garden,  and  hastening  through  a  strange 
spectacle  met  their  view.  There,  standing  up 
straight  in  the  water — in  which  the  body  was 
scarcely  immersed — was  old  Riga,  deliberately 
holding  her  nose  under  the  surface  and  now 
stark  and  stiff.  Had  she  fallen  in  the  body 
would  have  floated  up  ;  but  she  neither  fell 
in  nor  floated.  And  the  act,  viewed  in 
connection  with  her  master's  admonition, 
seems  to  be  beyond  all  explanation." 

A  well-known  veterinary  surgeon,  who  does 
not  wish  his  name  published,  writes  :  "  You 
ask  me  for  what  I  consider  to  be  the  most 
notable  and  authentic  instance  of  canine 
intelligence  that  has  come  under  my  observa- 
tion. The  following  case  is  absolute  truth, 
and  occurred  shortly  after  I  purchased 
my  present  practice.  The  former  owner 
of  the  practice  was  acting  as  my  assistant 
at  the  time,  (^ne  day  in  May,  1905,  my 
assistant  and  I  were  both  in  the  infirmary 
yard,  when  a  strange  dog  came  limping  in  on 
three  legs  ;  the  fourth  was  hanging.  He  was 
of  the  fox-terrier  type,  but  by  no  means  a 
beauty.  He  was  quite  alone  and  unattended. 
I  caught  the  dog,  and  found  that  he  had  a 
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bad  comminuted  fracture  of  the  left  fore  leg. 
I  suggested  that  we  should  set  it,  but  my 
assistant  said  it  was  some  trick  on  someone's 
part  to  get  his  canine  surgery  done  on  the 
cheap,  and  drove  the  dog  away.  We  had 
neither  of  us  ever  seen  the  dog  before,  and 
are  certain  he  had  never  previously  been 
treated  in  the  infirmary.  Next  day,  when  I 
opened  my  surgery  door,  the  dog  was  sitting 
on  the  step,  holding  his  paw  up  most  pitifully, 
and  my  foreman  smith  says  that  when  he 
opened  the  yard  gates  before  6  a.m.  he 
was  waiting  outside  quite  by  himself,  and  as 
soon  as  he  opened  the  gate  he  ran  in 
and   took    up    his   position  on    the    surgery 


•l    URESSKD   HIS  WOUNDS  AND  SET  THK    LEG. 


of  milk  and  some  meat,  and  he  went  away 
on  his  own  accord.  I  have  never  seen 
him  since,  nor  did  I  ever  hear  to  whom 
he  belonged  ;  but  from  his  look  and  con- 
dition I  would  say  he  belonged  to  poor 
people.  It  seems  incredible  that  a  dog 
should  have  known  where  to  come  when  he 
had  certainly  never  been  on  the  premises 
before,  as  he  was  only  a  young  dog.  Could 
he  have  read  the  name-plate  ?  " 

Mr.  T.  C.  Bridges  writes  :  "  The  wages  of 
a  watchman  employed  to  guard  the  premises 
during  the  week-end  form  quite  a  heavy 
item  in  the  expenses  of  most  firms.  The 
enterprising  pro- 
prietor of  a  City 
business  has  got 
over  this  difficulty 
by  employing  a  four- 
footed  watchman  in 
the  shape  of  a  large 
dog.  One  of  the 
old  -  fashioned  tele- 
phones which  does 
not  require  that  the 
receiver  should  be 
taken  off  the  holder 
has  been  fitted  up 
in  the  shop,  and 
Tim,  as  the  dog  is 
called,  has  been 
trained  to  bark  a 
reply  whenever  his 
master  calls  him  up. 
Every  week,  from 
Saturday  to  Mon- 
day, Tim  keeps 
watch  and  ward, 
and  whenever  called 
by  name  answers 
*Airs  Weir  with 
three  short,  sharp 
barks. 

"  There  are  many 
stories,"  continues 
Mr.  Bridges,  "  of 
dogs  which  have 
been     trained   to 


steps  and  would  not  move.  This  time  my 
assistant  was  not  in  the  yard,  and  I  did  what 
I  would  probably  have  done  the  previous 
day  had  he  not  been  present.  I  dressed  his 
wounds  and  set  the  leg,  put  it  in  splints,  and 
bandaged  it  up,  the  dog  sitting  on  a  chair 
with  no  one  holding  him  and  without  making 
a  sound.  As  soon  as  I  had  finished — and 
it  took    some   time — I    gave   him  a  drink 


carry  money  to  a 
shop  and  there  purchase  buns  and  other 
delicacies.  A  man  named  Marston,  living  at 
Atlanta,  Georgia,  had  taught  a  collie  this 
trick.  One  day,  having  no  small  change, 
he  gave  the  dog  a  written  order  on  the 
shopkeeper  for  his  usual  sweet  biscuit,  and 
finding  this  convenient  did  the  same  on 
several  occasions.  Some  time  afterwards  the 
grocer  was  much  surprised  when  the  dog's 
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master  came  in 
and  complained 
that  he  had  been 
charged  for  a 
good  many  more 
biscuits  than 
he  had  ordered. 
There  was  quite 
a  dispute  over  it, 
when  just  at  that 
moment  the  dog 
came  in  with  a 
piece  of  paper  in 
his  mouth. 

"  *  It^s  your  dog 
that  has  all  these 
biscuits/  said  the 
grocer. 

"*But  I  never 
gave  him  an  order 
to-day/  replied 
Mr.  Marston, 
puzzled. 

"The  grocer 
took  the  piece  of 
paper  and  looked 
at  it.  It  was 
blank.  Further 
investigation 
s bowed  that, 
whenever  the  dog 
had  felt  that  he 
would    like  a 

biscuit,  he  had  taken  a  piece  of  paper  to 
the  grocer.  The  latter,  accustomed  to  the 
orders,  had  never  noticed  that  the  sheets 
were  blank." 

There  was  a  Newfoundland  dog  on  board 
H.M.S.  BellonOj  which  kept  on  deck  during 
the  Battle  of  Copenhagen,  running  backward 
and  forward  with  such  courage  and  anger  that 
he  became  a  greater  favourite  with  the  men 
than  ever.  When  the  ship  was  paid  off,  after 
the  Peace  of  Amiens,  the  sailors  had  a  parting 
dinner  on  shore.  Victor  was  placed  in  the 
chair  and  fed  with  roast  beef  and  plum- 
pudding,  and  the  bill  was  made  out  in 
Victor's  name.  To  further  carry  out  the 
joke  three  sovereigns  were  placed  in  front 
of  Victor  and  the  waiter  ordered  to  give 
change.  He  did  so,  the  dog  wagging  his 
tail  benevolently  the  while.  A  small  pile  of 
copper  and   silver  being   deposited    by  the 
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waiter,  he  was  about  to  depart,  when  Victor 
was  told  to  take  up  the  money  in  his 
mouth  and  carry  it  to  the  captain.  He  did 
so,  but  could  not  be  induced  to  touch  the 
copper  and  a  silver  sixpence,  which,  amid 
roars  of  laughter,  he  insisted  on  leaving  as 
the  waiter's  "  tip,"  as  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  see  the  captain  do  on  many  previous 
occasions. 

In  conclusion,  it  will  be  seen  that  the  most 
astonishing  intelligence  is  attributed  to  the 
dog.  How  far  all  anecdotes  of  canine 
sagacity  are  credible  must  be  left  for  others 
to  determine.  We  know  how  prone  many 
fond  masters  are  to  partiality  and  exaggera- 
tion in  speaking  of  their  four-footed  friends, 
and  perhaps  nothing  short  of  an  official 
report  from  a  Society  for  the  Investigation  of 
Canine  Anecdotes  would  serve  to  overcome 
the  scruples  of  the  incredulous. 
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1 

1 

WAS  labouring  in  the  slough 
of  Christmas  letters  and  bills 
when  my  wife  came  in  and 
asked  me  if  I  would  take  her 
to  the  workhouse. 

"  My  dear,"  I  replied,  pon- 
derously, but,  I  think,  excusably,  "you  have, 
as   usual,    anticipated    my  intention,   but  I 
think  we  can  hold  out  until  after  Christmas." 
Philippa   declined    to    pay   the    jest    the 
respect  to  which 
its    age    entitled 
it,    and     replied 
inconsequently 
that  I'  knew  per- 
fectly   well    that 
she     could     not 
drive  the  outside 
car  with  the  chil- 
dren   and    the 
Christmas  -  tree. 
I    assented    that 
they  would  make 
an     awkward 
team,  and  ofifered 
as    a    substitute 
for    my   services 
those   of    Denis, 
the  stop-gap. 

Those  who 
live  in  Ireland 
best  know  the 
staying  powers 
of  stop-gaps. 
Denis,  uncle  of 
Michael  Leary  the  whip,  had  been  imported 
into  the  kennels  during  my  ministry  to  bridge 
a  hiatus  in  the  long  dynasty  of  the  kennel- 
boys,  and  had  remained  for  eighteen  months, 
a  notable  instance  of  the  survival  of  what 
might  primarily  have  been  considered  the 
unfittest.  That  Denis  should  so  long  have 
endured  his  nephew's  rule  was  due  not  so 
much  to  the  tie  of  blood  as  to  the  privileged 
irresponsibility  of  a  stop-gap.  Nothing  was 
expected  of  him,  and  he  pursued  an  un- 
molested course  until  the  return  of  Flurry 
Knox  from  South  Africa  changed  the  general 
conditions.  He  then  remained  submerged 
until  he  drifted  into  the  gap  formed  in  my 


own  establishment  by  Mr.  Peter  Cadogan's 
elopement. 

Philippa's  workhouse  -  tea  took  place  on 
Christmas  Eve;  we  were  still  hurrying  through 
an  early  luncheon  when  the  nodding  crest  of 
the  Christmas-tree  passed  the  dining-room 
windows.  My  youngest  son  immediately 
upset  his  pudding  into  his  lap ;  and  Philippa 
hustled  forth  to  put  on  her  hat,  an  operation 
which,  hke  the  making  of  an  omelette,  can 

apparently  only 
be  successfully 
performed  at  the 
last  moment. 
With  feelings  of 
mingled  appre- 
hension and  re- 
lief I  saw  the 
party  drive  from 
the  door,  the 
Christmas  -  tree 
seated  on  one 
side  of  the  car, 
Philippa  on  the 
other,  clutching 
her  offspring; 
Denis  on  the 
box,  embosomed 
like  a  wood- 
pigeon  in  the 
boughs  of  the 
spruce  -  fir.  I 
congratulated 
myself  that  the 
Quaker,  now 
white  with  the  snows  of  many  winters,  was  in 
the  shafts.  Had  I  not  been  too  deeply  en- 
gaged in  so  arranging  the  rug  that  it  should 
not  trail  in  the  mud  all  the  way  to  Skebawn, 
I  might  have  noticed  that  the  lamps  had 
been  forgotten. 

It  was,  as  I  have  said,  Christmas  Eve,  and 
as  the  afternoon  wore  on  I  began  to  reflect 
upon  what  the  road  from  Skebawn  would  be 
in  another  hour — full  of  drunken  people,  and, 
what  was  worse,  of  carts  steered  by  drunken 
people.  I  had  assured  Philippa  (with  what  I 
believe  she  describes  as  masculine  esprit  de 
corps)  of  Denis's  adequacy  as  a  driver,  but 
that  did  not  alter  the  fact  that  in  the  last 
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rays  of  the  setting  p 
sun  I  got  out  my 
bicycle  and  set 
forth  for  the 
workhouse.  When 
I  reached  the 
town  it  was  dark, 
but  the  Christ- 
mas shoppers 
showed  no  ten- 
dency to  curtail 
their  operations 
on  that  account, 
and  the  streets 
were  filled  with 
an  intricate  and 
variously  moving 
tide  of  people 
and  carts.  The 
paraffin  lamps  in 
the  shops  did 
their  best,  be-  : 
hind  bunches  of  [ 
holly,  oranges,  and 
monstrous  Christ- 
mas candles,  and 

partially  illumined  the  press  of  dark-cloaked 
women,  and  more  or  less  drunken  men,  who 
swayed  and  shoved  and  held  vast  conversations 
on  the  narrow  pavements.  The  red  glare  of 
the  chemist's  globe  transformed  the  leading 
female  beggar  of  the  town  into  a  being  from 
the  Brocken  ;  her  usual  Christmas  family, 
contributed  for  the  festival  by  the  neigh- 
bours, as  to  a  Christmas  number,  being 
grouped  in  fortunate  ghastliness  in  the  green 
light.  She  extracted  from  me  her  recognised 
tribute,  and  pursued  by  her  assurance  that 
she  would  forgive  me  now  till  Easter  (/>., 
that  further  alms  would  not  be  exacted  for  at 
least  a  fortnight),  I  made  my  way  onwards 
into  the  outer  darkness,  beyond  the  uttermost 
link  in  the  chain  of  public-houses. 

The  road  that  led  to  the  workhouse  led 
also  to  the  railway  station.  A  quarter  of  a 
mile  away  the  green  light  of  a  signal-post 
stood  high  in  the  darkness,  like  an  emerald. 
As  I  neared  the  workhouse  I  recognised  the 
deliberate  footfall  of  the  Quaker,  and  pre- 
sently his  long,  pale  face  entered  the  circle 
illuminated  by  my  bicycle-lamp.  My  family 
were  not  at  all  moved  by  my  solicitude  for 
their  safety,  but,  being  in  want  of  an 
audience,  were  pleased  to  suggest  that  I 
should  drive  home  with  them.  The  road 
was  disgustingly  muddy ;  I  tied  my  bicycle 
to  the  back  of  the  car  with  the  rope  that  is 
found  in  the  wells  of  all  outside  cars.  It  was 
not  till  1  had  put  out  the  bicycle-lamp  that  I 
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noticed  that  the  car-lamps  had  been  forgotten, 
but  Denis,  true  to  the  convention  of  his 
tribe,  asseverated  that  he  could  see  better 
without  lights.  I  took  the  place  vacated  by 
the  Christmas-tree,  the  Quaker  pounded  on 
at  his  usual  stone-breaking  trot,  and  my 
offspring,  in  strenuous  and  entangled  duet, 
declaimed  to  me  the  events  of  the  afternoon. 

It  was  without  voice  or  warning  that  a  row 
of  men  was  materialized  out  of  the  darkness, 
under  the  Quaker's  nose ;  they  fell  away  to 
right  and  left,  but  one,  as  if  stupefied,  held  on 
his  way  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  It  is  not 
easy  to  divert  the  Quaker  from  his  course ; 
we  swung  to  the  right,  but  the  wing  of  the 
car  on  my  side  struck  the  man  full  in  the 
chest  He  fell  as  instantly  and  solidly  as  if  he 
were  made  of  stone,  and,  like  a  stone,  he  lay 
in  the  mud.  Loud  and  inebriate  howls  rose 
from  the  others,  and  as  if  in  answer  came  a 
long  and  distant  shriek  from  an  incoming 
train.  Upon  this,  without  bestowing  an 
instant's  further  heed  to  their  fallen  comrade, 
the  party  took  to  their  heels  and  ran  to  the 
station.  It  was  al!  done  in  a  dozen  seconds  ; 
by  the  time  the  Quaker  was  pulled  up  we 
were  alone  with  our  victim,  and  Denis  was 
hoarsely  suggesting  to  me  that  it  would  be 
better  to  drive  away  at  once.  I  have  often 
since  then  regretted  that  I  did  not  take  his 
advice. 

The  victim  was  a  very  small  man  ;  Denis 
and  I  dragged  him  to  the  side  of  the  road. 
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He  was  of  an  alarming  limpness,  but  there 
was  something  reassuring  in  the  reek  of 
whisky  that  arose  as  I  leaned  over  him,  try- 
ing to  diagnose  his  injuries  by  the  aid  of  a 
succession  of  lighted  matches.  His  head  lay 
crookedly  on  his  chest ;  he  breathed  heavily 
but  peacefully,  and  his  limbs  seemed  un- 
injured. Denis,  at  my  elbow,  did  not  cease 
to  assure  me,  tremulously,  that  there  was 
nothing  ailed  the  man,  that  he  was  a  stranger, 
and  that  it  would  be  as  good  for  us  to  go 
home.  Philippa,  on  the  car,  strove  as  best 
she  might  with  the  unappeasable  curiosity  of 
her  sons  and  with  the  pig-headed  anxiety  of 
the  Quaker  to  get  home  to  his  dinner.  At 
this  juncture  a  voice,  fifty  yards  away  in  the 
darkness,  uplifted  itself  in  song. 

"  Heaven's  refle-hex !  Killa-ar-ney  !  "  it 
bawled,  hideously. 

It  fell  as  balm  upon  my  ear,  in  its  assurance 
of  the  proximity  of  Slipper. 

"  Sure  I   know  the  man   well,"   he  said. 


'•  '  SURE,   1    KNOW  THE  MAN    WELL,'   HE  SAID." 

inspecting  him  by  the  light  of  the  bicycle-lamp. 
"  Wake  up,  me  bouchaleen  I "  He  shook  him 
unmercifully.     "  Open  your  eyes,  darlin' !  " 

The  invalid  here  showed  signs  of  anima- 
tion by  uttering  an  incoherent  but,  as  it 
seemed,  a  threatening  roar.  It  lifted  Denis 
as  a  feather  is  lifted  by  a  wind,  and  wafted 
him  to  the  Quaker's  head,  where  he  remained 
in  strict  attention  to  his  duties.  It  also  lifted 
Philippa. 

"  Is  he  very  bad,  do  you  think  ? "  she 
murmured  at  my  elbow.  "Shall  I  drive 
for  the  doctor?" 


"Arrah,  what  docthor?"  said  Slipper,  mag- 
nificently. "Give  me  a  half  a  crown,  Major, 
and  ril  get  him  what  meddyceen  will  answer 
him  as  good  as  any  docthor  1  Lave  him  to 
me  ! "  He  shook  him  again.  "  TU  regulate 
him  ! " 

The  victim  here  sat  up  and  shouted  some- 
thing about  going  home.  He  was  undoubtedly 
very  drunk.  It  seemed  to  me  that  Slipper's 
ministrations  would  be  more  suitable  to  the 
situation  than  mine — certainly  than  Philippa's. 
I  administered  the  solatium ;  then  I  placed 
Denis  on  the  box  of  the  car  with  the  bicycle- 
lamp  in  his  hand,  and  drove  my  family  home. 
After  church  next  day  we  met  Flurry  Knox. 
He  approached  us  with  the  green  glint  in  his 
eye  that  told  that  game  was  on  foot,  whatever 
that  game  might  be. 

"  Who  bailed  you  out,  Mrs.  Yeates  ?  "  he 
said,  solicitously.    "  I  hear  you  and  the  Major 
and   Denis  Leary  were  all  in  the  lock-up  for 
furious  driving  and  killing  a  man  !     I'm  told 
he  was  anointed  last  night" 
Philippa    directed   what 
she  believed  to  be  a  search- 
ing glance  at  Flurry's  face 
of  friendly  concern. 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word 
of  it ! "  she  said,  daunt- 
lessly,  while  a  very  becom- 
ing warmth  in  her  com- 
plexion betrayed  an  inward 
qualm.  "  Who  told  you  ?  " 
"The  servants  heard  it 
at  first  Mass  this  morning, 
and  Slipper  had  me  late  for 
church  telling  me  about  it 
The  fellow  says  if  he  lives 
he's  going  to  take  an  action 
against  the  Major." 

I  listened  with,  I  hope, 
outward  serenity.  In  deal- 
ings with  Flurry  Knox  the 
possibility  that  he  might  be 
speaking  the  truth  could 
never  safely  be  lost  sight 
of.  It  was  also  as  well  to  remember  that  he 
generally  knew  what  the  truth  was. 

I  said  loftily  that  there  had  been  nothing 
the  matter  with  the  man  but  Christmas  Eve, 
and  inquired  if  Flurry  knew  his  name  and 
address 

"Of  course  I  do,"  said  Flurry.  "He's 
one  of  those  mountainy  men  that  live  up  in 
the  hill  behind  Aussolas.  Oweneen  the 
Sprat  is  the  name  he  goes  by,  and  he's  the 
crossest  little  thief  in  the  barony.  Never 
mind,  Mrs.  Yeates ;  I'll  see  you  get  fair  play 
in  the  dock  ! " 
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"  How  silly  you  are  !  "  said  Philippa.  But 
I  could  see  that  she  was  shaken. 

What  Flurry's  servants  may  have  heard  at 
first  Mass  was  apparently  equalled,  if  not 
excelled,  by  what  Denis  heard  at  second. 
He  asked  me  next  morning,  with  a  gallant 
attempt  at  indifference,  if  I  had  had  any 
word  of  "  the  Man-een  " 

"Twas  what  the  people  were  saying  on 
the  roads  last  night  that  he  could  have  the 
law  of  us,  and  there  was  more  was  saying 
that  he'd  never  do  a  day's  good.  Sure  they 
say  the  backbone  is  cracked  where  the  wheel 
of  the  car  went  over  him  !  But  didn't  your- 
self and  the  misthress  swear  black  and  blue 
that  the  wheel  never  went  next  or  nigh  him  ? 
And  didn't  Michael  say  that  there  wasn't  a 
Christmas  this  ten  years  that  that  one  hadn't 
a  head  on  him  the  size  of  a  bullawawn  with 
the  len'th  o' 
dhrink?" 

In  spite  of  the 
contributory  negli- 
gence that  might 
be  assumed  in  the 
case  of  anyone  with 
this  singular  in- 
firmity, I  was  not 
without  a  secret 
uneasiness. 

Two  days  after- 
wards I  received  a 
letter,  written  on 
copybook  paper  in 
a  clerkly  hand.  It 
had  the  Aussolas 
postmark,  in  addi- 
tion to  the  imprint 

of  various  thumbs,  ___^ 

and  set  forth  the 
injuries  inflicted  by 
me  and  my  driver  on  Owen  Twohig  on 
Christmas  Eve,  and  finally  it  demanded 
a  compensation  of  twenty  pounds  for 
the  same.  Failing  this  satisfaction  the  law 
was  threatened,  but  a  hope  was  finally 
expressed  that  the  honourable  gentleman 
would  not  see  a  poor  man  wronged.  It  was, 
in  fact,  the  familiar  mixture  of  bluff  and 
whine,  and,  as  I  said  to  Philippa,  the  Man-een 
— under  which  title  he  had  passed  into  the 
domestic  vocabulary — had,  of  course,  got 
hold  of  a  letter-writer  to  do  the  trick  for  him. 

In  the  next  day  or  so  I  met  Flurry  twice. 
I  found  him  so  rationally  interested,  and 
even  concerned,  about  fresh  versions  of  the 
accident  that  had  cropped  up,  that  I  was 
moved  to  tell  him  of  the  incident  of  the 
letter     He  looked  serious,  and  said  he  would 


go  up  himself  to  see  what  was  wrong  with 
Oweneen.  He  advised  me  to  keep  out  of  it 
for  the  present,  as  they  might  open  their 
mouths  too  big. 

The  moon  was  high  as  I  returned  from 
this  interview;  when  I  wheeled  my  bicycle 
into  the  yard  I  found  that  the  coach-house 
in  which  I  was  wont  to  stable  it  was  locked  ; 
so  also  was  the  harness-room.  Attempting 
to  enter  the  house  by  the  kitchen  door,  I 
found  it  also  was  locked  ;  a  gabble  of  con- 
versation prevailed  within,  and,  with  the 
mounting  indignation  of  one  who  hears  but 
cannot  make  himself  heard,  I  banged  fero- 
ciously on  the  door.  Silence  fell,  and  Mrs. 
Cadogan's  voice  implored  Heaven's  protection. 

"  Open  the  door  !  "  I  roared. 

A  windlike  rush  of  petticoats  followed, 
through  which  came  sibilantly  the  words  : — 


A  WINDLIKB  RUSH  OF   PETTICOATS   FOLLOWED. 


"  Glory  be  to  gpodness !  'Tis  the 
masther  : " 

The  door  opened — I  found  myself  facing 
the  entire  strength  of  my  establishment, 
including  Denis,  and  augmented  by  Slipper. 

"  They  told  me  you  were  asking  afther 
me,  Major,"  began  Slipper,  descending 
respectfully  from  the  kitchen  table,  on  which 
he  had  been  seated. 

I  noticed  that  Mrs.  Cadogan  was  osten- 
tatiously holding  her  heart,  and  that  Denis 
was  shaking  like  the  conventional  aspen. 

"  What's  all  this  about  ?  "  said  I,  looking 
round  upon  them.  "  Why  is  the  whole  place 
locked  up  ?  " 

"  It  was  a  little  unaisy  the)r  were,"  said 
Slipper,  snatching  the  explanation  from  Mrs. 
Cadogan     with    the    determination    of    the 
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skilled  leader  of  conversatioiL  "  I  was  telling 
them  I  seen  two  men  below  in  the  plantation, 
like  they'd  be  watching  out  for  someone,  and 
poor  Mr.  Leary  here  got  a  reeling  in  his  head 
after  I  telling  it." 

"  Indeed  the  crayture  was  as  white  now, 
as  white  as  a  masheroon  ! "  broke  in  Mrs. 
Cadogan,  "  and  we  dhrew  him  in  here  to  the 
fire  till  your  honour  came  home." 

"  Nonsense  ! "  I  said,  angrily  ;  "  a  couple  of 
boys  poaching  rabbits !  Upon  my  word, 
Slipper,  you  have  very  little  to  do,  coming 
here  and  frightening  people  for  nothing." 

"What  did  I  say?"  demanded  Slipper, 
dramatically  facing  his  audience  ;  "  only  that 
I  seen  two  men  in  the  plantation.  How  would 
I  know  what  business  they  had  in  it  ?  " 

"  Ye  said  ye  heard  them  whishling  to  each 
other  like  curlews  through  the  wood,"  faltered 
Denis,  "  and,  sure,  that's  the  whishle  them 
Twohigs  has  always " 

"  Maybe  it's  whistling  to  the  girls  they 
were  I "  suggested  Slipper,  with  an  unabashed 
eye  at  Hannah. 

I  told  him  to  come  up  with  me  to  my 
office,  and  stalked  from  the  kitchen,  full  of 
the  comfortless  wrath  that  has  failed  to  find 
a  suitable  victim. 

The  interview  in  the  office  did  not  last 
long,  nor  was  it  in  any  way  reassuring. 
Slipper,  with  the  manner  of  the  confederate 
who  had  waded  shoulder  to  shoulder  with 
me  through  gore,  could  only  tell  me  that, 
though  he  believed  that  there  was  nothing 
ailed  the  Man-een,  he  wouldn't  say  but  what 
he  might  be  sevarely  hurted.  That  I  wasn't 
gone  five  minutes  before  near  a  score  of  the 
Twohigs  came  leathering  down  out  of  the 
town  in  two  ass-butts  (this  term  indicates 
donkey-carts  of  the  usual  dimensions),  and 
when  Oweneen  felt  them  coming  he  let  the 
most  unmarciful  screech,  upon  which  Slipper, 
in  just  fear  of  the  Twohigs,  got  over  the  wall 
and  executed  a  strategic  retreat  upon  the  rail- 
way station,  leaving  the  Twohigs  to  carry  away 
their  wounded  to  the  mountains.  That  for 
himself  he  had  been  going  in  dread  of  them 
ever  since,  and  for  no  one  else  in  the  wide 
world  would  he  have  put  a  hand  to  one  of 
them. 

I  preserved  an  unshaken  front  towards 
Slipper  ;  but  something  that  I  justified  to 
myself  as  a  fear  of  Philippa's  insatiable  con- 
scientiousness made  me  resolve  that  I  would, 
without  delay,  go  *'  back  in  the  mountain  " 
and  interview  Oweneen  the  Sprat. 

New  Year's  Day  favoured  my  purpose, 
bringing  with  it  clear  frost  and  iron  roads,  a 
day  when  even  the  misanthropic  soul  of  a 


bicycle  awakens  into  sympathy  and  geniality. 
Finally,  however,  I  had  to  leave  the  high 
road,  and  the  mountain  lane  that  ensued 
restored  to  me  the  judicial  frame  of  mind. 
In  the  first  twenty  yards  my  bicycle  was  trans- 
formed from  a  swallow  to  a  pig-headed  and 
semi-paralyzed  wheelbarrow,  struggling  in  a 
species  of  dry  watercourse. 

A  family  of  goats,  regarding  me  from  a 
rocky  mound,  was  the  first  hint  of  civilization. 
The  bohireen  dropped,  with  a  sudden  twist 
to  the  right,  and  revealed  a  fold  in  the  hill- 
side, containing  a  half-dozen  or  so  of  little 
fields,  crooked  and  heavily  walled,  and 
nearly  as  many  thatched  cabins,  fiung  about 
in  the  hollows  as  indiscriminately  as  the 
boulders  upon  the  wastes  outside.  A  group 
of  children  rose  in  front  of  me  like  a  flock 
of  starlings,  and  scudded  with  bare-footed 
nimbleness  to  the  shelter  of  the  houses,  in  a 
pattering,  fluttering  stampede.  I  descended 
upon  the  nearest  cabin  of  the  colony.  1  he 
door  was  shut ;  a  heavy  padlock  linking  two 
staples  said  "  Not  at  home,"  and  the  nose  of 
a  dog  showed  in  a  hole  above  the  sill,  sniffing 
deeply  and  suspiciously.  I  remembered  that 
the  first  of  January  was  a  holyday,  and  that 
every  man  in  the  colony  had  doubtless 
betaken  himself  to  the  nearest  public-house. 
The  next  cottage  was  some  fifty  yards  away, 
and  the  faces  of  a  couple  of  children  peered 
at  me  round  the  comer  of  it  As  I  approached 
they  vanished,  but  the  door  of  the  cabin  was 
open,  and  blue  turf  smoke  breathed  placidly 
outwards  from  it  The  merciful  frost  had 
glazed  the  inevitable  dirty  pool  in  front  of  the 
door,  and  had  made  practicable  the  path 
beside  it.  I  propped  my  bicycle  against  a 
rock,  and  projected  into  the  dark  interior  an 
inquiry  as  to  whether  there  was  anyone  in. 

I  had  to  repeat  it  twice  before  a  small  old 
woman  with  white  hair  and  a  lemon-coloured 
face  appeared ;  I  asked  her  if  she  could  tell 
me  where  Owen  Twohig  lived. 

"Your  honour's  welcome,"  she  replied, 
tying  the  strings  of  her  cap  under  her  chin  with 
wiry  fingers,  and  eyeing  me  with  concentrated 
shrewdness.     I  repeated  the  question. 

She  responded  by  begging  me  to  come  in 
and  rest  myself,  for  this  was  a  cross  place 
and  a  backwards  place,  and  I  should  be 
famished  with  the  cold.  "Sure  them  little 
wheels  dhraws  the  wind." 

I  ignored  this  peculiarity  of  bicycles,  and, 
not  without  exasperation,  again  asked  for 
Owen  Twohig. 

"Are  you  Major  Yeates,  I  beg  your 
pardon  ?  "  I  assented  to  what  she  knew  as 
well  as  I  did.     "  Why,  then,  'tis  here  he  lives 
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indeed,  in  this  little  house,  and  a  poor  place 
he  have  to  live  in.  Sure  he's  my  son,  the 
craj^ure  " — her  voice  at  once  ascended  to  the 
key  of  lamentation;  "faith,  he  didn't  rise 
till  to-day.  Since  Christmas  Eve  I  didn't 
qumch  light  in  the  house  with  him  stretched 
in  the  bed  always,  and  not  a  bit  passed  his 
lips  night  or  day  only  one  suppeen  of  whisky 
in  its  purity.  Ye'd  think  the  tongue  would 
light  out  of  his  mouth  with  the  heat,  and 
ye'd  see  the  blaze  of  darkness  in  his  face  !  I 
hadn't  as  much  life  in  me  this  morning  as 
that  I  could  wash  my  face." 

I  replied  that  I  wanted  to  speak  to  her 
son,  and  was  in  a  hurry. 

"  He's  not  within,  asthore,  he's  not  within 
at  all.  He  got  the  lend  of  a  little  donkey, 
and  he  went  back  the  mountain  to  the  bone- 
setter,  to  try  could  he  straighten  the  leg  with 
him." 

"  Did  Dr.  Hickey  see  him  ?  "  I  demanded. 

"Sure  a  wise  woman  came  in  from  Fin- 
naun  a'  Stephen's  Day,"  pursued  Mrs. 
Twohig,  swiftly,  "and  she  bet  three  spits 
down  on  him,  and  she  said  it's  what  ailed 
him  he  had  the  Fallen 
Palate,  with  the  dint  o'  the 
blow  the  car  bet  him  in  the 
poll,  and  that  anyone  that 
have  the  Fallen  Palate  might 
be  speechless  for  three 
months  with  it.  She  took 
three  ribs  of  his  hair  then, 
and  she  was  pulling  them 
till  she  was  in  a  passpira- 
tion,  and  in  the  latther  end 
she  pulled  up  the  palate." 
She  paused  and  wiped  her 
eyes  with  her  apron.  "  But 
the  leg  is  what  has  him 
destroyed  altogether  ;  she 
told  us  we  should  keep 
sheep's  butter  rubbed  to  it 
in  the  place  where  the 
thrack  o'  the  wheel  is  down 
in  it " 

The   blush   of   a   frosty 
sunset  was  already  in  the 
sky,  and  the  children  who 
had   fled    before    me   had 
returned,    reinforced    by    many    others,    to 
cluster    in   a   whispering   swarm   round    my 
bicycle,  and  to  group  themselves  attentively 
in  the  rear  of  the  conversation. 

"  Look  here,  Mrs.  Twohig,"  I  said,  not  as 
yet  angry,  but  in  useful  proximity  to  it,  "I've 
had  a  letter  from  your  son,  and  he  and  his 
friends  have  been  trying  to  frighten  my  man, 
Denis  Leary  ;  he  can  come  down  and  see  me 


if  he  has  anything  to  say,  but  you  can  tell 
him  from  me  that  I'm  not  going  to  stand  this 
sort  of  thing  1 " 

•  If  the  widow  Twohig  had  been  voluble 
before,  this  pronouncement  had  the  effect  of 
bringing  her  down  in  spate.  She  instantly, 
and  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  called  Heaven  to 
witness  her  innocence  and  the  innocence  of 
her  "  little  boy."  Still  at  full  cry,  she  sketched 
her  blameless  career,  and  the  unmerited 
suffering  that  had  ever  pursued  her  and  hers ; 
how,  during  the  past  thirty  years,  she  had 
been  drooping  over  her  little  orphans,  and 
how  Oweneen,  that  was  the  only  one  she  had 
left  to  do  a  hand's  turn  for  her,  would  be 
"  under  clutches  "  the  longest  day  that  he'd 
live.  It  was  at  about  this  point  that  I 
gave  her  five  shillings.  It  was  a  thoroughly 
illogical  act,  but  at  the  moment  it  seemed 
inevitable,  and  Mrs.  Twohig  was  good  enough 
to  accept  it  in  the  same  spirit.  I  told  her 
that  I  would  send  Dr.  Hickey  to  see  her  son 
(which  had,  it  struck  me,  a  somewhat  stem- 
ming effect  upon  her  eloquence),  and  I  with- 
drew, still  in  magisterial  displeasure.     I  must 


'  THE  CHILDRRN  WHO  HAD  FLBD  BEFORE    ME    HAD  RETURNED,   REINFORCED  BY  MANY 
OTHERS,    TO  CLUSTER    IN   A   WHISPERING   SWARM    ROUND   MY   BICYCLE." 

have  been  half-way  down  the  lane  before  it 
was  revealed  to  me  that  a  future  on  crutches 
was  what  Mrs.  Twohig  anticipated  for  her  son. 
By  that  night's  post  I  wrote  to  Hickey  a 
strictly  impartial  letter,  stating  the  position, 
and  asking  him  to  see  Owen  Twohig  and 
to  let  me  have  his  professional  opinion  upon 
him.  Philippa  added  a  postscript,  asking  for 
a  nerve-tonic  for  the  parlourmaid,  a  Dub^ 
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girl,  who,  since  the  affair  of  the  curlews  in  the 
plantation,,  had  lost  all  colour  and  appetite, 
and  persisted  in  locking  the  hall  door  day 
and  night,  to  the  infinite  annoyance  of  the 
dogs. 

Next  morning,  while  hurrying  through  an 
early  breakfast  preparatory  to  starting  for  a 
distant  Petty  Sessions,  I  was  told  that  Denis 
wished  to  speak  to  me  at  the  hall  door.    This, 
as  I  before  have  had  occasion  to  point  out, 
boded  affairs  of  the  first  importance.     I  pro- 
ceeded  to  the   hall  door, 
and    there    found    Denis, 
pale  as   the  Lily  Maid  of 
Astolat,   with   three   small 
fishes  in  his  hand. 

"  There  was  one  of  thim 
before  me  in  my  bed  last 
night,"  he  said,  in  a  hoarse 
and  shaken  whisper,  "  and 
there  was  one  in  the  windy 
in  the  harness-room  down 
on  top  o'  me  razor,  and 
there  was  another  nelt  to 
the  stable  door  with  the 
nail  of  a  horse*s  shoe." 

I  made  the  natural  sug- 
gestion that  someone  had 
done  it  for  a  joke. 

"Thim's  no  joke,  sir," 
replied  Denis,  portent- 
ously.    "  Thim's  sprats  !  " 

"Well,  I'm  quite  aware 
of  that,"  I  said,  unmoved  by  what  appeared  to 
be  the  crushing  significance  of  the  statement. 

"Oweneen  the  Sprat  T^  murmured 
Philippa,  illuminatingly,  emerging  from  the 
dining-room  door  with  her  cup  of  tea  in  her 
hand.    "  It's  Hannah,  trying  to  frighten  him ! " 

Hannah,  the  housemaid,  was  known  to  be 
the  humorist  of  the  household. 

"  He  have  a  brother  a  smith,  back  in  the 
mountain,"  continued  Denis,  wrapping  up 
the  sprats  and  the  nail  in  his  handkerchief. 
"  Twas  for  a  token  he  put  the  nail  in  it.  If 
he  dhraws  them  mountainy  men  down  on 
me,  I  may  as  well  go  under  the  sod.  It 
isn't  yourself  or  the  misthress  they'll  folly  ; 
it's  myself"  He  crept  down  the  steps  as 
deplorably  as  the  Jackdaw  of  Rheims.  "  And 
it's  what  Michael's  after  telling  me,  they  have 
it  all  through  the  country  that  I  said  you 
should  throw  Twohig  in  the  ditch,  and  it  was 
good  enough  for  the  likes  of  him  ;  and  I  said 
to  Michael  'twas  a  lie  for  them,  and  that  we 
cared  him  as  tender  as  if  he  was  our  mother 
itself,  and  we'd  have  given  the  night  to  him 
only  for  the  misthress  that  was  roaring  on 
the   car,   and  no   blame   to  her ;   sure   the 


THIM  S  NO   JOKE, 
PORTENTOUSLY. 


world  knows  the  mother  o'  children  has  no 
courage  !  '* 

This  drastic  generality  was  unfortunately 
lost  to  my  wife,  as  she  had  retired  to  hold  a 
court  of  inquiry  in  the  kitchen. 

The  inquiry  elicited  nothing  beyond  the 
fact   that   since   Christmas    Day  Denis   was 
"  using  no  food,"  and  that  the  kitchen,  so  far 
from   indulging   in    practical    jokes    at    his 
expense,    had   been    instant    throughout    in 
sympathy,   and   in   cups  of  strong  tea,  ad- 
ministered for  the  fortifica- 
tion of  the  nerves.  All  were 
obviously  deeply  moved  by 
the  incident  of  the  sprats, 
the    parlourmaid,    indeed, 
having  already  locked  her- 
self   into    the    pantry, 
through  the  door  of  which, 
on  Philippa's  approach,  she 
gave  warning  hysterically. 

The     matter    remained 
unexplained,  and  was  not 
altogether  to  my  liking.  As 
I  drove  down  the  avenue 
and    saw    Denis   carefully 
close  the  yard  gates  after 
me   I    determined   that   I 
would    give    Murray,    the 
District  Inspector  of  Police, 
a  brief  sketch  of  the  state 
of  affairs.     I  did  not  meet 
Murray,    but,    as    it    hap- 
pened, this  made  no  difference.    Things  were 
already  advancing  smoothly  and  inexorably 
towards  their  preordained  conclusion. 

I  have  since  heard  that  none  of  the 
servants  went  to  bed  that  night  They, 
including  Denis,  sat  in  the  kitchen  with 
locked  doors,  drinking  tea  and  reciting 
religious  exercises  ;  Maria,  as  a  further  pre- 
caution, being  chained  to  the  leg  of  the 
table.  Their  fears  were  in  no  degree  allayed 
by  the  fact  that  nothing,  whatever  occurred, 
and  the  most  immediate  result  of  the  vigil 
was  that  my  bath  next  morning  boiled  as  it 
stood  in  the  can,  and  dimmed  the  room  with 
clouds  of  steam  ;  a  circumstance  sufficiently 
rare  in  itself,  and  absolutely  without  pre- 
cedent on  Sunday  morning.  The  next  feature 
of  the  case  was  a  letter  at  breakfast-time 
from  a  gentleman  signing  himself  "Jas. 
Fitzmaurice."  He  said  that,  Dr.  Hickey 
having  gone  away  for  a  fortnight's  holiday, 
he,  Fitzmaurice,  was  acting  as  his  locum 
tenens.  In  that  capacity  he  had  opened  my 
letter,  and  would  go  and  see  Twohig  as  soon 
as  possible.  He  enclosed  prescription  for 
tonic  as  requested. 


sir,    replied  dennis, 
'thim's  sprats!'" 
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It  was  a  threatening  morning,  and  we  did 
not  go  to  church.  I  noticed  that  my  wife's 
housekeeping  stance  was  unusually  pro- 
longed, and  even  while  I  smoked  and  read 
the  papers  I  was  travelling  in  my  meditations 
to  the  f)oint  of  determining  that  I  would  have 
a  talk  with  the  priest  about  all  this  infernal 
nonsense.  When  Philippa  at  length  rejoined 
me  I  found  that  she  also  had  arrived  at  a 
conclusion,  impelled  thereto  by  the  counsels 
of  Mrs.  Cadogan,  abetted  by  her  own 
conscience. 

Its  result  was  that  immediately  after  lunch, 
long  before  the  Sunday  roast  beef  had  been 
slept  off,  I  found  myself  carting  precarious 
parcels — a  jug,  a  bottle,  a  pudding  dish — to 
the  inside  car,  in  which  Philippa  had  already 
placed  herself  with  a  pair  of  blankets  and 
various  articles  culled  from  my  wardrobe — 
including  a  pair  of  boots  to  which  I  was 
sincerely  attached.  Denis — pale  yellow  in 
complexion  and  shrouded  in  gloom — was  on 
the  box,  the  Quaker  was  in  the  shafts. 
There  was  no  rain,  but  the  clouds  hung 
black  and  low. 

It  was  an  expedition  of  purest  charity,  so 
Philippa  explained  to  me  over  again  as  we 
drove  away.  She  said  nothing  of  propitiation 
or  diplomacy.  For  my  part  I  said  nothing 
at  all,  but  I  reflected  on  the  peculiar  gifts  of 
the  parlourmaid  in  valeting  me,  and  decided 
that  it  might  be  better  to  allow  Philippa  to 
run  the  show  on  her  own  lines,  while  I  main- 
tained an  attitude  of  large- 
minded  disapproval. 


The  blankets  took  up  as  much  room  in  the 
car  as  a  man ;  I  had  to  hold  in  my  left  hand 
a  jug  of  partly-jellified  beef  tea.  A  sourer 
Lady  Bountiful  never  set  forth  upon  an 
errand  of  mercy.  To  complete  establishment 
— in  the  words  of  the  Gazette — Maria  and 
Minx,  on  the  floor  of  the  car,  wrought  and 
strove  in  ceaseless  and  objectless  agitation, 
an  infliction  due  to  the  ferocity  of  a  female 
rival,  who  terrorized  the  high  road  within 
hail  of  my  gates.  I  thanked  Heaven  that  I 
had  at  least  been  firm  about  not  taking 
the  children  ;  for  the  dogs,  at  all  events,  the 
moment  of  summary  ejectment  would  arrive 
sooner  or  later. 

Seven  miles  in  an  inside  car  are  seven 
miles  indeed.  The  hills  that  had  run  to 
meet  my  bicycle  and  glided  away  behind  it 
now  sat  in  their  places  to  be  crawled  up 
and  lumbered  down  at  such  a  pace  as  seemed 
good  to  the  Quaker,  whose  appetite  for  the 
expedition  was,  if  possible,  less  than  that  of 
his  driver.  Appetite  was,  indeed,  the  last 
thing  suggested  by  the  aspect  of  Denis. 
His  drooping  shoulders  and  deplorable 
countenance  proclaimed  apology  and  depre- 
ciation to  the  mountain  tops,  and  more 
especially  to  the  mountainy  men.  Looking 
back  on  it  now,  I  recognise  the  greatness  of 
the  tribute  to  my  valour  and  omnipotence 
that  he  should  have  consented  thus  to  drive 
us  into  the  heart  of  the  enemy's  country. 
A  steep  slope,  ending  with  a  sharp  turn 
through  a  cutting,  reminded  me  that 
we  were  near  the  mountain  bohireen 
that  was  our  goal.  I  got  out  and 
walked  up  the  hill  stiffly,  because 
the  cramp  of  the  covered  car  was  in 
my  legs.  Stiff  though  I  was,  I  had 
outpaced  the  Quaker,  and  was  near 
the  top  of  the  hill  when  something 
that  was  apparently  a  brown  croquet- 
ball  rolled  swiftly  round  the  bend 
above  me,  charged  into  the  rock 
,  wall  of  the  cutting  with  a  clang, 
I  and  came  on  down  the  hill  with 
a  weight  and  venom  unknown 
to  croquet-balls.  It  sped  past 
me,  missed  the  Quaker  by  an 
uncommonly  near  shave,  and 
on  its  way,  hotly  pursued  by  the  two 
who,  in  the  next  twenty  yards, 
/ered  with  horror  that  it  was  made 
►n,  a  fact  of  which   I  was  already 


r\ 


'A  SOURER  LADY   BOUNTIFUL  NEVER  SET  FORTH  UPON  AN 
ERRAND  OP    MERCY." 


ave  always  been  as  lenient  as  the 

nd  other  circumstances  would  allow 

iv^waids  the  illegal  game  of  "bowling." 

It  consists  in  bowling  an  iron  ball  along 
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a  road,  the  object  being  to  cover  the  greatest 
possible  distance  in  a  given  number  of  bowls. 
It  demands  considerable  strength  and  skill, 
and  it  is  played  with  a  zest  much  enhanced 
by  its  illegality  and  by  its  facilities  as  a 
medium  for  bet- 
ting. The  law 
forbids   it  on 

account   of    its  | 

danger    to    the 
u  nsuspecting 
wayfarer,    in 
consideration  of 
which    a    scout 
is  usually  posted 
ahead  to  signal 
the  approach  of 
the   police   and 
to  give  warning 
to    passers  -  by. 
The  mountainy 
men,  trusting  to 
their  isolation,  had  neglected  this  precaution, 
with  results  that  came  near  being  serious  to 
the  Quaker,  and  filled  with  wrath,  both  per- 
sonal and  official,  I  took  the  hill  at  a  vengeful 
run,  so  as  to  catch  the  bowler  red-handed. 
At  the  turn  in  the  cutting  I  met  him  face  to 
face.     As  a  matter  of  fact  he  nearly  ran  into 
my  arms,  and  the  yelp  of  agony  with  which 
he  dodged  my  impending  embrace  is  one  of 
the  few  consolations   that   I    have  gathered 
from  the  whole  affair.     He  was  a  very  small 
man  ;   he  doubled  like  a  rabbit,  and  bolted 
back   towards   a   swarm   of   men  who   were 
following    the    fortunes   of  the   game.     He 
flitted  over  the  wall  by  the 
roadside,     and    was     away 
over     the     rocky     hillside 
at  a  speed  that  even  in  my 
best   days  would    have  left 
me  nowhere. 

The  swarm  on  the  road 
melted ;  a  good  part  of  it 
was  quietly  absorbed  by  the 
lane  up  which  I  had  dragged 
my  bicycle  two  days  before; 
the  remainder,  elaborately 
uninterested  and  respect- 
able, in  their  dark  blue  Sun- 
day clothes,  strolled  gravely 
in  the  opposite  direction. 
A  man  on  a  bicycle  met 
them,  and  dismounted  to 
speak  to  the  leaders.  I 
wondered  if  he  were  a 
policeman  in  plain  clothes 


'  IT  WENT  ON   ITS   WAY,   HOTI.Y   PURSUED   HY  THE  TWO  DOGS.* 


on  the  prowl.    He  came  on  to  meet  me,  lead- 
ing his  bicycle,  and  I  perceived  that  a  small 
black  leather  bag  was  strapped  to  the  carrier. 
He  was  young  and,  apparently,  very  hot 
"I    beg   your   pardon,"   he   said,    in    the 

accents  of 
Dublin.  "I  un- 
derstand you're 
Major  Yeates. 
I'm  Dr.  Hic- 
key*s  *  locum/ 
and  IVe  come 
out  to  see  the 
man  you  wrote 
to  me  about. 
From  what  you 
said  I  thought 
it  better  to  lose 
no  time." 

I  was   rather 
out    of    breath, 
but  I  expressed 
my  sense  of  indebtedness  to  him. 

"  I  thmk  there  must  be  some  mistake,'*  went 
on  the  "  locum."  "  IVe  just  asked  these  men 
on  the  road  where  Owen  Twohig  lives, 
and  one  of  them — the  fellow  they  call  Slipper, 
or  some  such  name — said  Owen  Twohig  was 
the  little  chap  that's  just  after  sprinting  up 
the  mountain.  He  seemed  to  think  it  was  a 
great  joke — I  suppose  you're  sure  Owen  was 
the  name  ?  " 

"  Perfectly  sure,"  I  said,  heavily. 
The  eyes  of  Dr.  Fitzmaurice  had  travelled 
past  me,  and  were  regarding  with  professional 
alertness  something  farther  down  the  road. 
I     followed     their     direc- 
tion  dreamily,    because 
in   spirit   I   was   far    away, 
tracking     Flurry    Knox 
through  deep  places. 

On  the  hither  side  of 
the  rock  cutting  the  covered 
car  had  come  to  a  stand- 
still. The  reins  had  fallen 
from  Denis's  hands  ;  he 
was  obviously  having  the 
"wakeness"  appropriate  to 
the  crisis.  PhiHppa,  on 
the  step  below  him,  was 
proffering  to  him  the  jug 
of  beef  tea  and  the  bottle 
of  port.  He  accepted  the 
latter. 

"He      knows     what's 
^      what!""     said      the 
"  locum." 


HE   KNOWS  what's   WHATf   SAID 
THE   *  LOCUM.'  " 
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How  n  Weat   Motuur^d  tke  Equaatoro 

By  LAURIDS  PETERSON. 

[The  following  remarkable  article  has  been  written  exclusively  for  "The  Strand  Magazine**  by  the 
first  man  in  the  history  of  the  world  to  encircle  the  globe  around  the  equinoctial  line.  Mr.  Laurids  Peterson 
is  an  adventurous  Dane,  mariner,  merchant,  and  missionary,  forty-three  years  of  age,  who  has,  so  to  speak, 

made  the  EUjuator  his   hobby.] 


MR.      L.      PKTKRSON. 

Prom  a  Photograph, 


S  a  boy  in  my 
native  Copen- 
hagen  the 
Equator  had  no  more 
attraction  for  me 
than  it  probably  has 
for  most  boys.  I 
was  taught  at  school 
that  it  was  an  imagi- 
nary line  encircling 
the  earth,  and  that 
sailors,  when  crossing 
this  imaginary  line, 
were  supposed  to 
receive  a  visit  from-  Father  Neptune.  Little 
did  I  then  dream  that  I  was  destined  to 
know  more  about  the  Equator  than  anybody 
else  in  the  world,  for  this  is  what  I  think  I 
may  safely  say  of  myself  at  the  present  day. 
For  I  have  done  what,  so  far  as  I  can  dis- 
cover, no  one  else  has  done — I  have  travelled 
round  the  globe  on  the  equinoctial  line,  with 
a  comparatively  small  deviation  on  the  West 
Coast  of  Africa,  which  it  is  my  determination, 
if  health  and  strength  are  granted  to  me,  yet 
to  accomplish. 

At  the  age  of 
seventeen  I  left 
my  work  in  a 
Copenhagen  sur- 
veyor's office  and 
went  to  Bremen, 
where  I  made 
several  voyages  as  — 
supercargo  and 
once  as  second 
steward  on  a 
Baltic  steamer.  I 
soon  longed  for 
travel  and  adven- 
ture, and  in  1889 
came  my  first  ex- 
perience of  the 
Equator,  when  I 
was  on  my  way 
to  Batavia,  in  the 
Island  of  Java, 
in  the  service  of 
a  shipping  com- 
pany. I  was  four 

Vol.  xxxiv.— 94. 


years  m  that  service,  the  last  year  being  spent 
as  storekeeper  and  assistant  surveyor  at 
Padang. 

A  few  miles  north  of  Fort  de  Kock,  where 
there  is  a  line  of  railway,  rises  the  great 
mountain  of  Ophir,  nine  thousand  six  hundred 
feet,  whose  slopes  are  almost  exactly  on 
the  Equator.  At  Padang  I  had  made  the 
acquaintance  of  a  German  missionary  who 
had  been  labouring  amongst  the  Bat  talcs. 
One  day,  as  we  had  driven  out  to  the  mountain, 
Father  Bruns  said  to  me,  **  Do  you  know, 
my  friend,  that  the  spot  you  are  standing  on 
is,  as  nearly  as  it  is  possible  to  calculate,  a 
very  famous  spot  ?  "  "  Truly,"  I  exclaimed, 
for  I  knew  he  was  a  great  authority  on  the 
history  of  the  island.  "  What  has  happened 
here  ?  '*  He  looked  grave  and  answered  : 
**  Nothing — everything.  You  are  standing  on 
part  of  the  Equator.  You  are  exactly  half- 
way between  the  Poles.  When  you  stretch 
your  legs  apart,  your  right  leg  is  in  the 
Northern  Hemisphere  and  your  left  leg  is  in 
the  Southern.  After  all,"  he  went  on,  "  the 
Equator  only  exists  in  our  minds.     It  is  only 


•you  arr  standing  on  thk  equator,    vour  right  leg  is  in  the  northern 

hemisphere  anji  your  left  leg  is  in  the  southern." 

AfUr  a  Sketch  by  Ike  Amtkor. 
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a  symbol.  We  cannot  touch  it  or  see  it. 
We  cannot  remove  it  or  injure  it  in  any  way. 
But  it  is  there  all  the  same,  and  from  it  the 
whole  world  dates  its  latitudes,  without  which 
ships  would  be  lost  and  boundaries  would  fall 
into  confusion." 

I  was  very  much  struck  with  this  way  of 
r^arding  the  Equator.  After  a  pause  Bruns 
took  my  arm  and  said  :  "If  you  will  come 
with  me  a  mile  or  so  to  the  east  yonder  I 
will  show  you  something."  Accordingly  we 
went  on  together  until  we  reached  a  sj>ot 
covered  with  dense  foliage,  and  the  next 
moment  I  saw  a  large  white  board  on  which 
was  painted  this  legend  in  French  : — 

"Ici  est  I'Equator  qu'entour  le  globe 
comme  I'Evangile  de  Jesus  -  Christ."  In 
other  words  the  Equator  was  with  him  a  figure 
of  speech  for  the  Gospel,  and  he  used  it  con- 
stantly to  point  a  moral. 

"  I  have  put  up  four  of  these,"  he  told  me, 
smilingly ;  "  you  will  find  another  in  Dutch 


IHK    MtSSIONARVS    SIGN    ON    THR    FQUATOR. 

Afttr  a  Sketch  6y  Uu  Auihor. 


seventy  miles  from  here  and  another  in 
German  on  one  of  the  Butu  Islands."  I 
afterwards  saw  the  latter  on  a  trip  to  the 
islands,  but  the  one  south  of  Sulu  had  been 
carried  away  by  a  native  as  a  curiosity. 

It  was  these  conversations  with  the  mis- 
sionary which  led  me  to  embrace  Christianity 
and  caused  me  afterwards  to  act  for  seven 
months  in  Borneo  as  colporteur  for  the  Bible 
Society. 

It  was  in  the  town  of  Pontianak,  on  the 
Equator,  that  I  witnessed  a  very  elaborate 
celebration  of  the  Dutch  Queen's  accession 
(23rd  of  November)  by  the  local  officials  and 
natives.  A  more  fantastic  spectacle  I  cannot 
conceive. 

There  were  sixty  soldiers  mustered  at  this 

post,  and  nearly  all  of  them  appeared  to  be 

field-marshals,  or  generals  at  the  least.     As 

for  the  officers,  their  display  of  epaulettes, 

gold-lace     buttons,     and     embroidery     was 

enough    to    strike    awe   into   the    hearts  of 

the   natives.      But   it   was   the 

dusky     supernumeraries      who 

caught   the  eye.      One    had  a 

magnificent    cocked    hat    with 

/        feathers,  a  resplendent  light-blue 

/        tunic,  and  no  trousers !  Another 

wore  a  pair  of  high  cavalry  boots, 

with  a  scarlet  sash  bound  round 

his  loins. 

In  Pontianak  I  found,  as  in 
>       other   places  on   the   Equator, 
\        that    the    "imaginary   line"  is 
I  .       held  in   deep   respect,   for  not 
only   did   the   Resident   in  his 
speech   refer  several   times    to 
little   Wilhelmina's    sovereignty 
of  this  part  of  the  Equator,  but 
in    the    toasts    afterwards    the 
Equator   was    drunk   with   en- 
thusiasm,   and    one    subaltern 
actually  undertook  to  reply  in 
its  behalf! 

In  1894  I  got  an  offer  from 
the  captain  of  an  American 
trading  schooner  at  Menado  to 
take  the  post  of  second  mate, 
and  as  I  was  tired  of  my  wander- 
ing employ  in  the  Dutch  service 
I  accepted,  and  for  the  next 
fifteen  months  we  cruised 
amongst  the  islands.  At  last, 
when  the  captain  had  orders  to 
return  to  San  Francisco  for  re 
fitting,  stopping  on  the  way  to 
obtain  supplies  and  a  large 
'  American     flag    for    the    new 

American  possession  of  Baker 
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Island,  I  realized  a  chance  of  seeing 
more  of  the  Equator  than  I  had  ever  done 
before,  for  Baker  Island  would  bring  us 
into  longitude  i76deg.,  and  afterwards  an 
opportunity  might  come  to  follow  the 
eastern  course  of  the  Equator  in  a  ship  from 
Honolulu.  But  it  so  happened  that  our 
schooner  never  got  to  Honolulu ;  after 
leaving  Baker  the  captain  became  seriously 
ill  and  died  three  days  out  at  sea,  and  the 
first  mate  and  myself  agreed  that  the  con- 
dition of  the  ship  and  the  weather  were  such 
as  to  warrant  us  in  making  the  nearest  port, 
and  we  held  on  until  we  reached  Samoa,  and 
anchored  in  the  harbour  of  Apia.  Here  we 
had  to  dispose  of  our  cargo  for  what  it  would 
fetch  and  await  instructions  from  the  owners 
at  San  Francisco.  Meanwhile,  the  acting 
captain  decamped,  the  crew — seven  men — 
deserted,  and  I  was  left  with  the  schooner  on 
my  hands.  I  passed  four  months  at  Apia, 
and  when  I  finally  got  instructions  to  have 
the  Rogeo  towed  to  Panama  I  had  a  con- 
siderable claim  against  the  owners.  I  now 
therefore  stipulated  that  I  should  be  paid 
seven  hundred  dollars,  and  that  the  schooner 
should  stop  at  the  Galapagos  Islands  and 
there  land  me. 

In  such  fashion  did  I  realize  my  ambition 
of  making  a  good  beginning  of  a  journey 
round  the  world  by  the  Equator. 

We  had  a  smooth  voyage,  and  the  captain 
of  the  vessel  fulfilled  his  promise  of  setting 
me  down  on  Isabella  Island — which  I  gained 
in  a  small  boat.  I  was  told  that  I  should 
have  to  wait  three  months  before  the  Panama 
steamer  called  at  the  island.  As  it  turned 
out,  I  did  not  have  to  wait  so  long  to  reach 
the  Equator  coast,  but  I  had  plenty  of  time 
to  examine  the  island  and  to  gratify  my 
passion  by  many  walks  on  the  exact  line  of 
the  Equator,  latitude  odeg.  To  my  astonish- 
ment, I  found  that  Senor  Arellana,  who 
owns  the  northern  portion  of  Isabella,  asked 
me  if  there  was  "any  mention  of  the  Equator 
in  the  Protestant  Bible."  I  explained  to  him 
that  there  was  not. 

"  I  have  never,"  he  said,  "  been  able  to 
find  out  anything  about  it  from  our  priests, 
and  I  saw  nothing  for  years  to  make  me 
believe  it  existed.  But  one  night,  senor, 
three  years  ago,  there  was  an  earthquake  on 
this  island,  and  the  next  day  I  observed  a 
great  fissure  running  east  and  west  thirty 
yards  long,  and  I  can  tell  you,  senor,  I  was 
dreadfully  frightened.  I  couldn't  help  going 
down  on  my  knees  and  praying,  for  I  really 
thought  the  world  might  be  weak  in  that 
place,  and,  if  so,  it  might  easily  split  and  fall 


away  into  two  pieces.  Tell  me  all  you  know 
or  have  heard  of  the  Equator,  and  how  such 
a  line  came  to  be  discovered." 

Before  I  left  Isabella  I  reassured  him. 

But  I  still  had  to  reach  Ecuador,  for  I  was 
more  than  five  hundred  miles  from  the  main- 
land. This  journey  I  managed  in  a  small 
sloop,  owned  by  a  resident  of  San  Salvador 
who  was  going  to  escort  the  Governante 
from  Quito.  I  had  no  great  difficulty  in 
bribing  the  master  to  land  me  anywhere  I 
chose  on  the  coast,  and  so  I  chose  the  small 
hamlet  of  Padernales.  I  set  off  down  the 
coast  and  came  across  a  road  twenty  miles 
south  at  right  angles  with  a  large  cross  which 
had  been  set  up  there.  At  this  wayside 
shrine  were  two  peasants,  a  man  and  a 
woman,  labourers  in  a  cocoa  plantation.  As 
I  paused  one  of  them  pointed  to  the  cross 
and  then  to  the  roadway  running  towards  the 
mountains,  and  murmured,  "  El  Ecuador " 
(the  Equator).  Then  they  both  crossed 
themselves  devoutly  and  proceeded  on  their 
way. 

I  had  bought  a  donkey,  and  now  pro- 
ceeded on  my  way  to  Quito,  the  capital  of 
Ecuador.  Here  I  decided  to  travel  in  the 
character  of  explorer,  because  I  was  told  that 
otherwise  I  should  have  trouble  with  the 
Jesuits.  I  engaged  two  hardy  guides  (Narciso 
and  Manuel)  and  set  off. 

A  dozen  times  we  pitched  our  camp  for  the 
night  exactly  on  the  equinoctial  line,  accord- 
ing to  my  reckoning.  My  equipage  comprised 
two  rifles  and  ammunition,  mosquito  netting, 
and  as  much  jerked  beef  and  cassava 
bread  as  we  could  carry.  At  night  we  could 
hear  the  howls  of  wild  beasts,  and  once  my 
feet  were  attacked  by  a  vampire  and  I  lost  a 
good  deal  of  blood,  notwithstanding  that  I 
had  been  told  that  vampires  were  a  fiction.  At 
the  Casiquiare  River  my  guides  were  to  have 
gone  back,  but  Narciso  offered  to  go  on  with 
me  across  Colombia  to  San  Gabriel,  on  the 
Negro  River,  and  I  engaged  an  Indian  to  take 
Manuel's  place.  I  reached  San  Gabriel  with- 
out mishap,  although  I  once  nearly  lost  my 
life  at  the  jaws  of  a  cayman. 

We  had  pitched  our  camp  one  night  with- 
out suspecting,  all  tired  out  as  I  was,  that  we 
were  only  a  few  yards  away  from  a  rather 
wide  creek — just  the  place  where  caymans 
would  be  likely  to  frequent.  It  was  my 
guide's  fault.  So  worn  -  out  was  I  that  I 
dropped  off  to  sleep  early.  I  had  got  used 
to  the  jungle  noises,  jaguars,  goatsuckers, 
and  owls,  not  to  mention  at  least  a  million 
frogs,  but  even  before  I  was  actually  asleep 
I  was  conscious  of  a  terrible  sound — different 
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from  the  rest — like  a  sick  lion's  roar.  How 
long  this  went  on  I  do  not  know,  but  my 
guide  at  last  woke  me  up  to  say  he  thought  a 
cayman  was  near.  I  got  up  in  a  panic,  lit 
the  torch,  and,  staggering  forward,  stumbled 
into  a  deep  creek.  To  save  myself  from 
falling  I  threw  out  my  hand— it  gripped  the 
slimy,  scaly  tail  of  a  huge  man-eating  cayman  ! 
With  what  celerity  I  scrambled  ashore  I  leave 
you  to  imagine ! 

Sometimes  the  forest  was  so  dense  that  we 
scarcely  made  ten  miles  in  a  hard  day,  and 
even  the  ferns  were  as  tall  as  many  of  our 
trees  in  Denmark.  But  I  was  at  last  in 
Brazil  and  on  the  upper  Negro  River,  on 
which  steamers,  had  I  wished  it,  would  have 
borne  me  to  the  Amazon  and  the  Atlantic 
Ocean.  But  I  chose  to  go  on  the  steamer 
only  as  far  as  Barcellos,  after  which  I  made 
my  way,  with  another  Indian,  to  the  hilly 
country  again  by  donkey-ride  and  horseback, 
as  well  as  nearly  four  hundred  miles  on  foot. 
I  finally  reached  Macapa,  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Amazon.  It  took  me  ten  months  and 
seven  days  to  cross  the  Continent,  including 
a  week's  stay  at  San  Gabriel.  The  com- 
mandante  at  San  Gabriel  was  very  kind,  and 
as  cattle  and  sheep  flourish  in  the  vicinity 
I  lived  well  that  week.  The  whole  of  the 
journey  eastward  is  chiefly  connected  in  my 
mind  with  fearful  howling  monkeys,  whose 
clamour  nearly  drove  me  out  of  my  wits. 


From  Para,  on  the  9th  of  February,  1904, 
I  at  last  got  passage  in  a  German  ship,  the 
Axe/j  going  to  the  German  Kamerun,  on 
the  West  Coast  of  Africa,  with  a  cargo  of 
Brazilian  produce  which  the  Government 
wished  to  introduce  there.  The  voyage  was 
very  long  and  tedious,  owing  to  adverse 
winds.  Once  we  were  blown  back  from  the 
P2quator  in  longitude  3ideg.,  until  we  were 
actually  within  sight  of  Ascension  Island,  but 
the  captain  got  on  to  his  course  again,  and 
we  finally  made  the  Portuguese  island  of  St. 
Thomas  on  the  twenty-ninth  day  out.  I  fear 
I  had  talked  so  much  about  the  Equator  on 
the  voyage  that  the  crew,  who  were  a  mixed 
lot — three  of  them  negroes,  two  lascars,  and 
our  cook  a  Chinaman — took  a  dislike  to 
me  and  regarded  me  as  the  Jonah  of 
the  ship.  Whenever  there  was  a  dangerous 
squall  I  would  hear  them  saying,  *'  It's  that 
crazy  Dane  again.  I  tell  you,  boys,  the 
Equator  don't  like  it  !  "  They  used  to  think 
that  I  was  "  dogging  "  the  Equator,  and  that 
the  Equator  was  retaliating  !  But  the  captain 
was  my  friend  ;  he  was  an  intelligent  man 
hailing  from  Hamburg,  and  much  interested 
in  my  feat  of  going  round  the  world  by  the 
Equator.  After  each  fresh  storm  he  would 
say,  "  Well,  Peterson,  old  Herr  Neptune 
bumped  us  off*  again  last  night."  Then  he 
would  laugh  heartily  and  add  :  "  But,  never 
fear,  we  will  bump  him  back  ! " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


HO IV  I    WENT  ROUND    THE    EQUATOR, 


749 


As  he  wanted  for  some  reason  or  other 
to  avoid  the  Bight  of  Biafra  he  very  gladly 
agreed  to  land  me  at  St.  Thomas,  whence 
I  could  get  a  Portuguese  or  French  boat 
to  take  me  to  the  coast.  I  spent  eleven 
days  at  Rola,  which  is  a  deserted  hilly  island. 
To  my  surprise  hardly  any  of  the  inhabitants 
seemed  to  know  that  their  island  was  on  the 
Equator,  and  a  Portuguese  planter  said  to 
me,  **  Very  well,  sefior ;  and  who  does  the 
Equator  belong  to?"  I  told  him  it  was 
merely  a  line  going  round  the  earth,  and  he 
said,  "  Oh,  then  it  belongs  to  England. 
Then  we  needn't  move,  because  the  Kings 
of  Portugal  and  England  are  very  good 
friends." 

From  St.  Anna  I  got  a  steamer  going  across 
to  Libreville,  in  the  French  Congo.  This 
time  I  carried  with  me  a  large  trunk  filled 
with  tracts  and  Bibles,  but  the  official  at 
Libreville  told  me  with  a  smile  that  I  should 
probably  have  trouble  over  them  if  I  met  any 
of  the  priests.  He  could  not  understand 
why  I  should  want  to  get  to  Bou^  overland, 
as  I  could  easily  have  gone  in  a  boat  up  the 
Ogowe  River,  and,  when  I  explained,  his 
manner  underwent  a  change  and  he  said: 
"  Ah,  I  see  you  are  a  naturalist  and  explorer. 
I  have  a  great  respect  for  naturalists  and  ex- 
plorers, but — pardon — have  you  a  permit?" 
I  showed  him  my  papers.  "Ah,  you 
are  a  Dane,"  he  said.  "  I  thought  you 
were  a  German.  My  orders  concern  only 
Germans."  He  then  volunteered  to  assist  in 
engaging  six  bearers  for  my  escort,  and  in 
three  days  I  was  ready  to  set  out,  keeping 
steadily  along  the  line  of  the  Equator  until 
I  reached  Bou^,  where  I  dismissed  my 
negroes,  having  resolved  to  stay  here  ten  days, 
where  there  are  several  courteous  French 
officials  and  a  large  number  of  traders, 
besides  a  great  native  population,  to  whom  I 
could,  by  means  of  my  picture-tracts  and  an 
interpreter,  teach  the  Word  of  God.  On  the 
day  following  my  arrival  I  rode  out  to  the 
Equator  and  affixed  one  of  the  placards  I  had 
printed  in  Para  : — 

Here  is  the  Equator, 
Which,  like  the  Gospel 

Of  Christ, 
Encircles  the  whole  Earth. 

At  this  time  I  was  feeling  far  from  well,  and 
on  getting  back  to  my  quarters  I  took  an 
extra  dose  of  quinine  and  went  to  bed.  I 
did  not  rise  for  eleven  days.  I  am  bound  to 
say  I  was  shown  every  kindness,  but  I  could 
not  shake  off  the  fever.  I  had  written  home 
to  have  my  letters  and  some  money,  besides 
Bibles  and  merchandise,  sent  to  me  at  Coquil- 


hatville  or  Equatorville,  on  the  Congo,  between 
which  place  and  Leopoldville  there  is  a  line  of 
steamers.  Three  times  I  set  out  from  Bou^, 
and  three  times  I  had  to  return — twice  from 
sickness,  and  the  last  because  my  escort 
became  quarrelsome  and  mutinied,  de- 
manding the  whole  of  their  wages  in 
advance.  At  last,  though  with  great  regret, 
I  had  to  face  the  inevitable,  and  that  is 
why  the  three  hundred  odd  miles  between 
Boue  and  the  River  Congo  on  the  Equator  is 
unknown  to  me,  and  is  the  only  considerable 
stretch  I  have  not  traversed.  But  I  mean  to 
do  even  this  some  day ! 

Sadly  I  made  my  way  back  to  Olambo, 
where  I  found  a  tender  ready  to  take 
me  along  to  Leopoldville.  On  April  21st 
my  steamer  reached  Coquilhatville,  on  the 
Equator,  and  I  had  before  me  a  long  journey 
of  five  hundred  miles  to  Stanley  Falls. 
Coquilhatville,  formerly  called  Equatorville, 
is  right  on  the  line,  and  there  are  many 
reminders  of  the  fact,  particularly  the  hotel 
or  auberge,  A  TEquateur. 

This  caravanserai  was  usually  frequented 
by  a  motley  horde — unparalleled,  I  should 
say,  on  earth.  There  are  Belgians,  French- 
men, Germans,  Jews,  Hollanders,  and  Arabs, 
while  the  place  is  surrounded  by  a  squatting 
multitude  of  blacks  of  many  tribes,  nearly  all 
naked,  ready  to  be  engaged  as  bearers  or 
boatmen  or  escort,  or  in  any  capacity  what- 
ever. Human  life,  I  have  reason  to  know, 
is  held  cheap  at  Equatorville,  and  the  place 
is  stained  with  many-  crimes.  In  fact,  the 
whole  Equator,  as  the  reader  will  gather,  is, 
throughout  its  twenty-five  thousand  miles,  a 
line  of  ignorance,  savagery,  and  blood.  It  is 
a  black  line  which  civilization  ought  to  paint 
white. 

Most  of  the  natives  of  the  Balolo  and 
Bangu  tribes  know  all  about  the  presence 
of  the  Equator  from  the  white  men,  and 
some  of  them  I  found  had  made  up  extra- 
ordinary tales  about  it.  One  of  the  best  and 
most  original  theories  I  heard  from  a  man 
who  had  embraced  the  Mohammedan  religion. 
He  evidently  believed  that  the  whole  earth  was 
divided  between  two  races,  the  white  and  the 
black,  for  he  told  me  that  the  Equator  had 
formerly  been  a  wall  a  hundred  feet  high  to 
keep  the  black  and  white  people  apart,  but 
that  the  white  people  had  wickedly  torn  down 
the  wall  and  carried  it  away  and  were  trying 
to  overrun  the  half  of  the  world  belonging 
by  rights  to  the  blacks  ;  and  that  some  dark 
night  God  would  set  up  the  wall  again,  and 
then  we  would  not  dare  to  pull  it  down.  "  I 
have,"   he   said,   "a  piece  of  the  wall  out- 
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side  my  hut,  which  you  can  come  and  see  if 
you  like." 

From  Coquilhatville  I  embarked  with  four 
men  in  two  boats  and  sailed  up  the  river  to 
Yolongo,  where  we  disembarked,  and  I 
marched  across  the  savanna  to  Litoka,  to 
the  north  of  which  I  set  up  a  sign.  My 
journey  was  slow  and  tedious  and  devoid 
of  incident  across  a  parched  plain  until  I 
got  to  the  shores  of  Lake  Albert  Edward, 
where  I  engaged  a  native  dhow  to  sail  across 
the  lake. 

With  six  willing  followers  I  reached  Fort 
George  by  water.  I  spent  three  and  a  half 
months  in  Uganda,  where,  at  Entebbe,  a 
large  case  of  prayer-books  and  picture-books 
from  the  Bible  Tract  Society  awaited  me.  I 
led  a  very  active  life,  although  I  was  nearly 
two  weeks  down  with  fever.  I  visited  the 
grave  of  an  English  officer.  Lieutenant 
Hotchkiss,  on  Kome  Island,  which  bears  the 
inscription :  "  Arthur  William  Hotchkiss, 
born  1867,  died  1898.  Buried  according  to 
his  wish  on  the  line  of  the  Equator,  latitude 
o",  longitude  32''76"." 

It  was  at  Port  Victoria  that  I  met  an 
American,  Mr.  Bradley,  who  had  come  to 
Uganda  on  a  sporting  expedition,  and  who 
made  me  an  offer  to  accompany  him  on  a 
tour  of  exploration  to  Lake  Kibibi  and 
Mount  Kenia.  As  Mr.  Bradley  was  gomg 
with  a  numerous  outfit  I  accepted,  and  we 
travelled  by  the  Uganda  Railway  for  sixty 
miles  as  far  as  the  Mau  Mountains,  when  we 
struck  off  north-east. 

Mount  Kenia  shares  with  some  of  the 
Andes  the  reputation  of   being  one  of  the 


most  celebrated  Equatorial  mountains  of  the 
globe,  but  I  need  not  describe  it  or  my 
journey  here.  At  the  source  of  the  River 
Tani  my  friend  lent  me  a  part  of  his  escort 
to  the  coast,  and  then  commenced  a  long 
and  dreary  journey  through  for  the  most  part 
a  flat  savanna  country,  as  this  part  of  British 
East  Africa  is.  I  halted  at  Borati,  expect- 
ing to  replenish  my  supplies,  but  found  it 
deserted.  On  the  nth  of  March,  1905,  I 
reached  the  Italian  settlement  of  Lanshani. 

Ultimately  I  made  my  way  down  the  coast 
to  Mombasa,  where  I  found  a  steamer 
freighted  with  returned  coolies  for  Singapore 
and  other  East  Indian  ports,  and  so  in  the 
spring  of  last  year  I  got  once  more  to  Padang, 
having  in  the  interval  encircled  the  entire 
globe  by  the  equinoctial  line.  I  hope  to 
finish  a  book  I  am  now  engaged  upon 
describing  my  travels. 

I  cannot  close  without  mentioning  that  on 
this  last  voyage  there  was  a  little  English 
girl,  daughter  of  a  Malay  official,  whom  I 
found  one  day  trying  to  sketch  a  most  extra- 
ordinary quadruped,  which  she  eventually 
showed  me.  "  It's  meant  for  the  Equator," 
she  said,  "  but  I  expect  it  doesn't  look  at  all 
like  it.  Perhaps  some  day  you'll  be  able  to 
tell  me." 

It  turned  out  to  be  Miss  Dorothy's  con- 
ception of  a  "  menagerie  lion  running  round 
the  earth,"  with  myself,  an  enthusiastic 
sportsman,  in  hot  pursuit ! 


c/^^^  •  Cr^i^^^-Ky 
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^N  Leicester  Square  the  early 
morning  sun  was  shining  upon 
a  motley  company — foreigners 
of  the  Latin  race,  for  the  most 
^  part,  idlers  by  necessity,  who 
3  could  appreciate  the  colour 
and  light  of  the  garden.  Upon  a  bench, 
eyeing  a  bed  of  scarlet  geraniums,  sat  a 
young  man.  Beside  him  a  girl  was  braiding 
lavender.  Again  and  again  the  girl  glanced 
at  the  frowning  brows  and  firmly-shut  lips  of 
her  companion.  He  had  not  looked  at  her 
once.  She  was  not  very  pretty,  it  is  true ; 
nevertheless  her  face  had  the  charm  of  youth 
and  kindliness.  She  wanted  to  speak  to 
him,  but  a  certain  sensitiveness — she  was 
barely  seventeen — forbade  this  ;  so,  being 
intelligent,  she  held  her  tongue  and 
waited. 

Meantime  the  youth  was  reflecting  bitterly 
upon  the  contrast  between  his  outer  and 
inner  man ;  for  a  decent,  well-cut  coat 
covered  a  stomach  lacking  the  fustian  of 
bread  and  butter.  Already  he  had  converted 
into  cash  every  garment  he  possessed,  saving 
those  he  was  wearing.  The  coat  represented 
breakfast — by  Jove,  how  hungry  he  was  ! — or 
respectability.  Coatless,  he  might  sink  to 
unthinkable  depths. 
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"  Thank  goodness,''  murmured  the  flower- 
girl,  "  that  job's  done." 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her. 

"Is  that  so?"  he  inquired,  with  a  faint 
American  accent.  "  But  you  have  to  sell  the 
lavender,  haven't  you  ?  " 

"  I'll  sell  it  all  before  dinner-time.  Won't 
you  please  buy  a  bunch,  sir  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  buying  lavender  to-day,"  he 
replied,  solemnly,  for  the  word  "dinner" 
gnawed  his  vitals. 

"  One  bunch,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  cannot." 

"  You  will  not,"  she  retorted,  with  a  sigh. 
"What's  a  penny,  sir?" 

He  smiled  frostily.  "  A  penny  would  buy 
two  buns,"  he  replied,  slowly. 

"  Buns  !  "  she  laughed.  "  You  don't  eat 
—buns  ?  " 

The  note  of  interrogation  brought  a  flush 
to  his  thin  cheeks.  A  Frenchman  reading 
Le  Petit  Bleu  at  the  next  bench  marvelled  at 
the  blush  "  II  est  bete  comme  une  btlche, 
ce  Goddam  ! "  he  muttered,  enviously. 

"  I  could  eat  this  morning,"  said  the  man, 
softly,  "  not  only  the  British  bun,  but  the 
British  baby." 

"'Ungry?  You?  You're  kiddin'.  No, 
you  ain't." 

achell,  in  the  United  States  of  America. 
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"  I  ain't." 

"  It's  orful  to  be  'ungry."  Then,  after  an 
uncomfortable  pause,  she  said,  confidentially, 
"  What  are  you  goin'  to  do  ?  " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Ain't  you  got  a  father  or  mother  ?  " 

He  told  her  gravely  that  he  was  that 
deserving  object  of  charity,  an  orphan.  The 
girl  eyed  him  more  attentively,  struck  by  the 
delicacy  of  his  features,  the  fine  texture  of 
his  skin  and  hair,  the  brilliant  eyes,  indicating 
a  facile  and  perfervid  imagination. 

"  Oh,  well,  your  pals'll  'elp  you.  Partic- 
lerly  if  they're " 

"If— what?" 

"  If  they're — oh,  you  know." 

"I  don't  know." 

"If  they're  women.  You're  the  sort 
women  like." 

"Thank  you,"  he  replied,  stiffly,  for 
humour  slumbers  when  we  are  very  hungry. 
"I  do  not  take  money  from  women." 

"Proud— eh?" 

"Not  at  all." 

She  glanced  at  him  shyly  as  she  whispered, 
"  If  you're  real  'ungry — and  lor',  don't  I  know 
the  feelin'?.a  clawin'  like  of  the  inside — 
s'pose  you  come  along  and  tike  a  bit  of 
breakfus  with — me'^ 

She  brought  out  the  pronoun  boldly,  but 
turned  her  eyes  aside,  afraid  that  he  might 
resent  the  pity  and  sympathy  in  them.  The 
young  man  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  then  he 
said,  genially:  — 

"  Thank  you.  Only  a  churl  would  refuse 
such  a  kind  invitation.' 

"  Gam  !  "  she  exclaimed,  more  at  her  ease. 
"  It's  a  rum  old  world,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  It's  a  better  place  than  I  thought  it 
five  minutes  ago.  My  name  is  Anthony 
Wellcome.     What  shall  I  call  you  ?  " 

"  Sally.  Now  follow  me.  And  don  t 
speak.     I  must  think  of  my  character." 

She  laughed  and  walked  briskly  away, 
followed  by  Anthony. 

The  pair  passed  from  Leicester  Square 
into  Charing  Cross  Road.  More  than  one 
man  turned  to  look  at  the  flower-girl  as  she 
tripped  gaily  on,  and  a  gentleman  of  Hebrew 
extraction,  black- bearded,  red-lipped,  stopped 
her  and  bought  a  bunch  of  lavender,  giving 
a  shilling  and  a  smile. 

Sally  hurried  on,  and  the  Jew,  reflecting, 
perhaps,  that  sweet  lavender  can  only  be 
bought  in  summer,  gave  chase.  Had  he 
looked  back  and  marked  the  expression 
upon  the  face  of  the  tall,  thin  young  man 
behii;d  him,  it  is  possible  that  he  might  have 
'y>stponed  the  purchase  of  more  lavender. 


Presently  Sally  turned  sharply  to  the  left, 
entering  a  quiet  and  secluded  alley.  The 
Jew  doubled  his  pace ;  the  Gentile  behind 
doubled  his  fist.  Twenty  yards  farther  on 
the  black-bearded  gentleman  overtook  the 
girl,  and  laid  a  too-tightly-gloved  hand  upon 
her  shoulder.  At  the  same  moment  Well- 
come seized  him  by  the  collar,  twisted  him 
round,  and  then  kicked  him  so  hard  and  with 
such  accuracy  of  aim  that  the  fellow  fell  flat 
on  his  face.  He  picked  himself  up,  shot  a 
Parthian  glance  of  rage  at  Wellcome,  and  fled. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Sally,  demurely. 

"Not  at  all.  That  was  better  than  a 
cocktail  to  me.  Say,  do  you  get-  many 
shillings  from  such  beasts?" 

She  nodded,  laughing  and  blushing. 

"They  get  nothink  but  lavender  from  me." 

Wellcome  asked  no  more  questions,  for 
they  had  come  to  the  door  of  a  cheap  eating- 
house,  where  sausages  and  coflee  for  two 
were  ordered.  Upon  these  viands  Anthony 
fell  with  ravenous  appetite,  dispatching  four 
"  bags  o'  mystery  "  one  after  the  other.  He 
learned  from  his  companion  that  she  had 
risen  betimes  to  buy  her  lavender  at  Covent 
Garden;  so  she,  too,  ate  heartily,  and  in 
silence— as  is  the  custom  in  such  places  of 
entertainment.  The  bill  was  one  shilling. 
When  Sally  paid  it  she  remarked,  smilingly, 
that  the  Jew's  coin  had  been  well  spent  on 
pork. 

"  I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you,"  said 
Wellcome,  uneasily. 

Sally  put  her  elbows  on  the  table.  The 
place  at  that  hour  was  almost  empty.  And 
she  seemed  in  no  hurry  to  leave  it 

"Tell  me  yer  story,"  she  pleaded.  "You 
ain't  English?" 

"I'm" — he  laughed — "what  they  call  in 
my  country  poor  white  trash."  He  added 
that  he  had  been  a  journalist  in  San 
Francisco,  lured  to  London  to  better  his 
fortunes,  forsaking  substantial  silver  for 
shadowy  gold. 

"  But  times  will  mend,"  he  concluded ; 
"and  then,  Sally,  you  must  dine  with  me. 
Where  do  you  live  ?  " 

He  whipped  pencil  and  notebook  from  his 
pocket,  but  she  refused  to  give  her  address,  a 
refusal  that  whetted  to  keener  edge  Anthony's 
powers  of  persuasion.  Finally,  she  revealed 
street  and  number. 

"It's  a  lodging-house;  clean,  and  cheap, 
and  handy." 

Handy — to  what?  Covent  Garden,  of 
course,  and  Fleet  Street.  She  almost 
laughed  when  she  read  the  resolution  in  his 
eye.     She  bade  him  good-bye  demurely. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SALLY. 


753 


Now  sausages  and  coffee  had  warmed  the 
youth's  intention  to  borrow,  or  attempt  to 
borrow,  a  few  pounds  from  a  compatriot, 
once  a  struggling  author,  now  a  magnate  in 
Mayfair.  The  magnate  thrust  a  five-pound 
note  into  Anthony's  hand  ;  but  a  frosty  smile 
chilled  the  young  fellow's  gratitude  and 
warned  him  that  charity,  like  a  bullet, 
seldom  finds  the  same  billet  twice  in 
succession.      Wellcome   tried    to   treat    the 


tickled  Anthony's  humour.  "  I  shall  keep  my 
eye  on  that,''  he  murmured,  gazing  intently 
at  the  glorious  dome  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral. 

When  he  met  Sally  a  few  hours  later  he 
told  her  what  he  had  done,  talking  to  her 
expansively,  as  if  they  were  comrades, 
deferring  to  her  larger  experience  of  the  seamy 
side.  She  perceived  that  he  was  sustained 
by  a  belief  in  himself,  although  he  admitted 
that  pride  had  been  rolled  in  the  gutter. 


•  SALLY.  ■ 


incident  humorously :  "  A  thousand  thanks. 
A  mouse  once  lived  to  help  a  lion."  But  in 
the  street  he  told  himself  that  the  world  was 
a  beastly  place — for  the  mice.  None  the 
less  he  took  a  certain  pleasure  in  returning 
to  Soho,  where  he  secured,  on  payment  in 
advance,  a  room  in  the  house  where  Sally 
lodged.  From  a  large  window  an  admirable 
view  presented  in  alluring  perspective  the 
domes  and  spires  of  the  city.  Some  chimney- 
pots in  the  foreground  and  soot-stained  roofs 

VoL  xxxiv.— 95. 


For  her  part,  she  said  that  she  was  living 
with  her  mother,  who — a  gesture  indicated  a 
tip-tilted  glass  !  Anthony  met  the  mother 
that  night  (having  occasion  to  borrow  a 
frying-pan  and  other  trifles),  and  listened  to 
a  long  and  gin-scented  autobiography.  The 
woman  had  seen  better  days,  and  the  dead 
husband  and  father,  whose  enlarged  photo- 
graph hung  above  the  mantel,  appeared 
to  have  been  a  man  of  intelligence  and 
sensibility. 
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From  that  first  evening,  when  she  assisted 
at  his  installation,  Sally  began  to  wonder  why 
the  new  lodger  was  so  different  from  other 
men.  He  seemed  to  be  unconscious  of  her 
sex,  although  it  was  plain  he  liked  to  look  at 
her  face.  His  courtesy  so  troubled  and  per- 
plexed her  that  she  tested  it,  as  she  would 
have  bit  a  doubtful  piece  of  gold.  "  What 
brought  you  here?"  Anthony  met  her 
beguiling  smile  with  a  frank  laugh. 

"Oh,  the  Fates,  I  suppose.  I  was  too 
cock-a- whoop.     And  then — you." 

"  Me  ?  "  A  daughter  of  Soho  can  put  the 
coquetry  of  Mayfair  into  a  pronoun. 

"Why,  yes.  I  haven't  so  many  friends 
that  I  can  afford  to  lose  one.  You  will  post 
me — teach  me  the;  ropes.  You  can  help  me 
to  write  a  paper  on  flower-girls.  Why 
not  ?  " 

As  the  days  passed  she  answered  that 
question  and  many  others.  FoHune  is 
seldom  content  to  kick  a  man  once.  Anthony 
sold  at  a  fair  price  his  paf)er  on  flower-girls, 
for  which  Sally  supplied  abundant  material, 
but  for  a  season  he  sold  no  other  literary 
wares  and  was  reduced  again  to  dire  extremity. 
More  than  once  Sally  fed  him,  and  interposed 
that  two-edged  sword,  her  tongue,  between 
lodger  and  landlady.  When  he  computed 
his  debt  to  her  he  swore  that  his  gratitude 
would  never  cool.  He  poured  upon  her  head 
the  fragrant  epithets  of  the  West.  She  was 
a  peach,  a  daisy,  a  night- blooming  cereus  ! 

Pluck  and  persistence  transmuted  his 
afflictions  into  the  rare  gold  of  Grub  Street. 
"  I  can  use  this  stuff,"  said  the  sub-editor  of 
the  paper.  "You  seem  to  have  the  hang 
of  it." 

"  I  nearly  hanged  myself  getting  the  hang," 
Anthony  replied,  with  a.  grim  smile. 

Sally  and  he  "  celebrated,"  as  he  phrased 
it,  the  turn  of  Fortune's  tide.  The  mother 
sniffed  whenever  she  saw  the  pair  together, 
but  their  intercourse  continued  absolutely 
innocent.  He  told  her  everything,  and  she 
told  him  nearly  everything.  Often  in  the 
hot,  sultry  evenings  of  the  dog-days  they 
wandered  into  St.  Jame3's  Park  to  sit  beneath 
the  trees.  Other  couples,  scores  of  theiv, 
lay  about  them  ;  and  when  twilight  came  on 
they  could  hear  the   brutal  laugh  and  the 

silly  giggle- 
As  a  rule  Anthony  talked  and  the  girl 
listened.  Always  he  talked  of  his  work  and 
of  what  the  future  might  hold.  And  always 
the  girl  was  conscious  that  in  that  future,  a 
cool,  spacious  chamber,  there  was  no  place 
for  her.  Anthony  talked  charmingly,  for  his 
talk   had   none    of    that    aggressive   quality 


which  spoils  the  conversation  of  so  many 
clever  Americans;  but  more  than  half  he 
said  was  Greek  to  Sally.  She  served,  indeed, 
as  a  lay  figure  whereon  he  fitted  his  phrases. 
He  was  writing  a — BOOK.  Capitals  indi- 
cate the  emphasis  the  young  fellow  laid  upon 
this  sacred  word.  In  the  book  was  love, 
plenty  of  it ;  some  gleaned  out  of  St.  James's 
Park.  The  billing  and  cooing  were  sug- 
gestive. But  there  were  dun  days  when  the 
sun  seemed  in  eclipse.  Anthony  was  posi- 
tive about  his  men.  He  knew  to  a  nicety 
what  his  hero,  for  instance,  would  do  or 
would  not  do  under  any  conceivable  circum- 
stance ;  but  Irene — the  heroine,  who  deserved 
her  fine  name — bothered  him.  "  I*m  done," 
he  told  Sally.  "  I  feel  my  power  with  the 
men  ;  but  with  the  women  I — er— grope." 
On  such  occasions  he  consulted  her  freely. 
"  Would  Irene  do  this  ?  Would  any  girl  do 
that  ?  "  The  aptness  of  her  answers  delighted 
and  sometimes  confounded  him. 

"  You  have  had  lovers,"  he  said  one 
evening. 

"  Lots  of  'em." 

Under  cross-examination  she  revealed  some 
names.  There  was  Alfred  Duke,  who  worked 
as  a  scene-shifter  at  one  of  the  big  theatres. 
He,  she  gave  him  to  understand,  was  violently 
afflicted.  And  only  a  short  time  ago  she  had 
refused  the  hand  and  heart  (and  a  one- third 
interest  in  a  small  restaurant)  of  a  black- 
avised  Italian  in  the  quarter. 

"  When  a  man  gets  a  bad  attack  he  knows 
it,"  said  Anthony,  reflectively.  "  I  suppose 
it  works  the  same  way  with  a  woman." 

"  Only  more  so,"  Sally  shyly  added. 

He  detected  a  note  of  pain. 

"You — you  have  suffered!  Poor  little 
Sally ! " 

Whereat  she  smiled,  but  the  shadows  lay 
in  her  eyes. 

As  summer  waned  he  lived  more  and  more 
in  his  book.  He  was  describing,  delicately, 
with  nice  abstention,  the  life  which  his 
father's  son  might  have  lived  had  the  father 
kepi  his  estates  in  Maryland.  The  people  in 
the  book  were  gentlepeople — chivalrous,  cul- 
tivated men,  sweet,  refined  women.  In  their 
society  Anthony  was  perfectly  happy,  and  as 
the  book  grew,  as  the  circle  of  friends  in  it 
expanded,  he  began  to  grudge  the  hours 
spent  in  Grub  Street. 

"Want  ter  kill  yerself?"  inquired  his 
humble  friend. 

"  Not  yet,"  he  replied,  thoughtfully.  "  Per- 
haps I  am  doing  too  much." 

"Yer  look  like  a  sackful  of  old  horse- 
shoes." 
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"  I  am  kind  of  thin,"  he  admitted,  glancing 
at  his  wrists  and  hands. 

"  And  winter  comin'  on,  too."  The  quiver 
in  her  voice  proclaimed  rigors ;  the  whistle 
of  sleet  and  wind  fell  bleakly  on  Anthony's  ears. 

"  You  are  cold,  Sally.  Would  a  hot  Scotch 
warm  you  ?  " 

**  No.  I  s'y,  if— if  yer'll  myke  a  bonfire  o' 
that  bloomin*  book,  Til  warm  myself."  When 


pneumonia  drove  him  to  bed,  where  he  lay 
babbling  of  a  Promised  Land.  Sally  stuck 
to  him  night  and  day,  as  a  limpet  sticks  to 
the  unresponsive  rock.  When  he  was  strong 
enough  to  realize  what  she  had  done,  she 
made  him  understand  in  her  primal  way  that 
silence  in  regard  to  his  obligations  would 
become  him  better  than  speech.  He  smiled 
faintly,   speculating  vaguely  concerning    her 


•ANTHONY  WELLCOME." 


he  raised  his  brows  she  added,  viciously, 
"I  hate  it!  I  hate  it!" 

"  Then  you  hate  me,  Sally  ?  " 

She  melted  instantly.  "  It's  queer  that 
me  and  you,  a  toff,  should  be  pals." 

"  Not  at  all."  He  proceeded  to  unveil  the 
shining  virtues  of  necessity.  Sally's  friend- 
ship had  been  to  him  a  beacon  and  a  stove. 
At  her  cheerful  blaze  he  had  warmed  wits 
and  the  very  cockles  of  his  heart 

About  the  ipiddle  of  January  a  cold  settled 
upon  his   lungs.     Then   a   sharp  attack    of 


forbears.  One  of  them  surely  had  been  a 
person  of  quality.  After  this  she  was  shyly 
sensible  that  he  was  watching  her  with  eyes 
inordinately  full  of  interrogation.  He  became 
an  unhappy  instance  of  the  many  who  want 
to  know  and  are  afraid  to  ask.  He  must 
have  been  lamentably  weak,  because  it  did 
not  occur  to  him  that  another  might  read  the 
riddle.  And  when  the  mother  supplied  the 
answer  he  was  mute  with  confusion. 

"  Sally  loves  yer !     And   she   might  'ave 
married  Alfred  Duke." 
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Her  variations  on  this  theme  shall  not  be 
set  down.  Besides,  one  would  need  an 
instrument  other  than  a  pen  to  reproduce 
them.  Poor  Anthony  listened  patiently,  as  an 
invalid  listens  to  the  braying  of  a  German  band. 

When,  later,  Sally  brought  him  a  cup  of 
broth,  she  knew  that  he  knew,  and  the 
knowledge  proved  a  Slough  of  Despond  to 
both.  He  was  so  awfully  sorry  for  her  that 
he  had  no  pity  for  himself,  only  a  wondering, 
sheepish  contempt. 

"  Will  you  work  at  yer  book  to-night  ?  " 

His  book  ?  Which  he  had  not  touched  for 
three  weeks. 

"  Hang  the  book  ! "  he  said,  angrily. 

Next  day  he  read  his  book,  which  was 
almost  finished ;  read  it  and  pronounced  it 
"good."  He  could  hardly  believe  that  he 
had  written  it.  "I  suppose,"  he  reflected, 
"  I  put  every  ounce  of  my  blood  into  it,  and 
all  I  could  borrow  or  steal  from  her."  Then 
he  tried  to  work,  and  failed  miserably  ;  for 
it  seemed  as  if  Sally,  the  flesh  and  blood  she, 
stood  between  him  and  a  row  of  marionettes. 
After  four  hours'  effort  he  burnt  his  scribblings 
and  locked  up  the  manuscript. 

During  the  following  fortnight  he  wrote 
pot-boilers,  paying  off  doctor  and  chemist, 
although  Sally's  account  remained  unsettled. 
The  pair  did  not  meet  so  often,  because  she 
also  had  arrears  to  clear  off.  Each  day,  he 
noted,  she  grew  thinner  and  paler.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  about  it. 

The  sense  of  obligation  became  a  shirt  of 
Nessus.  He  came  of  a  family  who  had  ever 
given  more  than  they  received,  who  had 
sacrificed  to  a  losing  cause  all  they  possessed 
except  honour.  Now  he,  the  last  of  the 
Maryland  Wellcomes,  was  in  debt,  irretriev- 
ably, to  a  flower-girl. 

Common  sense  urged  him  to  finish  his 
book.  When  this  was  done,  not  without 
groaning  and  travailing,  he  dispatched  it  to  a 
famous  publishing  house,  whence  it  returned 
with  a  polite  note.  Other  firms  proved  as 
polite  and  as  inhospitable.  One  man,  how- 
ever, wrote  so  courteously  that  Anthony 
called  upon  him  and  entreated  the  truth 
without  veneer. 

"  Well,  then,  my  readers  tell  me  that  the 
last  six  chapters  are — rotten." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  poor  Anthony,  with  the 
calmness  of  despair. 

The  great  man  was  so  sorry  that  he  offered 
to  strain  a  point.  If  the  author  would  rewrite 
the  offending  chapters  the  question  of  publi- 
cation might  be  reconsidered.  "The  rest 
of  it,"  he  admitted  at  parting,  "is — er — 
promising." 


Anthony  tried  again  and  again.  In  some 
subtle  way  Sally  understood  what  had  come 
to  pass.  The  book  had  once  stood  between 
herself  and  the  man ;  now  she  stood  between 
the  man  and  the  book.  He  could  not  see 
the  goal  because  she  obscured  the  view. 
One  night  she  exploded. 

"  It's  me.  I  couldn't  'elp  it.  I'd  like  ter 
drown  myself,  I  would,  I  would ! " 

"  Hush,  hush,  you  foolish  little  Sally  !  " 

"  I'd  give  every  think  to  'elp,  and  I'm  only 
a  'urt." 

He  had  never  attempted  to  correct  her 
English,  judging,  perhaps  rightly,  that  it  was, 
and  must  be,  the  measure  of  the  difference 
between  them.  They  had  drifted  together 
in  the  mighty  stream,  she  a  straw,  he  a 
drowning  man  ;  he  had  clutched  her,  and 
the  pair  had  been  swept  by  the  fierce  current 
into  a  back  eddy.     That  was  all. 

"  I^t  us  try  to  look  at  this  calmly,"  he 
said,  as  pale  as  she,  and  in  a  manner  as 
passionately  moved.  "  You  are  the  best  girl 
in  the  world,  and  I  am  the  most  absolutely 
selfish  ass.  With  my  imagination  I  ought  to 
have  foreseen  what  might  occur." 

"I  s'pose,"  she  murmured,  resignedly, 
"that  an  imagination  carn't  do  more'n  one 
fing  at  a  time.     Yours  was  kep'  busy." 

"  Too  busy." 

He  eyed  her  with  penetration.  He  was 
preparing  to  take  an  immense  leap,  which 
included  a  drop,  although  the  ground  on  the 
far  side  seemed  sound 

"  Come  here,  Sally." 

She  obeyed,  giving  him  both  her  hands. 
Standing  thus  within  the  ciicle  of  light  cast 
by  the  lamp,  the  pair  made  a  fine  picture. 
He  kissed  her,  infusing  into  that  kiss  the 
warmth  of  gratitude,  the  ardours  of  renuncia- 
tion. Perhaps  he  realized  that  in  kissing  her 
he  was  bidding  farewell  to  the  maiden  of  his 
dreams,  the  Irene  whom  he  had  enshrined. 
When  the  girl  felt  the  warm  pressure  of 
his  lips  upon  hers,  she  began  to  tremble. 

"  I  shall  marry  you  at  once,"  he  whispered. 

For  how  long  did  she  lie  in  his  arms  ?  In 
all  lives  there  are  minutes  which  are  infinite. 
AVhen  she  slipped  from  his  embrace  she  was 
smiling. 

"  Marry— /«^  1     Never  !  " 

She  sat  down,  laying  her  head  upon  the 
table  in  an  attitude  which  indicated  not 
resignation,  but  supplication  :  a  mute  entreaty 
that  he  would  read  no  farther:  a  turning 
down  of  a  tell-tale  page.    He  bent  over  her. 

"  I  shall  marry  you,"  he  rep^ed.  "  The 
life  you  saved  is  yours.  Take™  I  offer  it 
gladly  and  gratefully." 
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She  raised  her  head.  Not  a  foot  away  lay 
the  book ;  around  it  a  disordered  pile  of 
paper,  the  mutilated  chapters.  She  glanced 
at  them. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  said,  eagerly.  "  With  my 
mind  at  ease  I  can  go  back  to  that." 

"Sure?" 

"  Absolutely." 

"  Then  go  back  to  it !  " 

She  explained.  When  the  book  was  satis- 
factorily finished 
she  would  marry 
him — if  he  still 
wanted  her.  But 
she  beseeched 
him  to  leave 
Soho.  In  the 
oountry,  in  some 
cottage  set  far 
from  roaring 
thoroughfares,  let 
him  again  take 
up  his  pen.  She 
com  mended 
Chingford  and 
Epping  Forest, 
while  he  listened 
with  growing  in- 
terest, feeling 
free  to  go,  feel- 
ing at  length  that 
he  must  go,  that 
the  girl's  wit  had 
found  a  way.  In 
three  weeks  at 
most  his  task 
would  be  accom- 
plished. 

**  And  you 
won't  fret  ?  " 

"Fret?  Now?" 

He  departed 
the  next  morn- 
ing, gay  beneath 
the  conviction 
that  he  had  done 
the  right  thing. 
This    conviction 

during  the  days  that  followed  suffused  his 
work  with  that  subtle  quality  of  distinction  so 
conspicuously  lacking  in  the  last  chapters,  so 
finely  manifest  in  the  rest  of  the  book. 

Upon  man  and  work,  moreover,  lay  the 
magic  spell  of  Arcady.  The  end  of  the  novel 
had  been  first  conceived  in  an  atmosphere  of 
strife,  malodorous  and  obscured  by  fogs. 
The  hideous  word  "  rotten "  applied  to  it 
fittingly  eiflfcgh.  Rewritten  in  the  sweet 
solitudes  of  a  forest,  it  was  informed  by  the 


SALLYS  MOTHER." 


music  of  the  woods  and  fragrant  with  the 
perfume  of  bursting  bud  and  blossom. 

He  returned  to  town  jubilant.  Later,  when 
the  book  was  accepted  for  publication  upon 
terms  which  foreshadowed  recognition,  he 
was  queerly  sensible  that  this  jubilation 
needed  no  apology.  Opinions  may  differ 
about  what  is  merely  middling,  but  an  author 
is  never  in  doubt  when  his  work  is  really — as 
is  said  of  a  finely-cut  cameo — del  primissiom 

laboro. 

Only  the  price 
remained  to  be 
paid.  The 
thought  of  this, 
it  is  proper  to 
mention,  had  not 
brought  a  whiff 
of  Soho  to 
Epping  Forest. 
And  as  he 
descended  from 
the  roof  of  the 
Liverpool  Street 
'bus  he  had 
something  of 
the  bridegroom's, 
nothing  of  the 
martyr's,  aspect. 

Leaving  Ox- 
ford Street,  with 
its    light     and 
movement,    he 
plunged  into  the 
si  lence     and 
obscurity    of 
Soho.     The  dun, 
blear-eyed 
houses,    their 
pinched,  poverty- 
stricken    com- 
plexion,    pre- 
sented a  parable 
which     Anthony 
could  not  fail  to 
interpret.       Sud- 
denly, out  of  one 
of    the    sordid 
public    bars,    reeled    a   woman    singing    an 
obscene  song.     At  sight  and  sound  of  her 
his     courage     began     to     ebb.       She     re- 
minded him  of   Sally's  mother  and  all  that 
relationship  implied.     Very  slowly  he  came 
to  a  standstill.     There  was  time  to  escape. 
Expediency   whispered   a   score   of    reasons 
which  imagination  illustrated.     What  was  he 
doing?     Deliberately  forsaking  the  light  of 
the  world,  turning  his  back  upon  the  broad 
highway.     The  sweat  broke  upon  his  skin. 
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"  Heavens  ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  Am  I  a 
coward  ?  " 

And  then  the  good  blood,  which  had 
flowed  generously  upon  many  stricken  fields, 
flushed  again  his  pulses.  The  text  upon  the 
headstone  of  his  mother's  grave  flamed 
across  his  vision  : — 

"Firm  rooted  in  the  faith  that  God  is 
good." 

His  moral  circulation  was  restored.  Almost 
he  could  believe  that  love  divine  had  sustained 
him,  the  love  so  faithfully  reflected  in  the 
eyes  of  Sally,  the  medium  through  whom  he 
had  apprehended,  dimly  at  first,  but  with  ever- 
increasing  distinctness,  the  law  of  the  ultimate 
triumph  of  good  over  evil. 

Entering  his  lodging  with  a  buoyant  step, 
he  ascended 
the  steep  stairs 
till  he  came  to 
the  storey  where 
Sally  and  her 
mother  lived. 
Sally,  of  course, 
would  be  sell- 
ing dafibdils, 
but  the  mother 
would  give  him 
news  of  her. 
However,  as 
soon  as  she 
opened  the 
door,  he  marked 
upon  her  face 
a  peculiar  ex- 
pression com- 
pounded of 
malice  and  sur- 
prise  which 
"found  words  in 
a  gasping, 
"LorM     You?" 

*  *  H  o  w  '  s 
Sally?' 

"  Bloomin'." 

"I  suppose 
she  told  you 
that  I  was  com- 
ing  back  to 
marry  her." 

**'ro  marry 
'er— 'er  ?  " 

She  began  to 


laugh — so  offensively  that  the  young  man's 
cheek  flushed  scarlet.  Then  she  turned. 
"  Sally,"  she  cried,  "  come  'ere  !  A  gen'leman 
wants  to  marry  yen  Don't  keep  *im  waitin' !  ^ 
But  Anthony  was  not  minded  to  meet  his 
Sally  beneath  the  inflamed  and  scornful  eye 
of  the  mother.  So  he  hurriedly  begged  that 
lady  to  send  her  daughter  to  his  room, 
whither  he  retreated,  followed,  as  he  was 
shamefully  aware,  by  that  derisive,  soul- 
splitting  laughter.  Flinging  down  his  hand- 
bag he  stood  expectant,  conscious  that 
something  unforeseen  had  happened,  and 
speculating  as  to  what  it  might  i)e.  When 
Sally  crossed  his  threshold  he  cried,  hoarsely, 
"  What  have  you  done  ?  " 

"  I've  married  Alfred  Duke,"  she  replied, 
quietly.  "I — 
I  told  'im  every- 
think  I  Alf  says 
he  don't  care. 
Is  the  book 
done?" 

"Sally " 

"  Is  the  book 
all  right?" 

**Yes,  yes; 
but    you  ?     I — 

I " 

She  stopped 
him  with  a  fine 
gesture.  Ignor- 
ant, illiterate, 
soiled  by  life's 
ignoble  uses, 
she  divined  that 
words  would 
discolour  the 
sacrifice.  Her 
eyes  brightened 
when  she  per- 
ceived that  he 
understood.  He 
took  her  hand 
in  his  and 
kissed  it,  the 
tears  falling 
upon  her  thin 
wrist.  Then 
she  passed  out 
of  th  e  room 
and  out  of  his 
Hfe. 


•ALFRED   DUKE." 
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THE  COMIC  SIDE  OF  CHRI5TMS. 

Some  of  the  Best  Pichire-Jokes  of  Former  Years. 


"A  Swallow  at  Christmas  '  (Rara  Avis  in  Tbrris). 
{From  tht  Btckiftg  by  Oeorgt  CruU^hank,  - Comk  Almanack."  18S5.) 


YuLE-TiDK  Vision.— Mrs.  B.  :  "  Where  have  I  been?  Why, 
chopping,  of  course.  Don'i^  I  look  like  it?"  Mr.  B.  :  *'  Look 
like  it  J    Why,  you're  a  Christmas-tree  complete  ! " 

{Reprodneed by  th€ $peeial ptrmittiuH of  the  ProprietorM  of  "  I'unch.'i 


More  Compliments  of  the  Season.— Pompous  Merchant 
(to  I  he  Office  Boy):  "There,  George!"  (Giving  Chrbtmas- 
box.)     "  And  I  hope  you'll  have  n  pleasant  Christmas,  and 

that  you'll  spend  it  aecently,  and  avoid  intemp "     George  : 

'•  Thank  you,  sir  !    The  same  to  you,  sir  !  " 
(Rtproduetd  by  the  tpteial  permiuion  of  the  Proprieton  of  "  Punch.") 
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A  T„„  »#  ^  "Mother!    Nurse!!     Help  1 1 !      Babys  got  stuck  in  ibc 

A  Tkrrible  Merry  Christmas.  chimney.   looking  for   Santa  (5laus,  and   he's  making  himself 

(By  permiman  qf  the  "  Tatter:')  perfectly  miserable." 

IBif  perniiuion  of  the  "Sketch."} 


for  me"-'"''  ^'*'"'   ^himncy-p,.,s   arc  really  getting  too   much  ..Will  it  be  seen? "-A  Christmas  Idyll. 

(Bi,  permtwion  of  the  "  TaUer:')  ,B^  rermueUm  qf  the  "  Sketch.-) 
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A  Slight  Error.—"  Christians,  Awake  ! ' 
(Ay  p«rm<MMm  c/  " PUkUtVpr) 


GovBRNESS :   "  Now,  Linsley,  .you  mustn't  have  any  more 
plum-puddine.     It'll  make  you  ill  1 "     Linsley  :  "  Never  mind, 
It's  worf  it  1 ' 
(II«prtMltie0il  by  <A« apwiol  permiMion 0^  M«  Propritftort  0/  "PiMieft.") 


Not  a  Timely  Warninc,.— Mrs.  Griggs:  "Now,  William  1 
Do  be  keerful  o'  them  there  Christmas  things." 
(From  tKt  "  Kinor) 
VoL  xxxiv.— 96. 


'  E\'KRYTHING  CoMES   TO  THE    MaN   WhO   WaITS." 

(fly  v€rTt%i$^ioin  of  the  "  Tatter.'^ 
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Mr.  Eostoelk's  EaeksMdiit^ga 


By  Arthur  Morrison. 


T  is  a  terribly  easy  thing  to 
fall  into  —  imperceptibly  to 
glide  into  —  evil-doing  ;  and, 
once  embarked  on  the  slip- 
pery descent,  there  is  no  tell- 
ing how  low  one  may  descend. 
This,  the  moral  of  the  story  of  Mr. 
Bostock,  is,  in  accordance  with  modem 
practice,  placed  at  the  beginning  of  the  story 
instead  of  at  the  end,  which  our  grandfathers 
considered  the  proper  place.  Nowadays  we 
get  the  moral  over  and  out  of  the  way  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  find  it  good  riddance. 

Mr.  Bostock  was  a  person  of  that  peculiar 
stainlessness  which  is  only  to  be  observed  in 
a  London  suburb  of  the  highest  respect- 
ability, always  in  association  with  the  pre- 
cisely correct  clothes  for  every  occasion,  and 
a  comfortable  income  derived  somehow  from 
the  City.  He  was  no  longer  young,  nor  slim, 
and  his  large,  clean-shaven  countenance 
carried  the  heavy  portentousness  noticeable 
in  the  Strictly  Proper.  Regularity,  Pro- 
priety, Serene  Importance  —  these  words 
could  be  traced  across  his  white  waistcoat 
and  his  pink  face  as  distinctly  as  though 
spelt  in  printed  letters,  and  Severe  Respect- 
ability shone  like  a  halo  from  the  high  polish 
of  his  crown. 

Every  admirer  of  the  female  sex — every 
discriminating  person,  in  other  words — will  at 
once  perceive  that  there  was  a  Mrs.  Bostock, 
to  whom  much  or  all  of  this  perfection  was 
due ;  indeed,  the  ribald  of  his  suburb  ascribed 
Mr.  Bostock's  correctitude  to  simple  terror  of 
his  wife.  This  was  the  slander  of  vulgar 
malice,  of  course,  but  it  is  a  fact  that  Mrs. 
Bostock  was  a  lady  well  fitted  to  inspire 
terror  in  the  unregenerate  ;  and  those  whom 
she  regarded  as  her  social  inferiors — which 
meant  very  nearly  everybody — had  reason  to 
quail  before  her  overbearing  majesty. 

Twenty-four  years  of  training  under  Mrs. 
Bostock's  severe  eye  had  endowed  Mr. 
Bostock  with  the  shining  qualities  so  vastly 
respected  in  his  suburb,  and  of  late  her 
supervision  had  been  reinforced  by  that  of 
their  two  daughters,  now  grown  up.  It  may 
be  that  it  is  not  permitted  to  mere  man  to 
receive  a  greater  share  of  this  sort  of  bless- 
ing than  can  be  conferred  by  an  energetic 
wife  and  one  full-grown  daughter ;  that  the 
gradual  accession  of  assistance  from  another 
daughter,  as  she  reaches  womanhood,  will 
overcome  the  fortitude  of  the  most  respect- 

Copyrigbt,  1907,  by  Arthur  Morrison, 


able.  It  is  certain  that  Mr.  Bostock's  lapse 
occurred  shortly  after  Julia,  his  second 
daughter — now  arrived  near  marriageable 
age — had  fully  ranged  herself  by  the  side  of 
her  mamma  and  her  sister  in  the  direction  of 
his  comportment. 

The  family  were  staying  af  the  seaside  at 
the  proper  period  of  late  summer,  and,  of 
course,  at  the  proper  place.  The  town  is 
already  suflSciently  well  advertised,  so  here 
I  shall  call  it  Scarboume,  which  is  not  in  the 
least  like  its  real  name.  Everybody  will  readily 
recognise  it,  however,  from  the  circumstance 
that  it  is  the  most  genteel  town  on  the 
English  coast,  where  every  male  visitor 
positively  must  change  all  his  clothes  at  least 
three  times  a  day,  and  no  lady  must  be  seen 
to  wear  anything  twice.  Also,  the  promenade 
is  the  one  place  for  pedestrian  exercise,  and 
the  vulgar  act  of  walking  on  the  beach  is 
never  condoned.  No  place  on  earth  basks  in 
a  more  sacred  odour  of  perfect  respectability 
than  this  blessed  spot,  with  nothing  to  mar 
its  bliss  but  the  presence  of  a  vulgar  convict 
prison  a  few  miles  inland,  and  the  fact  that 
the  approach  by  railway  lies  through  another 
seaside  town  of  the  most  unpardonable 
description,  where  parents  paddle  on  the 
sands  among  their  children,  and  the  air 
resounds  to  the  banjo  and  tambourine  of  the 
nefarious  nigger.  It  is  said  that  the  Scar- 
boume visitors  barely  forgave  the  King  for 
the  proximity  of  His  Majesty's  prison,  and 
then  only  in  consideration  of  his  social  posi- 
tion ;  but  the  railway  company  might  b^ 
forgiveness  in  vain  for  bringing  their  line 
through  Beachpool-on-Sea. 

Mr.  Bostock*s  temptation  came  insidiously 
yet  suddenly,  giving  him  little  time  for 
choice.  There  was  some  expectation  that 
the  oflSce  in  the  City,  which  provided  the 
means  for  Mr.  Bostock's  respectability,  might 
require  his  presence  for  a  day  or  two  in  the 
midst  of  his  vacation ;  and  there  was  hourly 
expectation  of  a  telegram  from  his  head  clerk 
to  call  him.  Mr.  Bostock  was  somewhat 
puzzled,  almost  shocked,  to  detect  himself 
looking  forward  to  the  receipt  of  the  telegram 
with  something  vastly  like  pleasurable  antici- 
pation ;  and  with  this  begins  his  backsliding. 

A  telegram  did  come,  immediately  after 
breakfast  on  a  brilliant  August  moming. 
Mr.  Bostock  tore  it  open  eagerly.  It  ivas 
from  his  chief  clerk,  indeed;  but — it  con- 
veyed the  news  that  the  matter  in  question 

,  in  the  United  States  of  America. 
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had  been  satisfactorily  settled,  and  that  Mr. 
Bostock's  presence  in  London  would  not  be 
required.  Mr.  Bostock  sank  back  in  his  easy- 
chair  in  a  frame  of  mind  which  he  distinctly 
recognised  as  one  of  gloomy  dejection. 

Mrs.  Bostock  and  her  daughters  were 
dressing  for  a  morning  drive  in  the  jobbed 
carriage  that  conveyed  them  everywliere 
except  for  the  promenade  walk  ;  -and  as  Mr. 
Bostock  sat  back  with  the  telegram  in  his  hand 
his  wife  appeared,  patting  and  smoothing  her 
gloves. 

"  Oh— that  telegram  has  come,  then," 
observed  Mrs.  Bostock.  "Then  we'll  ask 
Mrs.  Berkeley  VViggs  to  take  your  seat,  and 
will  drive  out  a  little  when  IVe  done  some 


Bostock  assumed  that  the  message  was  the 
one  expected,  and  her  husband  merely 
allowed  her  the  assumption.  Almost  any- 
body might  have  done  the  same  thing — 
accidentally,  as  it  were.  And,  in  fact,  Mr. 
Bostock  hardly  realized  what  he  had  done  till 
Mrs.  Bostock  had  departed  in  search  of  Mrs. 
Berkeley  Wiggs,  the  most  recent  accession  to 
her  acquaintance,  and  Socially  Immense. 

Even  when  he  did  fully  realize  the  position 

of  affairs  Mr.  Bostock  betrayed  no  symptom 

of  remorse.     His  behaviour,  indeed,  for  the 

next    hour    or    so    diverged    every   minute 

farther  and  farther  from  the  precedent  set  by 

twenty-four   years   of  strict   regularity.      He 

took  a  cab  to  the  railway  station,  and  during 

the  short   ride  his 

ur    so 

lat    the 

abman 

ognised 

as   he 


c:?- 


_^uV-  f/fH^    __ 


r-is^    *^*M^^ 


"  HERE  WAS   MR.    BOSTOCK'S   TEMPTATION,   AND  HERB   BEGAN  HIS  FALL." 


shopping  in  the  town.  I  suppose  you'll  catch 
the  ten-thirteen  ?  " 

Here  was  Mr.  Bostock's  temptation,  and 
here  began  his  fall.  "  Y — yes  ! "  he  stam- 
mered, hastily,  crumpling  up  the  telegram 
and  stuffing  it  away  in  his  pocket.  "  Yes  ! 
I'll — I'll  catch  the  ten-thirteen,  of  course. 
Too  late  for  the  fast  train,  of  course.  Of 
course.  Yes,  my  dear — I'll  go  off  and  catch 
the  ten-thirteen.  Don't  bother  about  me — 
I'll  walk,  or  have  a  cab.  Yes — of  course,  I 
must  catch  the  ten-thirteen  ! " 

A  very  easy  thing,  the  fall  of  Mr.  Bostock. 
You  will  observe  that  he  said  nothing  as  to  the 
contents  of  the  telegram — not  a  word     Mrs. 


emerged.  Mr.  Bostock's  hat  had  settled  over 
at  a  jaunty  angle,  and  Mr.  Bostock's  face 
had  acquired  a  joyous,  almost  a  waggish, 
expression.  A  shade  of  apprehension  crossed 
it  as  he  approached  the  booking-office  window 
and  glanced  nervously  about  him.  Then  he 
plunged  his  head  deep  in  at  the  little  hole, 
and  demanded  his  ticket  in  a  voice  inaudible 
from  without.  He  took  his  seat  in  the  ten- 
thirteen  train,  just  as  he  had  said  he  would  ; 
but — and  here  you  may  begin  the  measure 
of  Mr.  Bostock's  backsliding — he  got  out  at 
Beichpool-on-Sea ! 

Not  without  some  nervousness  and  trepida- 
tion, it  is  true ;  for  the  habit  of  twenty-four 
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years  is  hard  to  shake  off.  But  once  out  in 
the  High  Street  of  Beachpool,  Mr.  Bostock*s 
gradual  expansion  was  a  wonderful  thing  to 
see.  He  put  his  hands  in  his  trousers 
pockets,  he  put  his  hat  positively  at  the  back 
of  his  head,  and  at  the  end  of  the  street,  by 
the  sea,  he  bought  a  cane  and  swung  it ! 

Mr.  Bostock  was  taking  a  little  holiday 
"  on  his  own,"  as  the  vulgar  say.  How  long 
he  was  going  to  stay,  what  arrangements  he 
should  make,  and  all  the  rest  of  it  he  had  as 
yet  thought  nothing  of.  Here  he  was,  free 
and  irresponsible,  at  Beachpool,  where  nobody 
knew  him,  and  ready  for  a  holiday  after 
twenty-four  years'  respectability.  He  went 
back  to  the  shop  where  he  bought  the  cane, 
and  there  bought  a  pipe  and  an  ounce  of 
tobacco.  Mrs.  Bostock  had  never  allowed 
him  to  smoke  anything  less  respectable  than 
a  cigar  since  they  were  married.  Sometimes 
she  had  even  bought  the  cigars  herself. 
Perhaps  I  should  not  have  mentioned  this  last 
circumstance,  since  it  is  far  from  my  design 
to  arouse  sympathy  for  the  perverted 
Bostock. 

As  for  him,  he  grew  wilder  at  every  step 
along  the  beach.     For  he  walked  along  the 
beach  here  like  any  low  tripper,  and  once  he 
actually  "skated"  an  oyster-shell  along  the 
water — not  very  well.     Then  he  stopped  to 
listen  to  a  group  of  niggers,  and  even  laughed 
— laughed  aloud — at  a  song  about  a  "  missis  " 
and  a  mother-in-law,  and  put  twopence  in  the 
tambourine  rather  than  go  away  before  it  was 
finished.       And    as 
he  went  on  among 
the  children  digging 
sand  and  their  elders 
devouring  fruit  and 
buns,  he  burst  into 
little  gasps  of  laugh- 
ter at  nothing  what- 
ever, and  was  barely 
able   to   repress   an 
insane      desire     to 
dance     in     public. 
The  desire  grew  so 
urgent,  indeed,  that 
he   walked    straight 
on  along  the  beach, 
past  the  last  of  the 
family   groups,    and 
into     the     solitude 
beyond.      Here  the 
cliffs  began,  and  the 
shore     was     strewn 
with     large    stones, 
which  presently  gave 
place  to  boulders. 


Mr.  Bostock  was  two  miles  from  Beach- 
pool, and  absolutely  alone  with  the  cliffs,  the 
boulders,  and  the  sea.  He  took  a  cautious 
glance  about  him,  laughed  aloud  twice,  and 
burst  into '  the  most  astonishing  fandango 
ever  executed  by  an  elderly  gentleman 
having  no  connection  with  the  stage.  Then 
he  plucked  the  hat  from  his  head,  flung  it  at 
his  feet,  and  kicked  it  over  the  nearest 
boulder.  Mr.  Bostock  had  utterly  thrown 
off  the  mask ! 

He  picked  his  hat  up,  however,  with  some 
solicitude,  and  sat  on  the  boulder  to  restore  * 
its  shape.  Then  he  held  it  at  arm's  length 
and  laughed  at  it,  loud  and  long.  No  hat  of 
Mr.  Bostock's  had  endured  such  derision 
before. 

He  clapped  it  on  the  side  of  his  head, 
stuck  his  thumbs  in  the  arm-holes  of  his  waist- 
coat, and  gazed  out  over  the  sea,  chuckling. 
The  great  green  water  was  beautiful,  and 
smooth,  and  soft,  and  the  day  was  warm. 
Mr.  Bostock  had  not  had  a  swim  for  years  ; 
Mrs.  Bostock  did  not  consider  the  exercise 
suitable  to  his  dignity  and  his  years,  nor, 
indeed,  the  costume  to  his  figure. 

He  had  no  bathing  costume  now,  but  did 
that  really  matter  ?  There  was  not  a  soul  in 
sight,  nor  likely  to  be  one.  The  nearest 
person  at  Beachpool  was  two  miles  ofi^  and 
Scarboume  was  quite  seven  miles  away. 
There  was  the  towel  difficulty,  of  course  ;  but 
Mr.  Bostock  had  a  mind  above  difficulties 
just  now,  and  a  towel  was  a  trifle  beneath  his 
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soaring  notice.  As  a  boy  he  had  run  about 
to  get  dry,  and  now  he  chanced  to  have  two 
big,  clean  pocket-handkerchiefs.  Mr.  Bostock 
was  tuned  up  for  a  wild  adventure,  and  this 
was  the  wildest  he  could  think  of.  He  took 
one  more  look  along  the  deserted  shore  and 
up  at  the  silent  cliffs,  and  began  to  pull  off 
his  clothes. 

There  never  was  such  a  delightful  swim  as 
Mr.  Bostock  indulged  in  from  that  deserted 
shore.  There  were  cool,  transparent  pools 
among  the  rocks  that  dotted  the  shore,  and 
farther  out  there  was  just  enough  motion-  in 
the  water  to  save  monotony.  The  air  was 
warm  and  the  water  of  a  pleasant  coolness, 
for  as  yet  the  sun  had  not  brought  it  to  its 
full  summer-day  temperature.  And  all  the 
while  not  a  soul  came  in  sight  along  the 
shore.  From  time  to  time  Mr.  Bostock 
glanced  back  to  the  solitary  dark  speck 
among  the  boulders  which  he  knew  to  be  his 
heap  of  clothes,  and  he  saw  it  always  quite 
safe. 

So  time  went,  while  Mr.  Bostock,  from 
time  to  time  floating  on  his  back  and  gazing 
thoughtfully  into  the  blue  of  the  sky  above, 
revolved  in  his  mind  scandalous  fraudulent 
plans  for  the  future,  whereby  forged  tele- 
grams from  the  office  should  procure  him 
more  holidays  like  this.  Thus  does  fancied 
impunity  embolden  the  evil-doer. 

Still,  delightful  as  that  swim  was,  Mr. 
Bostock  realized  that  he  must  come  out  of 
the  water  sooner  or  later,  and  at  length  he 
turned  and  headed  for  the  shore,  marking  his 
course  by  the  little  dark  spot  where  he  had 
left  his  clothes.  He  came  in  slowly  and 
easily,  dreading  no  evil.  The  tide  had  risen 
a  little,  and  he  congratulated  himself  on 
getting  in  in  time  to  save  his  clothes  a 
possible  wetting,  a  danger  he  had  not  con- 
sidered, in  the  excitement  of  the  adventure. 
He  rose  from  the  water's  edge,  grasped  the 
boulder,  took  two  tender  steps  on  the 
shingle — and  instantly  rushed  back  into  the 
sea  and  swam  off  as  hard  as  he  could  go. 

In  the  whole  course  of  his  hitherto 
exemplary  life  Mr.  Bostock  had  never  had 
such  a  shock — such  a  horrible,  stunning 
surprise.     The  clothes  were  not  his  ! 

But  this  alone  was  a  comparative  trifle. 
For  what  had  sent  Mr.  Bostock  staggering 
back  as  from  the  charge  of  a  bull,  what  had 
propelled  him  headlong  into  the  sea  and  set 
him  swimming  as  though  the  bull  had  turned 
into  a  shark,  was  the  appalling  fact  that  he 
had  found  himself  confronted  with  a  heap  of 
female  garments  ! 

There  seemed  to  be  no  possible  mistake. 


It  was  a  black,  rusty-looking  heap,  with  a 
rather  disorganized  bonnet  and  a  pair  of 
cloth-topped  boots  of  the  sort  called 
"jemimas,"  down  at  heel,  bulgy  at  the  toes, 
and  very  loose  and  frilly  about  the  elastic 
sides.  It  seemed,  in  short,  the  outfit  of  the 
sort  of  elderly  female  for  whom  the  only  word 
is  "geezer." 

A  little  way  out  from  shore  Mr.  Bostock 
ventured  to  turn  about  and  tread  water. 
Surely  that  was  the  boulder  on  which  he  had 
left  his  clothes  ?  They  had  been  quite  visible 
from  the  sea,  as  he  distinctly  remembered, 
and  now  the  only  heap  of  clothes  in  sight  was 
the  heap  he  had  just  fled  from,  lying  precisely 
in  the  same  spot.  There  was  not  a  soul  in 
sig*ht,  nor  any  human  belonging  except  that 
heap  of  clothes  on  the  boulder.  Nobody  was 
visible  on  the  water, ^nobody  on  the  shore. 
Mr.  Bostock  swam  in  a  little  way,  till  he 
could  stand  on  the  sandy  bottom  with  his 
head  and  shoulders  above  water,  and  then, 
remembering  the  expedient  of  Mr.  Pickwick 
in  the  wrong  bedroom  at  Ipswich,  called  out 
very  loudly,  "  Ha — hum  !  " 

Mr.  Bostock  waited  for  an  answer,  but 
heard  nothing  but  the  sea,  and  saw  nothing 
but  that  and  the  shore  and  the  dark  heap  of 
clothes  before  him. 

There  was  certainly  not  another  pile  of 
clothes  anywhere  in  sight,  and  Mr.  Bostock, 
his  first  fright  over,  began  to  grow  very 
anxious.  He  walked  a  step  or  two  farther 
in  and  called  again,  this  time  very  loudly 
indeed,  "  Ha — hum  !  "  And  then,  when  no 
sound  answered  him,  he  proceeded — "  Any^ 
body  there  ?  " 

Nobody  was  there,  it  would  seem,  so 
presently  Mr.  Bostock,  staring  wildly  and 
anxiously  in  all  directions,  crept  out  of  the 
water  again.  Was  it  possible  that  his  eyes 
had  deceived  him  ? 

No  ;  the  clothes  were  exactly  what  he  had 
taken  them  to  be,  and  no  others  were  in 
sight.  He  snatched  hastily  at  a  grubby  old 
plaid  shawl  that  crowned  the  heap,  and, 
wrapping  it  about  him,  began  to  explore  the 
beach. 

It  was  all  useless.  Nobody  was  near  him, 
and  not  a  scrap  of  his  own  clothing  was  to 
be  seen.  Mr.  Bostock's  mind  did  not  work 
with  great  rapidity,  but  now  that  he  had  got 
dry  by  his  boyhood's  method  of  running 
about  the  beach,  with  some  assistance  from 
the  grubby  plaid  shawl,  he  realized  that  he 
was  faced  by  the  dreadful  prospect  of  return- 
ing to  civilization  disguised  as  a  "  geezer." 

He  lifted  the  shabby  garments  gingerly 
and    shuddered.      They  had   that    peculiar 
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gritty  griminess  that  makes  any  sensitive- 
person  shudder,  and  they  smelt  damp,  like  a 
rag-shop.  Mr.  Bostock  shrank  and  groaned, 
but  there  was  no  help  for  it.  With  an  infini- 
tude of  shivers  and  squirms  he  began  to  put 
them  on. 

He  felt  about  the  skirt  for  pockets,  and 
grew  conscious  of  a  new  terror.  There  was 
a  pocket — a  torn,  clammy  bag  dangling  by 
one  corner — and  it  was  empty  !  In  the 
pockets  of  Mr.  Bostock's  vanished  suit  were 
nearly  ten  pounds  in  gold  and  silver,  a  pocket- 
book  with  several  notes  in  it,  a  gold  watch 
and  chain,  and  some  other  valuables,  to  say 
nothing  of  his  railway-ticket.  He  broke  into 
a  cold  sweat.  Not  only  must  he  go  among 
his  fellow-creatures  as  a  "geezer,"  but  as  a 
"  geezer  "  absolutely  penniless  ! 

The  prospect  was  more  terrible  than  any- 
thing Mr.  Bostock  haa  imagined  in  his  life. 
He  broke  into  a  fit  of  savage  indignation  at 
the  callous  depravity  of  the  wretched  female 
who  had  stolen  his  clothes,  and  must  now  be 
masquerading  in  them  as  a  man — in  itself  a 
scandalous  offence  against  the  law.  And  at 
that  reflection  Mr.  Bostock's  distress  became, 
if  possible,  still  more  acute.  For  it  struck 
him  that  he  too,  arrayed  in  the  horrible 
clothes  he  was  struggling  with,  would  be 
committing  the  same  scandalous  offence,  and 
liable  to  the  same  penalty  ! 

At  length  the  dismal  toilet  was  complete, 
and  Mr.  Bostock,  miserable  enough,  but 
ignorant  even  now  of  the  amazing  figure  he 
was  making  by  reason  of  his  unskilful 
management  of  the  unaccustomed  garments, 
addressed  himself  to  the  next  step.  Beach- 
pool  was  two  miles  in  one  direction.  Scar- 
bourne  more  than  seven  the  other  way. 
Pulling  nervously  at  the  strings  of  the 
battered  bonnet  which  all  too  scantily 
covered  his  lack  of  tresses,  he  turned  first 
one  way  and  then  the  other.  Which  way 
should  he  go? 

The  rising  tide  answered  the  question  for 
him.  Long  before  he  could  traverse  the 
seven  rocky  miles  under  the  cliffs  he  would 
be  caught  by  the  tide ;  so  perforce  he  turned 
back  to  Beachpool.  He  did  it  with  some 
vague  sense  of  relief,  too,  for  he  had  not  yet 
invented  a  means  of  dodging  Mrs.  Bostock. 
He  did  not  even  know  where  she  might  be 
encountered.  The  capture  of  Mrs.  Berkeley 
Wiggs  had  been  the  object  of  some  ambition, 
and  now  that  it  was  effected,  Mrs.  Bostock 
would  probably  keep  her  as  long  as  possible 
— for  a  drive  inland  —  to  lunch — anything 
convenient.  But  even  supposing  Mrs. 
Bostock  safely  out  of  the  way,  how  could 


her  wretched  husband  possibly  enter  the 
select  boarding  establishment  undetected  in 
the  guise  of  a.  "  geezer  "  ? 

The  way  to  Beachpool  was  filled  with  per- 
plexity, and  Mr.  Bostock  grew  desperate  as 
he  went.  What  could  he  do  ?  Whose  help 
could  he  ask  ?  Who  would  lend  money  to 
an  apparently  and  obviously  disreputable  old 
woman  who  told  a  cock-and-bull  tale  of 
being  a  gentleman  of  substance,  much 
respected  in  the  City,  in  need  of  a  little 
temporary  assistance?  The  very  best  he 
could  hope  for  fi-om  such  a  course  was  that 
inquiries  would  be  made,  which  was  the  last 
thing  he  wanted;  for  in  his  mind's  eye  he 
saw  the  terrible  figure  of  Mrs.  Bostock,  stem, 
suspicious,  and  incredulous,  standing  at  the 
other  end  of  those  inquiries.  But  it  would 
be  far  more  likely  that  he  would  be  given  in 
charge  of  the  police  straightway. 

Mr.  Bostock  was  convinced  that  to  beg 
would  not  only  be  difficult,  but  useless ;  and 
in  his  dire  extremity  he  began  to  consider 
the  possibility  of  stealing — of  stealing  clothes, 
money,  anything  that  would  get  him  out  of 
this  horrible  mess.  So  low  had  the  principles 
of  the  hitherto  blameless  Mr.  Bostock  been 
brought  in  course  of  a  mere  hour  or  two 
from  his  first  tiny,  almost  involuntary,  depar- 
ture from  the  path  of  rectitude.  (Refer  to 
moral,  ut  supra.) 

As  a  man  of  business  it  had,  of  course, 
occurred  to  him  to  wire  to  his  ofifice  for  a 
telegraphic  money-order,  to  be  sent  to  the 
nearest  post-office.  But  as  a  man  of  business 
also  he  remembered  that  any  person  apply- 
ing for  the  money  must  produqe  complete 
proof  of  his  identity.  Proof  of  his  identity 
in  this  amazing  rig!  But,  to  begin  with, 
the  telegram  to  the  office  must  cost  at  least 
sixpence.    And  where  was  the  sixpence  ? 

And  so  Mr.  Bostock  crept  into  Beachpool 
in  a  very  different  state  of  mind  from  that  in 
which  he  had  left  it— meditating  theft.  He 
was  ready  to  steal  the  pennies  from  a  blind 
man's  hat.  Indeed,  he  would  have  preferred 
that  proverbial  form  of  larceny  before  any 
other,  from  its  comparative  safety  and  sim- 
plicity ;  but  blind  men  have  far  too  little  in 
their  hats. 

He  slunk  about  the  back  streets,  sweating 
with  terror  at  the  notice  he  was  attracting. 
It  was  only  because  of  his  clean-shaven  face 
that  he  had  dared  to  come  into  the  town  at 
all,  and  now  he  began  to  wish  himself  back 
on  the  empty  beach.  But  something  must 
be  done,  and  desperation  forced  him  far 
beyond  his  natural  courage,  which  was  not 
very  great.     He  found   himself  in  a  street 
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leading  directly  into  the  High  Street,  and 
straight  before  him  in  the  High  Street  was  a 
cheap  tailor's,  where  dummy  figures,  labelled 
"This  style,  thirty  shillings,"  stood  by  the 
door. 

No    Peri    ever   gazed    at    the   portals  of 
Paradise  with   half  the  ardent  longing  with 
which  Mr.  Bostock  stared  at  the  door  of  that 
cheap  tailor's  shop.     Very  gladly  would  he 
have  given  a  cheque  for  fifty  pounds  for  one 
of  those  shoddy  suits  and  a  ticket  to  London. 
But    he    had    no 
cheque-book,  and 
if   he    had,    what 
would    any    sane 
tailor    think    of 
such    a     proposi- 
tion   from    a   dis- 
reputable-looking 
old  woman? 

But   the    shop, 
with    its    possible 
salvation,     attrac- 
ted him.    Perhaps 
he  might  make  an 
arrangement   with 
the     tailor.       He 
drew   nearer,  eye- 
ing  the  dummies 
at   the  door  with 
an  affectionate  in- 
terest which  might 
well  have  aroused 
the  notice  of  any 
observer,  and,    in 
fact,    did     attract 
the    attention    of 
the      shopkeeper, 
lurking    like    a 
spider   in   the  re- 
cesses of  his  shop. 
Even  in  his  present 
excitement,      Mr. 
Bostock  was  sane  enough  to  see  the  impossi- 
bility of  either  stealing  a  suit  off  a  dummy,  or 
running  off  with  the  dummy  complete,  clothes 
and  all,  under  his  arm.    But  as  he  neared  the 
doorway  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse  to 
extend   his  hand  to  the  coveted  garments ; 
and  at  that  moment  the  shopkeeper  appeared. 

He  was  a  shiny,  stout,  frock-coated  Jew, 
and  he  said,  very  peremptorily,  "  Here,  vat 
you  vant  ?     Out  o'  dis  here  !  " 

Mr.  Bostock  thrust  all  his  resolution  into 
his  voice ;  it  was  a  rather  large,  round,  rolling 
voice,  very  impressive  from  a  confident, 
middle-aged  gentleman  in  the  right  clothes, 
but  startlingly  out  of  character  with  his 
present  outfit. 


"  I — ah — wish  to  see  you  privately  on  a 
matter  of  business,"  said  Mr.  Bostock. 

"  Ah,  I  dessay,"  replied  the  shopkeeper ; 
"vc  got  nodden  to  give  avay  here.  Hook 
it,  missis ;  sharp  ! " 

"  But  I  assure  you — if  you  will  only 
listen " 

"Got  no  dime  to  stand  talkin'  mit  you. 
If  you  vorCt  go — then  pht  I     B'leesman  !  " 

Mr.  Bostock  had  not  noticed  that  two 
policemen  were  inspecting   him  with   some 
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curiosity  from  the  nearest  corner.  Now  he 
saw  them  with  a  sudden  twinge  of  alarm,  and 
straightway  began  a  hyrried  retreat  across 
the  road. 

"  Hi !  You  there  !  Here— come  here  !  " 
cried  one  of  the  policemen,  starting  smartly 
after  him. 

At  that  Mr.  Bostock  lost  all  hold  of  his 
wits,  and,  snatching  up  his  skirts  in  both 
hands,  ran  madly  up  the  street  he  had  come 
by,  followed  by  both  the  policemen  and  the 
beginnings  of  a  joyful  crowd. 

With  no  more  thought  of  disguise,  no 
more  plans  or  schemes,  nothing  but  a  frantic 
desire  to  get  away,  anywhere,  anyhow,  Mr. 
Bostock  scampered  up  one  narrow  street  and 
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down  another,  with  a  gathering  hunt  behind 

him.     The  bonnet  dangled  over  his  shoulders 

by  the  strings  round  his  neck,  and  the  bulgy 

"jemimas"  threatened  to  fly  off  his  feet  as 

he  ran.     Blind  instinct  taught  him  to  turn 

each  comer  as   he 

came  to  it,  and  so 

keep   out   of    view 

of  his   pursuers  as  k^r, 

much  as  possible  ;  • 

and  fortunately  his  ! 

txrairlAH  Kim  fVirr^iirrK  \. 


'<u^} 


BOSTOCK    LOST   AI.L   HOLD  OF    HIS   WITS,    AND,   SNATCHING   UP   HIS  SKIRTS  IN 
BOTH    HANDS,    RAN   MADLY  UP  THE  STREET." 


alleys  favoured  his  flight.  But  Mr.  Bostock 
was  a  poor  runner,  and  it  was  the  mere 
spur  of  terror  that  kept  him  ahead.  He 
caught  at  a  post  and  swung  into  a  street 
leading  down  to  the  sea,  and  as  he  did  it 
he  met  a  gust  of  wind  that  took  the  bonnet 
clean  away  up  the  street  behind  him.  There 
was  an  alley  to  the  right,  and  into  that  he 
plunged,  bonnetless  and  somewhat  bald  ;  and 
farther  still,  growing  slower  and  more  "blown" 
as  he  went,  till  he  emerged  at  the  back  of  a 
row  of  unfinished  houses  in  the  outskirts  of 
the  town.  And  here  he  trod  on  a  brickbat 
which  tore  the  "jemima"  sideways  on  his 
foot  and  flung  him  headlong. 

He  could  run  no  more.  His  little  remain- 
ing breath  was  clean  knocked  out  of  him,  and 
he  lay  where  he  fell,  beaten  and  done  for. 
But  presently,  as  the  first  shock  of  the  fall 


wore  off,  he  became  aware  that  the  noise  of 

pursuit  had  ceased,  and  that,  as  a  fact,  he 

was  alone  behind  the  unfinished  houses,  and 

comparatively  safe.      The   lost   bonnet   had 

saved  him,  for  the  hunters  naturally  kept  on 

up   the    street    along  which  they 

found  the  thing  bowling,  and  so 

off  on  the  wrong  track. 

(0  Mr.   Bostock  climbed  painfully 

to     his     feet,    and 

crawled,       panting, 

behind     a     broken 

fence.    Why  he  had 

been    chased    with 

such  persistence  he 

could     not    divine, 

but,  at  any  rate,  it 

was    clear   that    he 

must     get     out    of 

Beachpool  with  no 

more     delay.      He 

put  the  plaid  shawl 

over  his  head,  and 

made   shift   to  pull 

the  rest  of  his  dress 

into    some    sort   ot 

order.       Then     he 

started     out,     with 

:h  timid  reconnoitring, 

tramp    to   Scarbourrte 

oad. 

'here  was  nothing  else 
be  done.  He  must 
c^pj^roach  the  back  way  to 
the  select  boarding  estab- 
lishment, and  take  one  of 
the  servants,  who  might 
recognise  him,  into  his 
confidence.  He  would 
promise  anything  —  a 
sovereign,  five  pounds,  whatever  the  girl  asked 
— to  be  smuggled  in  during  the  absence  of  his 
family.  It  was  a  difficult  expedient,  but  the 
only  one.  And  with  this  last  resort  in  view 
Mr.  Bostock  began  his  nine-mile  tramp. 

He  went  with  the  greatest  caution  till  he 
was  well  clear  of  Beachpool,  and  even  then 
only  ventured  to  walk  his  best — which  was 
not  very  good,  for  he  was  mightily  tired 
already — when  nobody  was  in  sight.  Twice 
he  stopped  to  extract  small  pebbles  from  the 
"  jemimas,"  which  had  cracks  convenient  for 
their  admission  ;  and  then,  as  he  approached 
the  confines  of  a  village,  he  stopped  for  a 
more  peremptory  reason  still.  For  there  was  a 
bounce  from  the  hedge  behind  him,  a  pair  of 
stalwart  arms  clasped  him  round,  and  a  loud 
voice  shouted  by  his  ear,  "  Here  he  be,  ser- 
geant !     I  got  him  !     Sergeant !    Sergeant ! " 


''•^tl^y. >,    ^    U^iwVS «.•*-« 
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•  HERE    KB   BE,   SERGEANT  !      I   GOT   HIM  !  " 


Struggles  were  unavailing,  for  the  arms 
clipped  him  firmly  just  above  the  elbow,  and 
the  affrighted  Mr.  Bostock  perceived  that 
they  were  encasedon  blue  sleeves,  with  an 
armlet ;  at  the  same  moment  a  hatless  police- 
man came  running  from  a  cottage  by  the 
wayside  and  seized  him  in  front. 

"  Get  the  handcuffs,  sergeant !  He  be  a 
desprit  char'cter  ! "  bawled  the  voice  in  the 
captive's  ear. 

**  All  right — we  won't  stand  to  none  of  his 
despritness  here,"  replied  the  sergeant,  dex 
terously  seizing  Mr.  Bostock  by  the  wrist  and 
collar.     "  Come  along,  you  !  " 

"I— I — I've  had  my  clothes  stolen!" 
gasped  Mr.  Bostock, 

"  Had  yer— ha  !  ha  !  That's  a  good  'un," 
cried  the  sergeant.  **  Had  his  clothes 
stole ! " 

"  Ha  !  ha  ! "  echoed  the  other  captor, 
catching  Mr.  Bostock's  other  arm  ;  "that  be 
a  moighty  good  'un,  sergeant  ! " 

"  But  I  have,  I  tell  you  ! "  desperately 
wailed  the  victim. 

"  All  right,  me  fine  feller,"  grimly  responded 
the  sergeant ;  "you  needn't  make  a  song  about 
them  clothes.  We've  got  'em  'ere  for  ye  all 
right.     Come  along  !  " 

A  flash  of  perplexed  hope  confused  Mr. 
Bostock's  faculties,  and  then,  as  he  was  led 

Vol.  xxxiv. — 97. 


toward   the  cottage,  a  slatternly  old 
woman  appeared  at  the  door. 

"  Yes ! "  cried  the  old  woman, 
shrilly,  "  that's  the 
blaggard  right 
enough.  That's 
my  shawl  over  his 
'ed  !  An'  my  other 
frock !  An'  my 
boots  !  An' — an' 
what  ha'  ye  done 
with  my  bonnet, 
you  low  thief? 
Sergeant,  he's 
been  an'  sold  my 
lovely  bonnet ! " 

^MVhat?"  cried 
Mr.  Bostock.  "Are 
these  t  h  i  ngs 
yours  ?  " 

"  'Course  they 
are,  impiijpnce  ! 
Comin'  into 
people's  'ouses  a- 
night    an'   stealin' 

wittles,  an' " 

"  Then  I  give 
that  woman  in 
charge!''  inter- 
rupted Mr.  Bostock.  "She's  stolen  my 
clothes,  and  ten  pounds,  and  a  pocket-book, 
and  my  watch  and  chain  ! " 

At  this  the  old  woman  spluttered  with 
rage,  and  the  two  policemert  guffawed  aloud. 
"  You're  a  gay  'un,  you  are  .1  *  There  ain't  no 
watch-pockets  in  them  clothes  !  You  shall 
have  'em,  my  boy — we're  a-goin'  to  put  'em  on 
ye  afore  we  take  ye  back.     Here  y'are  ! " 

With  these  words  Mr.  Bostock  was  forced 
in  at  the  door  of  the  cottage,  and  so  to  a 
room  at  the  back. 

"  Here's  yer  clothes,  my  hearty,"  proceeded 
the  sergeant;  "and  precious  glad  you'll  be 
to  get  into  'em  again,  I  don't  think.  Come 
along !  " 

With  that  he  shut  the  door  behind  them, 
and  presented  to  Mr.  Bostock's  astounded 
eyes— a  suit  of  drabbish  yellow,  decorated 
with  black  "  broad  arrows '" !  Nothing  but 
the  uniform  of  the  convict  prison  ! 

Mr.  Bostock  stared  wildly.  Was  this 
some  frenzied  nightmare,  or  was  he  really 
stark  mad? 

He  gabbled,  incoherently,  "  No,  no  — 
stole  my  clothes  —  bathing  —  not  them  — 
name  of  Bostock  —  refer  to  my  bankers 
— no— it's  all  a  mistake !  "  And  then  he 
stopped,  with  open  mouth,  as  the  state  of 
the  case  dawned  on  him  slowly. 
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Some  wretched  convict  had  escaped  and 
left  these  things.  He  had  entered  the 
cottage  in  the  night  for  food,  had  gone  off 
disguised  in  the  only  clothes  he  could  find, 
and  had  wandered,  hiding  in  lonely  places, 
till  he  had  reached  the  sea-shore.  And 
then  he  had  made  another  change — at  Mr. 
Bostock's  expense ! 

And,  indeed,  that  was  exactly  what  had 
happened.  And  the  curiosity  of  the  police 
at  Beachpool,  the  chase,  and  now  the  final 
capture— all  were  due  to  that  invaluable 
invention,  the  telephone. 

"Come  along — into  'em!"  urged  the 
sergeant,  with  the  horrible  clothes  in  his 
hand.  "  You  was  precious  anxious  about 
'em  just  now.  Or  shall  we  shove  'em  on 
for  ye?" 

"  No,  no,  I  tell  you — it's  a  mistake.     Take 
me   to   Scarbourne — no,    wire    to   Cornhill. 
I'll  give  you  five  pounds — ten — fifty  !  " 
Poor  Mr.  Bbstock  struggi*"*^  ^'^  *^^*<^  ^-^^♦^ 
and  feebly  made  for  tht 


The  horse  was  whipped  up  and  the  village 
was  left  behind,  which  at  any  rate  was  some 
relief.  Twenty  minutes'  smart  drive  brought 
the  party  within  distant  sight  of  Scarbourne, 
and  within  very  near  sight  of  an  open 
carriage,  which  they  rapidly  overtook.  Mr. 
Bostock's  disorganized  faculties  were  barely 
beginning  to  rearrange  themselves,  but  he 
did  recognise  that  carriage,  iind'  the  people  in 
it.  With  a  gasp  he  slid  off  the  seat,  to  hide 
himself  in  the  boltoni  of  the  cart. 

"  Hold  up ! "  exhorted  the  constable, 
hauling  at  his  arm.  "Sergeant!  he's  tryin' 
to  hide  from  them  ladies  in  the  carriage ! 
P'r'aps  he's  had  somethink  o'  theirs  ! " 

The  sergeant  gazed  down  on  the 
cowering  form,  and  then  gave  the  horse  an 
extra  flick.  "  P'r'aps  he  has,"  he  said. 
"  We'll  ask  'em." 

And  thus  it  came  about  that  Mr.  Bostock, 


u,^  tba*^ 


^ 


'MR.    BOSTOCK   WAS   LKD   FORTH    IN   CONVICT  GARB. 


The  succeeding  quarter  of  an  hour  is  too 
f)ainful  for  description.  But  at  its  expiration 
Mr.  Bostock  was  led  forth  in  convict  garb — 
it  was  very  tight,  but  in  the  flush  of  their 
triumph  the  village  p(3lice  force  of  two  sus- 
pected nothing  from  that — and  pushed  into 
a  light  cart  with  a  fast  horse,  in  presence  of 
the  whole  population  of  the  village.  All  that 
his  struggle  had  gained  for  him  was  the 
distinction  and  interest,  in  the  popular  eye, 
of  being  very  firmly  handcuffed. 


grimy,  bruised,  handcuffed,  and  bedizened 
with  broad-arrows,  was  hauled  up  from  the 
bottom  of  the  cart  and  presented  for  identifi- 
cation to  the  horrified  gaze  of  Mrs.  Bostock, 
Miss  Bostock,  Miss  Julia  Bostock,  Mrs. 
Berkeley  Wiggs,  and  the  coachman  on  the 
box. 

After  that  nothing  mattered.  The  hand- 
some apologies  of  the  prison  governor  were 
a  mockery,  for  Mr.  Bostock  would  have 
preferred  to  stay  with  him. 
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AN     INTERVIEW     WITH    SAM 

By  George  Grantham  Bain. 


LOYD. 


The  puzzles  in  this  article  are  published  by  special  permission  of  Mr,  Sam  Loyd.     The  solutions  will 

appear  in  our  next  number. 


T  was  like  renewing  my  youth 
to    meet    him— to    hear    him 
ask  me  if  I  remembered  the 
"Fourteen- 
Fifteen  " 
puzzle,  or  the 

trick  donkeys,  or  "Get  Off 

the  Earth."      And  to  hear 

how    those   old    friends   of 

boyhood^s    days    came     to 

exist  and  something  of  their 

history   since   I    first   knew 

them — that  was  like  meet- 
ing an  old,  old  friend  and 

hearing  him  tell  the   story 

of  his  life.      Yet  one   can 

never  speak  of  the  "  Four- 
teen -  Fifteen "     puzzle     or 

"Get   Off   the   Earth"    as 

old.      They  are  perennially 

new.     Long  after  the  brain 

that    gave     them     life     is 

quieted— and   may  that  be 

many,  many  years  hence — 

a  new  generation    will    be 

watching  the  Chinaman  fade 

away  at   the   movement   of 

the  pivoted  card  ;   or  shifting  the  counters 

so  as  to  compel   Fourteen   and   Fifteen   to 

take  their  places  in  serial  relation.   Sam  Ixjyd 

is  not  of  one  genera- 
tion  any  more   than 

he  is  of  one  coun- 
try— he    is    universal 

and  everlasting. 
A  quiet  man,  with 

a   ready   tongue  and 

a  quick  wit  show- 
ing through  a  twink- 
ling    eye  —  that     is 

what    first   impresses 

you    about    the 

famous   puzzle  -  man. 

He     is     reputed     to 

have  made  a  million 

dollars    out    of    that 

active  brain;   yet  he 

is     as      modest      of 

demeanour    and     as       ^ 

quiet     of     dress 


MR.    SAM    LOYD. 

Frotn  a  Photo,  by  H.  F.  Raeu. 


as  though  he  were  a  clerk  in  a  business 
establishment  at  twenty-five  dollars  a  week. 
His  moustache  is  white  now  and  his 
head  a  little  bald  —  for 
has  he  not  been  enter- 
'  taining  the  world  for  fifty- 
five  years  with  his  odd 
conceptions?  But  I  can 
fancy  him  when  he  made 
his  first  puzzle  fifty  -  five 
years  ago,  younger-looking 
but  no  more  acute  men- 
tally than  he  is  now,  when 
he  handles  sometimes  one 
hundred  thousand  letters  a 
day  from  his  correspon- 
dents, eager  to  share  in  the 
prizes  he  offers  for  the  solu- 
tion of  his  puzzles. 

Out  of  his  side -pocket, 
as  he  sat  down  in  the  wicker 
rocking-chair  in  my  private 
office,  he  took  something 
round,  and  looked  at  it  with 
an  amused  smile. 

"  I  didn't  bring  it  along 
to  show  you,"  he  said,  "  but 
perhaps  it  would  amuse  you." 

I  took  it  from  him  and  examined  it.  You 
have  doubtless  seen  what  the  Chinese  have 
done  upon  the  same 
lines — carving  a  ball 
within  a  ball,  or  a 
fully:rigged  ship  in  a 
bottle.  This  was  a 
wooden  ball,  perhaps 
two  inches  in  dia- 
meter, with  a  careful 
reticulation,  within 
which  appeared 
another  reticulated 
ball,  moving  freely, 
and  within  that 
another  and  another 
and  another — ?i\'q  in 
all  (Fig.  i). 

"Ididitlastweek," 
he  said,  "out  of  a 
croquet-ball.  It  inte- 
rested me   to  do   it, 


— FIVE  CAGES,    ONE    WITHIN    ANOTHER,   CARVED    BY 
SAM    LOYD   OUT  OK   A  CROQUET-BALI.. 
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HCiS.    2   AND   3.  —  '*  NATURAL    CAKVINUS  "     FROM     SAM     LUYU's 
CABINET— A   SNAKE   AND   RIP   VAN   WINKLE. 

like  this,  and  it  was  selected   as  the  most 
ingenious  thing  among  them.'' 

Again  the  hand  went  into  the  capacious 
pocket,  and  a  curious  bit  of  carving  came 
out.  It  was  a  forked  twig,  taken  just  as 
Nature  made  it ;  and,  with  a  face  carved 
under  a  natural  hat  at  one  end  and  two  feet 
outlined  at  the  other,  it  was  Rip  Van  Winkle 
to  the  life.  Mr.  Loyd  said  he  had  found  it  in 
the  Catskills  Rip's  own  country.  "  Doesn't 
he  look  as  though  he  had  been  asleep  a  long 
time?"  he  asked.  Ortainly  Rip's  wooden 
legs  were  warped  as  though  he  had  been  out 
in  the  night  air  a  long  time.  Mr.  Loyd 
made  another  exploration,  and  brought  out  a 
snake  —  red- mouthed,  coiled  for  a  spring. 
*'  I  found  that  piece  of  wood  up  at  Ticon 
deroga,  where  it  is  said  Ethan  Allen  killed 
the  rattlesnake,"  he  said.  "  I  haven't 
changed  it  at  all.  I  am  always  coming  on 
odd  things  like  that.  I  have  a  cabinet  at 
home  full  of  them." 

Evidently  Mr.  Loyd's  faculty  of  observa- 
tion is  acute.     You  or  I  would  not  have  seen 


'■  '     the  rattlesnake  in  the  root, 

or  the  little  old  man  in  the 
forked  twig. 

He  does  not  tell   it  of 
himself,  but  Mr.  Loyd   as 
a  boy  had  a  power  of  imi- 
tation and  an   aptness    at 
ventriloquism  which  made 
trouble  for  all  who  came 
within     his      mischievous 
activities'  range.     He  was 
just  a  keen-minded  vigorous 
boy,  as  alert  physically  as 
he  was  mentally.     And  of 
this  material  they  tried  to 
make  a  civil  engineer.    He 
look  the  course  and  started 
on    the    practice    of    the 
profession.       But    already 
Nature     had     begun      to 
point    out     to     him     the 
sphere    in   which    he   was 
le.     He  had  devised  several 
e  came,  into  his  teens.     One 
of  his  problems,   drawn   by 
de  way,  was  the  problem  of 
iving  in  three  houses  within 
ee  doors,  who  quarrelled  and 
1  to  give  him  free  access  to 
e  without  coming  in  contact 
urs.     Here  it  is  (Fig.  4),  just 
old  boy  Sam  drew  it  many 
years  ago.    It  is  told  that  three  neighbours, 
who  shared  a  small    park,  as  shown  in  the 
sketch,  had  a  falling  out.     The  owner  of  the 
large  house  (a),  complaining  that  his  neigh- 
bours' chickens  annoyed  him,  built  an  enclosed 
pathway  from  his  door  to  the  gate  at  the  bottom 
of  the  picture  (a).   Then  the  man  on  the  right 
(b)  built  a  path  to  the  gate  on  the  left  (b),  and 
the  man  on  the  left  (c)  built  a  path  to  the  gate 
on  the  right  (c),  so  that  none  of  the  paths  cross, 
and  each  man  has  an  exit  opposite  his  door. 


FIG.  4. — «>NK  OP  SAM  LOYD  S  FIRST  I'ROHLKMS,  INVKNTKD  WHKN 

HK   WAi    ONLY   NINE   YEARS    OLD— IT   IS    FULLY    BXPI.AINRD    IN 

THE  ARTICLE. 
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With  the  talent  for  this  sort  of  thing  half 
developed  in  his  brain,  what  had  he  to  do 
with  civil  engineering  and  its  slow  road  to 
success  and  wealth  ?  When  he  was  still  only 
seventeen,  and  just  beginning  to  be  an 
engineer,  he  devised  a  puzzle  which  made  for 
him  in  a  few  weeks  ten  thousand  dollars.  It 
decided  him  abruptly  not  to  spoil  a  good 
puzzle-maker  for  a  poor  civil  engineer.  This 
puzzle  is  one  which  will  live  always,  I  believe, 
for  it  is  as  great  a  favourite  today  as  it  was 
half  a  century  ago.  It  is  the  puzzle  of  the 
trick  donkeys  (Fig.  5). 

"  Fancy  ! "  as  Hedda  Gabler's  husband  so 
often  reiterates,  that  not  millions  but 
thousands  of  millions  of  these  have  been 
sold,  and  you  will 
understand  in  what  a 
curious  way  Mr.  Loyd 
found  the  key  to  success 
— not  in  great  things, 
but  in  little  things  often 
multiplied.  In  fact,  it 
is  his  theory,  verified 
so  well  in  his  own  ex- 
perience, that  it  is  the 
little  and  not  the  great 
thing  that  is  most  often 
profitable. 

"  I   am    still    taking 
orders   for   those  don- 
keys   in   million   lots," 
he  said.    "When  I  first 
sold   them    I    had   my 
own     printing     outfit  ; 
but    now   I    have    the 
printing  done  by  some- 
one else.      Of  course, 
my   legal  rights  in  all 
my  early  devices  have 
lapsed  by  this  time,  but 
copyrights  and  patents 
mean  very  little  to  me. 
People  don't  care  for  my  puzzles  unless  they 
can   have   them    with    my   name    on   them. 
Those  trick  donkeys  have  been   associated 
with  a  great  many  incidents  in  the  lives  of 
business  houses  and  business  men.     There 
is  a  big  dry.goods  arid  department  store  in 
New  York   which  uses  a  star  as  a   sort   of 
trade-mark.     The  donkeys  were  responsible 
for  that.     When  the  firm  started  in  business 
they  gave  me  an  order  for  a  million  copies  to 
give  away.     When  I  was  setting  up  the  card, 
I  noticed  that  there  was  a  space  between  the 
donkeys  which  looked  blank,  so  I  stuck  in  a 
star.     When  I   saw  the  head  of  the  house 
later,  he  said  to  me,  *  What  is  the  meaning 
of  that  star,  Mr.  Loyd  ? '     *  To  make  little 


FIG.    5.— THK    FAMOUS   DONKEY   fUZZLE    WHICH  UROUGHT 

SAM     LOYD     THOUSANDS*  OK     DOLLARS     WHEN     HK     WAS 

SRVENTREN. 


boys  ask  questions,'  I  answered.  He  laughed 
and  said,  *You  see,  it  made  me  ask  one.' 
His  partner  came  up  at  this  moment  and 
said,  *  We've  used  that  star  now  in  con- 
nection with  these  million  cards  ;  why  not 
use  it  hereafter  as  a  trade  mark  ?  '  And  that 
was  the  origin  of  an  emblem  which  has  since 
become  famous  in  the  world  of  trade. 

"  I  recall  another  incident  of  the  donkeys' 
career.     P.  T.  Barnum,  who  was  running  his 
circus  w^hen  the  donkeys  were  most  popular, 
asked   me   if    I   would    take   ten   thousand 
dollars  and  call  them  *  P.  T.  Barnum's  trick 
donkeys.'     I  said  I  would,  and  about  that 
time  I  was  filling  an  order  from  a  big  Phila- 
delphia concern  for  a  large  number.     So  I 
shipped  them  the  cards 
with     Barnum's    name 
on  them.     Back  came 
a  letter  from  the  head 
of   the    house,    saying, 
*  We  have  several  tons 
of  advertising  literature 
of   P.   T.   Barnum   on 
hand,     awaiting     your 
orders.     I'm  enough  of 
a  humbug  myself  with- 
out advertising  through 
my    store    that    much 
greater    humbug    Bar- 
num.'    For   a   time    I 
was  afraid  I  should  lose 
my  cards,  but  I  went  to 
Philadelphia,  explained 
the    matter,    and    per- 
suaded  the    house    to 
take  the  cards  and  use 
them." 

Another  very  famous 
puzzle  was  "The  Mys- 
tery of  the    Boarding- 
house    Pie."      Fig.    6 
illustrates  and  explains 
it    fully.       Mr.     Loyd    says    that    this    was 
one  of   the   most   popular   puzzles   he   ever 
devised. 

I  asked  Mr.  I^yd  what  was  his  best 
puzzle.  "  Get  Off '  the  E^rth,"  he  said, 
promptly.  "  Unfortunately  it  came  out  in  a 
bad  year  and  it  didn't  achieve  the  success  of 
some  of  the  others.  But  I  am  going  to  revive 
it,  and  there  is  no  doubt  it  will  equal  their 
success.  It  was  developed  under  rather  odd 
conditions.  My  son — who  thinks  I  can  do 
anything — said  to  me  one  morning,  *  Here's  a 
chance  for  you  to  earn  two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars,  pop,'  and  he  threw  a  newspaper 
clipping  across  the  breakfast  table.  It  was 
an  offer  by  Percy  Williams  of  two  hundred 
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and  fifty  dollars  for  the  best  device  for  adver- 
tising Bergen  Beach,  which  he  was  about  to 
open  as  a  pleasure  resort.  I  said  Td  take 
a  chance  at  it,  and  a  few  days  later  I  had 
worked  out  the  Chinaman  puzzle.     It  was 


two  thousand  ^xst,  hundred  dollars*  worth  of 
copies  of  the  puzzle,  and  agreed  to  pay  me 
a  salary  of  fifty  dollars  a  week  to  run  a  puzzle 
column.  Since  that  time  I  have  received 
salaries  of  twenty-five  to  one  hundred  dollars 


FIG.    6. — PROPOSITION  :   INTO    HOW    MANY    I'IFCKS,   Of-    VAKIOUS   SI/FS,    IS   IT   I'OSSIBLE  TO   UIVIDB 
A    PIE    WITH    SIX    S1RAIGHT   Cl'l  S   OK    A    KNIKK? 


two  pieces  of  card,  which  were  fastened 
together  so  that  they  moved  on  a  pivot.  As 
you  looked  at  them  there  were  thirteen 
Chinamen  plainly  pictured.  Move  the  cards 
together  a  little  and  there  were  twelve  perfect 
Chinamen.  You  couldn't  tell  what  had 
become  of  the  other  Chinaman,  try  as  you 
would.  Scientists  have  tried  to  solve  it  with- 
out success.  Oh,  yes ;  there  is  a  solution, 
but  I  sha'n't  tell  what  it  is. 

*'Well,  on  my  way  to  show  the  puzzle  to 
Williams,  I  stopped  at  the  Brooklyn  Eagle 
oflfice  to  ask  Anthony  Fiala — who  afterwards 
led  an  expedition  to  the  Arctic — to  touch  it 
up  a  bit  for  me.  He  was  the  artist  of  the 
Eagle  and  an  old  friend  of  mine.  I  could  draw^ 
pretty  well — in  fact,  I  should  make  a  very  fair 
newspaper  artist — but,  of  course,  he  knew  more 
about  it  than  I  did.  Fiala  was  so  taken  with 
the  puzzle  that  he  asked  if  he  might  show  it 
to  St.  Clair  McKelway,  the  editor.  McKelway 
was  much  taken  with  it,  and  wanted  to  know 
the  price.  I  told  him  it  wasn't  for  sale.  He 
showed  it  to  the  publisher  of  the  paper.  He 
wanted  to  know  the  price.  Then  he  called 
in  William  Ziegler,  the  millionaire  who 
financed  two  trips  to  the  Arctic,  who  wanted  to 
buy  it.  But  I  told  them  all  it  was  disposed 
of  Finally  they  proposed  that  I  should  run 
a  puzzle  department  for  the  paper  ;  and  before 
I  left  them  they  had  given  me  an  order  for 


a  week  from  several  papers  at  the  same  lime 
for  conducting  their  puzzle  departments. 
Besides,  I  have  a  big  source  of  profit  in  the 
letters  I  receive.  I  offer  prizes  for  the  solu- 
tion of  puzzles.  Just  now  I  have  a  distribution 
of  ten  thousand  dollars  on  my  hands.  These 
competitions  bring  me  sometimes  one  hundred 
thousand  letters  a  day.  I  have  a  corps  of 
clerks  go  over  them  and  pick  out,  possibly,  a 
thousand  that  I  ought  to  see  personally.  But 
the  letters  I  sell  because  the  addresses  and 
names  are  valuable.  Two  days  ago  I  sold 
a  lot  of  one  hundred  thousand  letters  to  a 
mail  order  house  for  one  hundred  and  twenty 
dollars,  and  the  next  day  I  sold  a  Sunday 
newspaper  another  lot  at  one  dollar  a 
thousand — one  hundred  dollars.  That  isn't 
a  bad  addition  to  one's  income." 

Mr.  Loyd  has  had  very  erratic  fortune  in 
disposing  of  his  inventions  and  devices. 
Like  all  inventors  he  has  made  fortunes  for 
others  in  things  out  of  which  he  made  almost 
nothing.  The  most  striking  illustration  of 
this  is  the  game  of  Parcheesi.  Its  origin  and 
history  are  as  interesting  as  any  romance.  A 
concern  dealing  in  street-selling  articles,  with 
which  he  had  done  some  business,  called  him 
in  one  day  and  said,  "  We  have  just  bought 
a  lot  of  pieces  of  cardboard  divided  into 
coloured  squares.  They  were  intended  to 
be  used  by  a  worsted  house  in  advertising 
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their  goods.  We  bought  them  at  rubbish 
prices.  Now,  we  want  you  to  make  up  some 
sort  of  a  game  that  will  sell  for  a  small  price, 
using  these  squares — something  we  can  sell 
in  the  street."  Mr.  Loyd  worked  on  the 
problem  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
then  handed  over  the  scheme 
of  the  game  of  Parcheesi. 
"  That  ought  to  go,"  he  said. 
"  How  much  do  we  owe  you  ?  " 
said  the  head  of  the  concern. 
Mr.  Loyd  said  that  it  was  so 
simple  a  matter  he  didn't  care 
to  charge  anything  for  it.  But 
the  man  insisted  on  giving 
him  ten  dollars.  And  that  is 
all  that  Sam  Loyd  got  out  of  a 
game  which  made  millions  for  its 
manufacturers.  Only  a  few  days  ago  Mr.  I>oyd 
was  in  a  shop  in  New  York  looking  at  games, 
and  he  asked  the  shop-girl  which  game  was 
the  most  popular.  She  replied  that  they 
sold  more  of  Parcheesi  than  of  all  ihe  other 
games  put  together.  Mr.  Loyd,  by  the  way, 
was  the  inventor  not  alone  of  the  game,  but 
of  the  story  which  went  with  it,  to  the  effect 
that  it  had  been  found  among  the  natives  of 
East  India  by  a  missionary. 

Mr.   Loyd  has   patented  and  copyrighted 
many  of  his  inventions,  but  he  failed  to  get 
a  patent  on  the  "  Fourteen- Fifteen  "  puzzle. 
It  consisted  of  fifteen  square  blocks  in  a  box 
which  would  hold  sixteen  (Fig.  7).  They  were 
arranged  serially,  with  the  fifteen  before  the 
fourteen,    and    the 
puzzle  was  to  shift 
them    about    until 
the   fifteen  was   in 
its  right  place. 

''  Of  course  it 
couldnt  be  done,'' 
said  Mr.  Loyd, 
"and  that's  why  I 
didn't  get  my  patent. 
It  was  necessary 
then  to  file  with 
an  application  for  a 
patent  a  '  working 
model'  of  the  de- 
vice. When  I  ap- 
plied for  a  patent 
they  asked    me    if 

it  was  possible  to  change  the  relations  of 
the  fourteen  and  fifteen.  I  said  that  it 
was  mathematically  impossible  to  do  so. 
*Then,'  said  the  Commissioner,  *you  can't 
have  a  patent.  For  if  the  thing  won't 
work,  how  can  you  file  a  working  model  of 
it  ? '     His  logic  was  all  right,  and  the  result 
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PIG.  7.  —  THIS  IS  A  ROUGH 
SKETCH  OF  THE  "  FOURTEEN- 
FIFTEEN  "  PUZ2LE,  A  PROBLEM 
WHICH  COULD  NOT  HE  SOLVED. 


FIG.    8.— THE   RIP   VAN    WINKLE    PUZZLE  :   FIND   THE   DOG. 


was  that  I  didn't  get  my  patent.  In  spite  of 
that,  however,  there  are  thousands  of  persons 
in  the  United  States  who  believe  they  solved 
that  puzzle.  I  was  talking  with  my  shoe- 
maker the  other  day,  when  a  big  Irishman, 
sitting  not  far  away,  who  had 
overheard  us,  said,  *  Are  ye  the 
mon  that  invinted  th'  Foor- 
teen- Fifteen  puzzle?  I  did 
that  puzzle.'  I  laughed,  and 
said  that  couldn't  be,  because 
it  couldn't  be  done.  'Don't' 
you  .say  I  didn't  do  it,'  he  re- 
plied, *or  III  flatten  the  nose 
on  y'r  face.'  He  was  a  pretty 
big  man,  and  I  suppose  he 
could  have  done  it,  too.  Yes, 
there  were  many  thousands  of 
persons  who  were  sure  they  had  done  it ;  but 
the  thousand  dollars  reward  I  offered  for  any- 
one who  would  do  it  was  never  claimed.  Not 
long  ago  the  Sunday  editor  of  a  New  York 
paper  wanted  to  use  it^again  as  a  supplement, 
and  I  suggested  he  should  offer  a  thousand 
dollars  reward  for  the  solution.  He  refused. 
He  said  he  remembered  very  well  that  he 
had  done  the  puzzle  once,  and  he  wasn't 
going  to  throw  away  a  thousand  dollars. 
Before  I  could  persuade  him  to  offer  the 
reward,  I  had  to  bring  the  thousand  dollars 
to  his  office  and  deposit  it  in  the  safe.  It 
was  never  claimed." 

Mr.  Loyd  is  not  only  a  clever  artist  but  he 
was  once  a  wood  engraver,  and  engraved  the 
plates  of  his  puzzle 
pictures  himself. 
One  of  these  he 
showed  me  in  his 
files  as  a  curiosity 
of  his  earlier 
career.  It  is  the 
Rip  Van  Winkle 
puzzle. 

I  asked  Mr.  Loyd 
what  was  the  men- 
tal  process  of 
making  a  puzzle. 

"  Some  t  work 
out  very  slowly,"  he 
said,  "  and  some 
come  to  me  like 
a  flash.  They 
are  all  based  on  mathematics.  I  have  no 
regular  method  and  no  regular  hours  of 
work.  Sometimes  I  do  three  puzzles  in  a 
day.  Often  a  puzzle  will  suggest  itself  to  me 
when  I  am  talking  to  a  man.  The  other 
day  I  was  talking  with  the  maker  of  a 
fountain  pen  about  offering  some  as  prizes. 
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and  in  the  course  of  our  conversation  he 
made  a  contract  with  me  for  one  thousand 
dollars*  worth  of  advertising  in  my  puzzle 
magazine,  which  I  am  just  starting.  Suddenly 
a  puzzle  came  into  my  mind  and  I  sketched 
it  for  him.     Here  it  is." 

Mr.  Loyd  drew  nine  eggs  in  rows  of  three 
like  this  (Fig.  9) : — 
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this  one  about  Bo-Peep  and  her  little  sheep 
(Fig.  10).  You  may  think  that  the  one  will 
help  you  with  the  other,  but  you'll  find 
it  won't." 

He  was  once  expert,  he  told  me,  in 
cutting  silhouettes,  and  to  prove  that  his 
hand  had  not  lost  its  cunning  he  took  my 
desk  scissors  and  a  scrap  of  paper,  and  in  less 
than  a  minute  had  presented  to  me  a  very 
good  outline  of  the  head  of  George  Washing- 
ton (Fig.  11).    These  silhouettes,  he  told  me. 


FIG.   9.— THE  COLUMBUS   E<;G   PUZZLE. 


"  The  problem  is  to  draw  straight  lines  to 
connect  these  eggs  in  the  smallest  possible 
number  of  strokes.  The  lines  may  pass 
through  one  egg  twice  and  may  cross.  I 
called  it  the  Columbus  Egg  Puzzle.  It 
seemed  so  easy  to  my  friend  the  manu- 
facturer that  I  said  to  him,  *  If  you  solve  it 
in  an  hour  I  will  give  you  your  thousand 
dollars'  worth  of  advertising  free.'  He 
thought  it  was  easy.  But  neither  he  nor 
any  of  his  employes  could  solve  it  in  an  hour 
or  a  day. 

"  When  you've   solved   that  problem,  try 


^m  \am 


'Htving  recorered  her  lost  dieep. 
Little  Bo  P<«t)  tppctrs  on  the  stage 
and  asks  you  to  show  how  to  enck»e 
^ach  »hrrp  in  a  separate  pen  by  the 
aid  of  three  straight  manes. 


% 


FIG.    10.  -THB  VMZIX.^  OP  LITTtK  BQ-PRKP, 


FIG.    II.— SAM   LOVD   IS  AN    ADF.PT  AT  CUTTING    SILHOUETTKS 

^^'HICH    HE   USES    AS    ADVERTISEMENT    DEVICES- HKKE    IS   ONK 

OK   GEORGE  WASHINGTON,   CUT   IN    LESS    THAN   A  MINUTE    FOR 

THIS   ARTICLE. 

he  sometimes  used  in  advertising  devices,  and 
he  recalled  the  occasion  when  a  firm  called 
him  in  to  devise  an  advertisement,  and  he  took 
out  his  scissors  and  quickly  cut  out  profiles 
of  the  members  of  the  firm.  He  presented 
them  as  a  valuable  advertising  suggestion. 
The  two  men  liked  the  suggestion,  but  when 
Mr.  Loyd  said  he  wanted  fifty  dollars  for 
them  they  demurred.  They  argued  that  the 
silhouettes  would  npt  be  saleable  to  anyone 
else,  and  that^Mr.  Ix)yd  would  probably  sell 
them  cheap,  as  he  rihust  sell  to  them  or  throw 
the  silhouettes  awa\\  But  when  they  saw 
him  take  them  uji  to  tear  them  to  pieces, 
they  cried,  "  Don't' do  that.  You  might  not 
be  able  to  make  them  so  well  again."  And 
they  ended  by  paying  him  his  fifty  dollars. 
That  is  a  small  fee  compared  with  some  Mr. 
Ix)yd  has  received.  He  was  asked  by  a 
maker  of  sewing-machines  to  devise  a  puzzle, 
and  he  named  a  rate  of  one  hundred  dollars. 
But  when  he  came  to  deliver  the  goods,  he 
said  to  the  manufacturer,  "  Here  is  your  one- 
hundred  dollar  puzzle.     But  I  have  another 
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which  I  have  just  thought  of  that  is  certain 
to  be  a  great  success.  But  I  should  have  to 
charge  you  one  thousand  dollars  for  it."  The 
manufacturer  looked  at  the  second  puzzle 
and  said  it  was  just  what  he  wanted,  but  he 
did  not  feel  that  he  could  pay  so  much. 
However,  did  Mr.  Loyd  ever  back  his  own 
judgment?  Mr.  Loyd  said  he  did.  Would 
Mr.  Loyd  be  willing  to 
sell  on  condition  that  if 
the  device  was  a  "  bloom- 
ing success"  he  was  to 
receive  one  thousand  five 
liundred  dollars,  and  if 
not  he  was  to  get  nothing? 
Mr.  Loyd  would  and  did. 
The  bill  was  made  out 
on  those  terms,  and  Mr. 
Loyd  went  away.  Six 
months  later  he  appeared 
at  the  office  of  the  manu- 
facturer, and  had  to  recall 
himself  to  that  gentle- 
man's memory. 

**  Oh,  yes,"  he  said,  **  we  owe  you  one 
thousand  dollars,  I  believe,  Mr.  Loyd." 
"  No,  you  don't,"  said  Mr.  Loyd  ;  "  you  owe 
me  one  thousand  five  hundred  dollars,  or 
nothing."  They  looked  up  the  bill,  and 
those  were  the  terms  specified.  So  the 
manufacturer  called  in  his  manager,  who  said 
he  thought  the  firm  owed  Mr.  Loyd  one  thou- 
sand five  hundred  dollars.     And  it  was  paid. 

The  Pony  Puzzle,  which  was  the  second 
famous     puzzle    Mr.     Loyd     devised,     was 
suggested  to  him  in  an  odd  way.     He  was 
returning  from  Europe  on  the  steamer  with 
Andrew  G.  Curtin,  then  Minister  to  Russia, 
and  once  famous  as  War  (governor  of  Penn- 
sylvania, and  they  were  discussing  the  White 
Horse      Monument     on     Uffington      Hill, 
Berkshire,    England.     This    is   the   colossal 
figure  of  a  white  horse  engraved  on  the  side  of 
the  hill,  visible 
for  many  miles. 
It  is    said    to 
be  more  than  a 
thousand  years 
old.  Mr.  Curtin 
thought      that 
it   might   con- 
tain a  sugges- 
tion    for    a 
puzzle.     Mr. 
Loyd  accepted 


PIG.  12.  —  THIS  IS  THE  CELRBRATED  "  PONY 
PUZZLE,"  OF  WHICH  MORE  THAN  A  THOUSAND 
MILLION  COPIES  WERE  SOLD — THE  PROBLEM  IS  TO 
CUT  OUT  THE  SIX  PIECES  AND  REARRANGE  THEM 
SO   AS  TO   FORM   ANOTHER    PONY. 


the  suggestion,  took  a  piece  of  black  paper 
and  a  pair  of  scissors,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
produced  the  Pony  Puzzle.  This  (Fig.  12)  is 
the  way  it  was  originally  made.  Mr.  Loyd 
afterwards  improved  it  in  form,  but  he  says  he 
still  has  an  affection  for  the  original  old  nag. 
Mount  this  silhouette  on  a  piece  of  thin  card, 
cutout  the  six  pieces  separately,  and  see  in  how 
many  ways  they  can  be 
arranged  to  make  a  pony, 
and  how  nearly  you  can 
make  one  like  the  white 
horse.  The  whole  country 
laughed  for  a  year  over 
this  ridiculous  pony,  and 
more  than  a  thousand 
million  copies  of  it  were 
sold. 

"  Pigs  in  Clover  "  was 
another  of  Mr.  Loyd's 
most  famous  puzzles.  It 
has  been  imitated,  but 
none  of  the  imitations 
has  equalled  the  original 
in  popularity.  The  pigs  were  tiny  spheres, 
which  were  to  be  made  to  take  their  places 
in  little  holes  in  a  board  by  inclining  it  until 
they  rolled  in.  Almost  as  surely  as  you  got 
the  last  one  to  roll  into  place  the  incli- 
nation you  gave  the  board  caused  another 
to  roll  out. 

'*  How  Old  was  Mary  ?  "  (Fig.  1 3)  was  one 
of  the  most  popular  puzzles  ever  [)ut  before 
the  public,  and  created  a  perfect /t/rore  of  dis- 
cussion when  it  first  appeared.  Can  any  of  our 
readers,  either  by  mathematics  or  by  mother- 
wit,  arrive  at  a  solution  of  this  brain-reeler  ? 
Mr.  Loyd  is  a  great  believer  in  the 
educational  value  of  puzzles.  They  in- 
volve the  principles  of  mathematics,  but 
they  sugar-coat  that  pill  for  the  reluctant  boy. 
He  is  swallowing  knowledge  while  he  amuses 
himself     Some  of  the  most  noted  scientists 

have  been 
puzzle-  makers 
— T  y  n  d  a  1 1 , 
Huxley,  Hum- 
boldt—but  the 
world's  puzzle- 
maker,  known 
to  three  gen- 
erations and 
beloved  of  all 
of  them,  is 
Sam  Loyd. 
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I  HATS  th'  matter  'th  you, 
Tom  ?  "  inquired  squat  Aunt 
Bet,  putting  a  plate  of 
sizzling- hot  fritters  before 
the  brown  old  farmer,  and 
moving  the  maple-syrup  jug 
within  easy  reach. 

Uncle  Tom's  cast  of  countenance  certainly 
justified  the  question.  The  late  October  sun, 
a  dazzling  mass  of  gold,  was  just  risen,  and 
the  farmer  had  returned  hungry  from  a  long 
tramp,  his  face  trickling  with  perspiration, 
his  great  top-boots  soaked  with  dew.  At 
the  opposite  end  of  the  table  sat  Freddie, 
aged  seven,  slight  and  sinewy,  blue-eyed,  fair- 
haired,  high-browed,  sweet-mouthed  Uncle 
Tom,  Aunt  Bet,  and  Freddie  —  only  these 
left  in  the  roomy  old  farm-house,  with  its 
white  weather-boarding,  green  shutters,  and 
imposing  hip-roof. 

"  Tve  found  out  who  s  been  stealin  my 
hogs." 

Aunt  Bet  turned  sharply  round  from  her 
fritter-frying.  Freddie  gazed  curiously  and 
fixedly  at  his  father. 

"  Th'  ain't  any  longer  a  doubt  about  it," 
Uncle  Tom  went  on.  "  'Smornin'  I  traced 
a  heavy  carcass  to  th'  guilty  man's  door. 
Th'  hog'd  been  stuck  in  our  very  barn-yard 
an'  drug  away.  I'm  goin'  to  have  th'  law  on 
'im  to-day." 

"  Who  is  it,  Tom  ? "  finally  asked  Aunt 
Bet,  in  a  strained  voice. 

"  Bige  Hoak." 

Half  an  hour  later,  his  deep-folded  brows 
closely  knit,  his  sunburnt  face  funereally 
solemn.  Uncle  Tom  saddled  and  bridled  his 
grey  mare,  Puss,  and  started  for  the  county- 
seat  at  a  jog-trot.  As  he  rode  the  old  farmer 
was  looking  back  over  a  matter  of  forty  years. 
In  all  that  time  few  days  had  passed  without 


his  seeing  Bige  Hoak — rent-free  tenant  on  a 
little  clearing  in  the  remote  backwoods  of  his 
place. 

Jogging  and  thinking,  Uncle  Tom  repro- 
duced much  of  Old  Bige's  career — saw  him, 
when  the  men  were  seining,  pull  Jim  Jones 
out  of  a  dangerous  eddy,  swimming  back- 
wards to  the  shore,  one  claw-like  hand 
clenched  in  Jim's  long  black  hair ;  saw  him, 
during  the  smallpox  epidemic,  tending  the 
-  sick  and  burying  the  dead,  just  as  if  he  had 
been  vaccinated,  or  had  already  had  the 
disease;  saw  him,  that  awful  winter,  digging 
night  and  day  to  get  through  the  snow-banks 
in  the  woods  to  fetch  food  to  his  family. 
"An'  yit,"  mused  Uncle  Tom,  "alius  a 
rascal ;  alius  steal  anything  he  could  git  his 
hands  on.  In  the  past  generation  or  so,  1 
guess  Ole  Bige's  done  me  out  uv  at  least  two 
thousand  dollars'  worth  uv  hogs.  I'll  have 
the  law  on  th'  scoundrel." 

More  of  Old  Bige's  life  intruded  itself  into 
Uncle  Tom's  memory.  He  recalled,  many, 
many  years  ago,  when  the  ethically  untram- 
melled backwoodsman  had  brought  a  pair  of 
young  squirrels  to  Mary  as  a  birthday  present 
— Mary,  then  a  very  tiny  girl,  now  a  grown 
woman,  with  babies  of  her  own.  Also,  Uncle 
Tom  lived  over  again  the  terrible  ordeal  of 
Frank's  fatal  illness,  the  time  when  the  very 
life  seemed  to  go  out  of  the  world.  And  Old 
Bige  was  all  mixed  up  in  that  affair — always 
appearing  at  the  kitchen  door  to  know  how 
Frank  was  ;  always  stealing  in  with  his  dis- 
reputable, semi-crownless  old  felt  hat  in  his 
hands,  and  looking  down  on  P'rank's  thin 
face  as  if  it  were  that  of  his  own  boy.  And, 
stumbling  away  from  Frank's  newly-made 
grave,  his  heart  crushed,  his  sight  failing. 
Uncle  Tom  remembered  that  he  had  run 
upon  Old  Bige's  bent  figure,  crouching  among 
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•  '  BIGE,'   SAID   FKEDDIP.,    LOOk'ING    STRAIGHT    INTO  THE  OLD   MAN'S   EYES, 

•father  savk  you've  bf.kn  stealing  our  hogs.*" 


the  roots  of  a  great  maple  tree,  shuddering 
from  head  to  foot. 

"Git  along,  Puss !"  he  exclaimed,   whisk 
ing   the    mare    with    the    rein    and    kicking 
her  gently.     "  Be  switched  if  ever  I  seen  a 
more  blindin'  October  sun  !  " 

*'  H\illo,  Freddie  ;  what  mout  you  be  doin' 
sTur  frum  hum  'smornin'  ?  Come  in,  my 
boy  ;  come  in." 

Lips  and  cheeks  lacking  their  wonted 
colour,  eyes  •  wide  and  serious,  Freddie 
pushed  open  Bige  Hoak's  rickety  gate,  and 
approached  the  old  woodsman,  lazily  whit- 
tling, by  his  cabin  door,  in  the  radiant 
warmth  of  the  autumn  day. 

Ragged  was  Old  Bige,  rangy  and  round- 
shouldered,  rusty-bearded,  sluggish,  gawky, 
lips  and  chin  tobacco-stained,  black  eyes 
restless  as  a  jackal-s,  but  boding  harm  to 
no  man. 

"  Reckon  th'  ain't  nothin^  wrong? "  queried 
Old  Bige,  interested. 

"  Bige,"  said  Freddie,  looking  straight  into 


the  old  man's  eyes,   "  father  says 
youVe  been  stealing  our  hogs." 

Silence,  and  a  slight  pallor 
tinging  Old  Bige's  dark,  wrinkled 
skin. 

"  Wh  —  what  did  /  —  say- 
Freddie?" 

**  Father  says  you've  been  steal- 
ing our  hogs.  And  he's  gone  to 
the  county -seat  to-day,  mother 
.says,  to  have  you  arrested.  And 
mother  says  it's  a  penitentiary 
offence." 

Old  Bige's  head  went  into  his 
hands,  and  he  bore  hard  upon  his 
temples,  as  if  to  combat  a  great 
ache.  When  he  raised  his  eyes 
they  were  red  and  his  cheeks  were 
stained. 

"Freddie,"  he  said,  laying  his 
hands  tenderly  upon  the  boy's 
shoulders,  "  run  back  hum  now, 
an'  don't  tell  nobody  y've  seen  Ole 
Bige." 

Like  a  flash  Freddie  was  off,  his 
little  feet  -flying  along  the  wood- 
path,  the  flitting  light  checkering 
his  hthe  figure  and  golden  crown. 

His  old  carpet  -  bag  hastily 
packed,  Bige  issued  from  the  hut 
and  started  off  to  the  north-west  — 
the  opposite  direction  from  Uncle 
Tom's,  four  miles  away  in  the 
treeless  lowlands.  Turning,  he 
dwelt  for  a  moment  on  the  black- 
hut.  There  had  been  enacted 
his  life-drama  ;  there  his  children 
had  been  born,  and  had  died  ;  there  his 
wife  had  lived  with  him  for  upwards  of  forty 
years. 

Old  Bige  set  down  his  bag,  broke  some 
tobacco  off  his  black  "  twist,"  filled  his  pipe, 
and  tried  to  light  it.  There  was  a  brisk 
breeze  from  the  north-west  and  the  match 
was  blown  out.  Again  Old  Bige  tried.  This 
time  the  tobacco  caught,  but  it  was  only  well 
alight  when  the  burning  particles  were 
scooped  out  of  the  pipe  by  the  wind  and 
carried  into  the  tinder  dry  leaves  a  few  feet 
above  Old  Bige's  head. 

The  leaves  were  fired.  Old  Bige  watched 
half-a-dozen  of  them  crinkle,  grow  black,  and 
fly  off  in  ash.  Then  he  saw  that  a  consider- 
able area  of  the  tree  was  on  fire.  He  watched 
it  dully.  In  a  minute  or  two  the  whole  tree- 
top  was  a  blazing  mass.  Burning  twigs  were 
falling  to  the  leaf-strewn  ground,  and  the  fire 
was  running  out  fan-shaped  ahead  of  the 
breeze.     Old   Bige  continued  to  gaze  dully. 
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Another  two  or  three  minutes  and  a  dozen 
trees  were  ablaze  and  roaring,  and  the  fire 
was  creeping  and  leaping  along  the  ground, 
with  a  look  and  a  crackle  of  sheer  delight. 

Old    Bige's  eyes  and  mouth  were  agape. 
His  hands  were  tight-clenched  together.     He 
stood  like  one  turned  to  stone.     Now  every- 
thing before  him,  and  for  a  good  distance  on 
each  side  of  him,  was  aflame.     Still  he  stood, 
transfixed.     He  seemed  like  one  in  sleep,  in 
a  dream,  who  is  assailed  by  some  monstrous 
thing  and  yearns  to  strike  out,  but  is  para 
lyzed — conscious,  but  unable  to  move.     At 
last  from  Old  Bige's  lips  broke  a  scream  like 
the  cry  of  a  wild    beast   mortally   stricken. 
With  the  cry  came  liberation  of  muscle,  and 
Old  Bige  was  off  at  the  pace  of  a  deer — long 
and  awkward  and  old,  but  with  a  body  like 
iron    and    muscles    like    strands    of    steel. 
Southward  he  sped  to  "  head "  the  flames. 
They  were  travelling  at  a  rapid  rate — a  rate 
that   quickened   with   the   passage  of   every 
moment,  for  every  moment  meant 
greater  heat.     And  this  heat  was 
already      indescribable.      Some- 
times it  belched  forth  unaccount- 
ably, and   more  than  once  Old 
Bige   fell    and    rolled   over   and 
over  to  pass  out  of  its  consuming 
breath. 

Rounding  the  fire.  Old  Bige 
ran  for  the  wood -path,  tearing 
his  way  through  the  underbrush, 
slashing  his  face,  rending  his 
clothes,  forging  on  impetuously, 
driving  in  all  directions  showers 
of  twigs  and  sticks.  Coming  out 
into  the  wood- path  he  glanced 
back  towards  the  fire.  It  was 
advancing  with  a  rush  and  roar. 
The  path  in  that  direction  was 
empty. 

Wheeling,  Old  Bige 
started  the  other  way  at  a  long, 
swift  stride.  His  quick,  expert 
eyes  were  flashing  in  all  direc- 
tions. Always  he  was  bending, 
peering  out  through  the  under- 
brush, looking  ahead,  running, 
running.  The  wild  game  was 
aroused  and  fleeing  —  pheasants 
starting  up,  hares  bounding, 
squirrels,  foxes,  and  what-not 
hurrying  with  all  their  might. 
The  air  whirred  with  the  flight 
of  insects  and  birds.  All  the 
wood-life  was  stirring,  shivering, 
hastening.  Mindless  Nature 
knew  that   the   fire  -  demon  was 


coming ;  that  death,  instant  extinction,  rode 
the  woodland  air. 

Coming  upon  a  spring-fed  brook,  sparkling 
and  gurgling  through  the  woods.  Old  Bige 
saw  a  little  figure,  face  downward,  hands 
planted  upon  a  flat  stone,  just  in  the  edge  of 
the  current.  On  the  ground  by  the  figure 
was  a  cap.  Thirsty  from  his  long  journey, 
Freddie  was  sucking  up  the  cool,  delicious 
water  of  the  woodland  stream. 

"  Freddie,"  said  Old  Bige,  gently,  **  git  yV 
cap  an'  hurry." 

Pulling  the  cap  over  his  head  a;id 
scrambling  up,  the  boy  gave  a  startled  glance 
at  the  woodsman,  noting  his  torn  clothes, 
bleeding  face,  and  laboured  breathing. 

"  Come,  Freddie  ;  the  woods's  afire.  Skip 
down  the  path  as  fast  as  y'  kin,  an'  Ole  Bige'll 
bring  up  the  rear." 

Vyithout  a  word  the  boy  was  away.  His 
slim,  brown  legs  were  strong,  his  little  body 
a  dynamo.     Old  Bige,  coming  at  his   long. 


**  WITHOUT   A    WORD    THE    BOY   WAS    AWAY." 
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measured  stride  behind,  anon  glancing  over 
his  shoulder,  watched  Freddie's  speeding 
figure  with  a  grim,  admiring  smile.  "God 
bless  'im,  how  he  flies  !  "  "  Feet  patters  like 
rain  !  "  "  Keep  it  up,  Freddie,  an'  we've  got 
th'  red  fiend  beat !  " 

When  the  path  rose  Freddie  slackened  his 
pace  in  a  way  that  troubled  Old  Bige,  but 
when  the  succeeding  declivity  came,  again 
his  legs  flashed  as  before,  his  little  body 
forged  forward,  and  Old  Bige  heaved  a  sigh 
of  relief. 

The  roar  of  the  fire  was  becoming  louder, 
and  the  air  less  easy  to  breathe.  Inter- 
mittently it  was  smoke-laden.  Sometimes 
the  smell  was  acrid,  sometimes  sweet,  some- 
times aromatic  and  innocent,  sometimes 
stifling.  Old  Bige  kept  close  watch  on  the 
boy  to  see  how  the  smoke -contaminated 
air  would  afiect  him.  Happily  he  was 
breathing  at  a  lower  level,  and  the  heat  and 
smoke  were  rising,  always  rising.  Possibly 
he  could  bear  up.  How  magnificently  he 
ran  ! 

Suddenly,  to  Old  Bige's  ineffable  horror,  a 
turn  of  the  path  brought  them  face  to  face 
with  a  vast  tongue  of  flame,  licking  and  leap- 
ing its  destructive  way  full  across  their  course. 
Coming  to  an  abrupt  halt,  Freddie  turned  a 
flushed,  frightened  face  upon  Old  Bige.  His 
great  eyes  were  full  of  the  question,  "  What 
shall  we  do  ?  " 

Instantaneously  came  Old  Bige's  decision, 
and  the  undergrowth  on  the  left  began  to 
break  and  crash  as  the  old  woodman's  long 
body  tore  and  burst  its  frenzied  way  through 
it.  Freddie  was  on  the  old  man's  back, 
clinging  tight,  his  teeth  set  in  his  lower  lip, 
his  little  arms  sunk  in  the  deep  folds  of 
Old  Bige's  wrinkled  neck.  The  brush  and 
saplings  were  thick.  The  ground,  in  places, 
was  a  tangled  mai«  of  grass  apd  vines.  If 
all  this  growth,  like  powder  from  a  long 
summer's  drought  and  heat,  opened  a 
quick  path  for  the  flames,  for  the 
moment  it  gave  protection  from  some  of 
the  gathering  smoke  and  from  much  of  the 
heightening  temperature  of  the  fire-infested 
woods.  Old  Bige  tried  to  fight  his  way 
round  to  the  right  and  press  on  towards  the 
open  farmlands.  But  the  fire  was  leading 
out  that  way,  and  so  he  began  to  work  back 
in  the  direction  of  the  stream  where  he  had 
found  Freddie  drinking. 

"  Chariots  of  Israel !  " 

From  Old  Bige's  lips. 

In  a  comparatively  open  space  he  had 
p)aused  for  breath,  setting  Freddie  down. 
Behind  them  roared  the  fire  that   had  cut 


them  ofi".  To  the  north  west,  coming  at  a 
slower  rate,  owing  to  the  less  density  of  the 
woods,  the  line  of  fire  and  smoke  was  clearly 
seen.  Great  tree-trunks  were  wreathed  in 
glittering  rings,  their  interwoven  tops  one 
huge  pyre.  Above  this  body  of  roaring, 
luminous  heat  rolled  mountains  of  flame- 
pierced  smoke.  Higher  yet,  in  the  clear 
upper  air,  swam  feathery  layers  of  ashen 
cloud.  The  gleams  of  the  sun  were  ash  and 
smoke  broken.  The  colours  of  the  fire  were 
constantly  changing,  crimson  and  orange, 
purple  and  green— the  very  rainbow  unravelled 
and  wrought  into  a  towering  fury  of  advancing 
flame. 

"  Chariots  of  Israel  ! "  cried  Old  Bige  again. 
**  I'm  thinkin'  th'  hull  world's  afire.  Here, 
Freddie  ! "  in  an  altered,  eager  tone,  "  none 
uv  that,  my  boy,  none  uv  that ! "  Freddie 
had  sunk  down  in  a  paroxysm  of  terror  and 
grief.  "  Git  on  to  Ole  Bige's  back,  sonny ; 
there's  a  game  fight  left  in  us  yit !  " 

And  on  they  went,  Old  Bige  cleaving  the 
brake  like  a  battering-ram.  Freddie,  clinging 
close,  pressing  his  face  flat  against  the  wood- 
man's back,  heard  and  felt  the  twigs  swishing 
and  breaking  about  his  head.  Fragn^ents  of 
the  splintered  brush  worked  into  his  hair  and 
under  his  clothing,  cutting  and  stinging  like 
bits  of  glass.  Occasionally,  half-choking,  Old 
Bige  had  to  loosen  the  child's  clasp  about  his 
throat.  *'  I  see  th'  light,  Freddie  I  "  "  Hold, 
my  boy,  we're  gittin'  on  !  "  "  See,  it  ain't 
so  thick  here ;  bymeby  we'll  reach  th'  water^ 
then  th'  maple  orchard,  then  th'  open  !  " 

But  the  light  did  not  break  ahead,  and  it 
seemed  to  Freddie  that  the  crashing  of  the 
wood  was  just  as  before,  and  all  the  trees 
were  oak  or  beech  or  hickory  or  pine — no 
maple  orchard  yet.  Besides,  the  fire  was 
getting  so  close  that  it  heated  the  air,  stung 
the  nostrils,  and  oppressed  the  lungs.  But 
Freddie  did  not  murmur,  only  sealed  his 
eyes,  bit  to  the  blood,  and  kept  his  deathlike 
grip. 

Oh,  for  the  waterway  through  the  jungle, 
for  the  hurrying,  widening,  deepening  stream  \ 
Like  a  cooling  life-flood  the  vision  of  it 
coursed  along  the  parched  channels  of  Old 
Bige's  half-delirious  brain.  He  had  seen 
(juite  enough  to  realize  that  by  no  possibility 
could  he  outrun  the  fire.  Every  moment  it 
was  gaining.  Hither  and  yon,  where  the 
fuel  was  more  combustible,  the  thicket 
denser,  red  lines  streamed  to  the  fore  like 
mounted  flanking  columns,  the  massed  con- 
flagration, the  main  body  of  the  enemy, 
ever  moving  quickly  up  to  their  support. 
Clinging    as    tightly    to    Freddie's    legs    as 
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Freddie  clung  to  his  neck,  reckless  to 
ferocity,  panting  and  sweating  and  bleeding, 
Old  Bige  butted  and  rent  and  pushed  and 
stumbled  towards  the  water.  The  veins  in 
his  forehead  and  wrists  bulged  and  beat.  All 
his  muscles  strained  and  protruded.  His 
teeth  bit  like  a  steel-trap.  Within  his  deep 
chest  was  a  mighty  commotion.  His  great 
heart,  his  sound  heart,  built  and  buttressed 
by  sixty  years  of  glorious  air  and  sun,  pumped 
and  throbbed  and  strove,  like  an  engine 
battling  in  a  ship  that  battles  with  the  sea. 

Liquid  music.  Sparkle  and  glide  and 
gurgle.  Jets  and  drops,  heavenly  cool,  flying 
upward,  jewelling  the  air,  spilling  precious 
refreshment  upon  hot  cheeks  and  brows. 
Old  Bige  had  lurched  down  the  low  bank  into 
the  dimpling,  hastening  water.     "  Freddie  !  " 


he  called,  gaspingly,  dropping  upon  hands 
and  knees  in  the  current,  "git  into  't  an' 
drink ! "  Lying  flat,  repeatedly  plunging 
their  heads  beneath  the  water,  the  old  man 
and  the  child  drank,  and  drank  again. 
Neither  spoke.  For  the  moment,  neither 
could. 

Then  Old  Bige  was  upon  his  feet,  looking 
back.  The  fire  was  racing  the  current, 
sweeping  the  banks  clean.  Behind  it  were 
acres  upon  acres  of  blackened  sod,  bristling 
with  smoking  stumps.  The  stream  was 
shallow  here,  the  bed  hard  and  smooth.  Old 
Bige  grasped  Freddie's  hand,  and  rapidly 
they  splashed  along  between  tangled  masses 
of  undergrowth  and  skyward-looming  trees. 
The  banks  grew  higher,  water  trickled  down 
the  gravelly  slopes,  brooks  joined  the  main 


OLD    HIGE    BUTTFD   AND   RENT   AND   PUSHED   AND   STUMBLED  TOWARDS  THE  WATER. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


BIGE    HOAK, 


783 


stream,  the  creek  was  becoming  a  river,  and 
the  water  began  to  be  so  deep  that  Freddie 
got  through  it  with  painful  difficulty.  Old 
Bige  was  almost  lifting  the  boy  along,  the 
small  feet  only  now  and  then  touching  the 
bottom. 

Ceaselessly  the  eyes  of  the  woodsman 
shifted  from  the  fire  to  the  steepening 
banks  and  the  glassy,  circling,  sun-sprinkled 
surface  stretching  indefinitely  before.  Smoke 
and  smell  and  heat.  The  fire  scarcely  fifty 
yards  away.  Again  Old  Bige  shouldered 
fVeddie  on  to  his  back,  and  went  forward  at 
his  long  stride.  But  the  deepening  water, 
clinging  heavily  to  his  legs,  retarded  him 
too.  And  the  air  was  so  hot,  so  mixed  with 
sflioke  and  ash  and  odour,  that  it  was  hard 
to  breathe,  and  breath  did  not  give  its  wonted 
fillip  to  Old  Bige's  overwrought  and  ebbing 
strength. 

Not  necessary  to  look  back  now.  The 
fire  almost  ab<jve  them,  to  the  right  and  to 
the  left,  crackling  in  the  underbrush,  roaring 
in  the  tree-tops,  jetting,  spouting,  curling, 
serpent-tongued,  chromatic,  multiform.  Old 
Bige's  head  was  down.  Again,  as  in  the 
jungle,  it  was  a  blind  plunge  onward.  Hot 
ashes  and  burning  fragments  rolled  down  the 
banks,  making  a  great  splash  and  hiss  at  the 
edges  of  the  stream,  adding  steam  to  smoke. 
Man  and  boy  were  beaded  and  drenched. 
All  at  once  Freddie  cried  out,  shrilly : — 

"  Oh,  Bige,  it's  blistering  me  !  " 

Like  a  plummet  the  woodsman  shot  into 
the  water,  carrying  the  child  under  with  him. 
Then  he  was  up  again,  and  he  had  shifted 
Freddie  to  his  chest.  When  the  heat  streamed 
down  from  the  right  it  met  Old  Bige's  humped 
back  ;  when  it  streamed  down  from  the  left  it 
beat  against  the  same  obstruction — Freddie 
always  out  of  its  scorching  breath.  When  it 
rushed  to  the  attack  from  both  sides  at  once, 
threatening  to  cook  its  victims  alive,  Old  Bige 
dived  with  his  little  charge  and  swam,  came 
up,  staggered,  and  dived  again.  His  hair, 
brows,  lashes  were  burnt  to  the  skin,  his  eyes 
bloodshot,  his  face  and  lips  cracking,  his 
tongue  like  a  bone.  All  he  attempted  to 
say  was  something  inspiriting  to  the  boy. 
**  Courage,  Freddie  !  See  how  deep  an'  wide 
th'  crick's  gittin' ;  see  how  high  th'  hills ! 
Th'  sugar-maples  's  jist  a  step  furder,  an' 
that's  whar  we  git  away  ! " 

The  grey  mare,  Puss,  reeking  with  lather, 
swung  into  the  lane  in  front  of  Uncle  Tom's 
house.  White  and  flurried,  the  old  farmer 
slid  to  the  ground  and  rushed  indoors,  the 
floor  quaking  under  his  tremendous  tread. 


"  Betty  !  "  he  cried.     "  Betty  !     Betty  !  " 

Aunt  Bet  hobbled  from  her  little  back 
sewing-room,  open-mouthed. 

"  Betty,  th'  woods  's  afire  !  I  been  seein' 
th'  smoke  an'  flames  fur  ten  miles.  Whur's 
Freddie?" 

Aunt  Bet  gave  a  piercing  cry,  and  Uncle 
Tom  caught  her  in  his  massive  arms. 

"Tell  me,  Betty  !  Did  Freddie  go  to  th' 
woods  to-day  ?  " 

"  Mebbe  so — mebbe  so  ! "  shrieked  the 
mother  ;  "  I  ain't  seen  'im  sence  momin' !  " 

Rushing  to  the  barnyard,  Uncle  Tom 
caught  a  young  horse  by  the  forelock,  led 
him  into  the  lane,  slipped  the  bridle  from 
the  spent  beast  to  the  fi*esh  one,  leapt  on  the 
latter's  bare  back,  and  flew  up  the  sandy  road 
on  the  two-mile  journey  to  the  edge  of  the 
maple  orchard.  Hundreds  were  before  him. 
The  whole  valley  was  aroused.  Uncle  Tom 
could  see  a  great  throng  of  men  among  the 
maple  trees,  some  fighting  the  fire  in  the 
leaves  on  the  ground,  beating  it  out  with 
brush;  others  felling  trees,  dragging  them 
away  with  horses  and  oxen,  and  turning 
under  the  dry  grass  with  breaking- ploughs. 
The  fire  had  burnt  the  denser  woods  to  the 
ground,  reached  the  more  open  maple 
orchard,  and  was  under  control. 

Sweeping  up  to  the  assembled  people, 
Uncle  Tom  rode  swiftly  hither  and  thither, 
looking  for  his  boy — the  baby  of  his  big 
family.  Men  called  to  him,  some  seriously, 
some  chaffingly,  but  Uncle  Tom  took  no 
notice.  Back  and  forth  he  rode,  round  and 
through  and  round.  At  last,  drawing  rein 
before  a  crowd  of  hatless,  bare-armed  men, 
the  tears  streaming  down  his  bronzed  cheeks, 
the  old  farmer  burst  out,  hoarsely  and 
brokenly  : — 

**  Has  anybody — seen — my  boy — Freddie?" 

At  this  instant  a  man  rushed  up  from  the 
direction  of  the  river,  crying  : — 

"  Come,  men  !  Some  feller  wuz  swimmin' 
amidstream  'th  a  boy.  He  wuz  yellin'  fur 
help.  Jim  Jones  swum  out,  an's  bringin' 
th'  boy  ashore,  but  ih'  man's  a-go'n  adrownd  I 
Jim  says  he  kin  swim,  but  won't  ! " 

Nor  would  he. 

And  he  fought  them  off" — that  scratched 
and  bruised,  and  singed  and  blistered,  and 
half-insensible  old  woodsman,  who  had  saved 
the  boy,  and  writ  himself  gigantic  and 
immortal  in  the  annals  of  the  valley.  The 
divers  brought  him  up,  and  before  nightfall 
he  was  stretched  in  Uncle  Tom's  front 
parlour,  amid  a  relative  magnificence  that 
made  his  old  hut  look  like  a  prehistoric 
cave.      There  was  a  continuous   stream   of 
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"like  a  plummet  the  woodsman  shot  into  the  water,  carrying  the  child  under  with  him. 


callers.  Everybody  walked  lightly  and 
s[X)ke  in  whispers,  the  men  grave-visaged, 
the  women  red-eyed.  Still  unconscious,  but 
out  of  danger,  lay  Old  Bige,  like  a  hero  who 
had  made  an  empire,  or  saved  one.  The 
shadows  thickened  ;  the  lamps  were  lit. 
Aunt  Bet  saw  Uncle  Tom,  bowed  and  weep- 
ing, passing  through  the  kitchen,  where  she 
had  sat  for  an  hour  or  two,  Freddie  clasped 


in  her  arms,  her  widiered  lips  glued  to  his 
singed  and  matted  hair. 

"Tom,"  she  said,  "ain't  it  about  time  th' 
officers  wuz  comin'  to  git  Ole  Bige  ?  " 

Uncle  Tom  shook  his  head. 

"  Ain't  they  comin'  to-day  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  No  ?     W'y,  Tom,  didn't  v " 

"  No,  Bettv  :  thank  (iod,  \  didn't  1 " 
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O   have   your   hair   cut  is  not 

painful,    nor  does   it   hurt   to 

have  your  whiskers   trimmed. 

Round  wooden  shoes,  shaped 

like  bowls,  are  not  comfortable 

wear,   however   much  it   may 

amuse  the  onlooker  to  see  you  try  to  walk  in 

them.     If  you   have  a  nice  fur  coat  like  a 

company  promoter's,  it  is  most  annoying  to 

be  made  to  swim  in  it.     And  if  you  had  a 

tail,  surely  it  would  be  solely  your  own  affair ; 

that  anyone  should  tie  a  tin  can  to  it  would 

strike  you  as  an  unwarrantable  impertinence 

—to  say  the  least. 

But  it  is  difficult  for  an  outsider  to  see 
these  things  from  the  point  of  view  of 
both  the  persons  concerned.  To  Maurice, 
scissors  in  hand,  alive  and  earnest  to  snip, 
it  seemed  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world  to  shorten  the  stiff  whiskers  of  Sir 
Henry  Campbell-Bannerman  by  a  generous 
inch.  He  did  not  understand  how  useful 
those  whiskers  were  to  Sir  Henry  both  in 
sport  and  in  the  more  serious  business  of 
getting  a  living.  Also  it  amused  Maurice  to 
throw  Sir  Henry  into  ponds,  though  Sir  Henry 
only  once  permitted  this  liberty.  To  put 
walnuts  on  Sir  Henry's  feet  and  then  to 
watch  him  walk  on  ice  was,  in  Maurice's 
opinion,  as  good  as  a  play.  Sir  Henry  was  a 
very  favourite  cat,  but  Maurice  was  discreet, 
and  Sir  Henry,  except  under  violent  suffering, 
was,  at  that  time  anyhow,  dumb. 

But  the  empty  sardine-tin  attached  to  Sir 
Henry's  tail  and  hind  legs — this  had  a  voice. 
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.  and,  rattling  against  stairs,  banisters,  and 
the  legs  of  stricken  furniture,  it  cried  aloud 
for  vengeance.  Sir  Henry,  suffering  violently, 
added  his  voice,  and  this  time  the  family 
heard.  There  was  a  chase,  a  chorus  of 
'*  Poor  pussy  !  "  and  "  Pussy,  then  !  "  and 
the  tail  and  the  tin  and  Sir  Henry  were 
caught  under  Jane's  bed.  The  tail  and  the 
tin  acquiesced  in  their  rescue.  Sir  Henry 
did  not.  He  fought,  scratched,  and  bit. 
Jane  carried  the  scars  of  that  rescue  for 
many  a  long  week. 

When  all  was  calm  Maurice  was  sought 
and,  after  some  little  natural  delay,  found — 
in  the  boot-cupboard. 

"Oh,  Maurice  ! "  his  mother  almost  sobbed, 
"  how  can  you  ?    What  will  your  father  say  ?  " 

Maurice  thought  he  knew  what  his  father 
would  do. 

"  Don't  you  know,"  the  mother  went  on, 
**  how  wrong  it  is  to  be  cruel  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  be  cruel,"  Maurice  said. 
And,  what  is  more,  he  spoke  the  truth.  All 
the  unwelcome  attentions  he  had  showered 
on  Sir  Henry  had  not  been  exactly  intended 
to  hurt  that  stout  veteran — only  it  was 
interesting  to  see  what  a  cat  would  do  if  you 
threw  it  in  the  water,  or  cut  its  whiskers,  or 
tied  things  to  its  tail. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  have  meant  to  be 
cruel,"  said  mother,  "and  you  will  have  to 
be  punished." 

"  I  wish  I  hadn't,"  said  Maurice,  from  the 
heart. 

"  So  do  I,"  said  his  mother,  with  a  sigh  ; 
"  but  it  isn't  the  first  time ;  you  know  you 
tied  Sir  Henrj'  up  in  a  bag  with  the  hedgehog 
only  last  Tuesday  week.  You'd  better  go  to 
your  room  and  think  it  over.  I  shall  have  to 
tell  your  father  directly  he  comes  home." 

by  E.  Nesbit-Bland. 
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Maurice  went  to  his  room  and  thought  it 
over.  And  the  more  he  thought  the  more 
he  hated  Sir  Henry.  Why  couldn't  the 
beastly  cat  have  held  its  tongue  and  sat  still  ? 
That  at  the  time  would  have  been  a  dis- 
appointment, but  now  Maurice  wished  it  had 
happened.  He  sat  on  the  edge  of  his  bed 
and  savagely  kicked  the  edge  of  the  green 
Kidderminster  carpet,  and  hated  the  cat. 

He  hadn't  meant  to  be  cruel ;  he  was 
sure  he  hadn't ;  he  wouldn't  have  pinched 
the  cat's  feet  or  squeezed  its  tail  in  the 
door,  or  pulled  its  whiskers,  or  poured  hot 
water  on  it.  He  felt  himself  ill-used,  and 
knew  that  he  would  feel  still  more  so  after 
the  inevitable  interview  with  his  father. 

But  that  interview  did  not  take  the  imme- 
diately painful  form  expected  by  Maurice. 
His  father  did  not  say,  "  Now  I  will  show 
you  what  it  feels  like  to  be  hurt."  Maurice  . 
had  braced  himself  for  that,  and  was  looking 
beyond  it  to  the  calm  of  forgiveness  which 
should  follow  the  storm  in  which  he  should 
so  unwillingly  take  part.  No ;  his  father  was 
already  calm  and  reasonable — with  a  dreadful 
calm,  a  terrifying  reason. 

"Look  here,  my  boy,"  he  said.  "This 
cruelty  to  dumb  animals  must  be  checked — 
severely  checked." 

"  1  didn't  mean  to  be  cruel,"  said  Maurice. 

"  Evil,"  said  Mr.  Basingstoke,  for  such  was 
Maurice's  surname,  "  is  wrought  by  want  of 
thought  as  well  as  want  of  heart.  What 
about  your  putting  the  hen  in  the  oven  ?  " 

"  You  know,"  said  Maurice,  pale  but  deter- 
mined, "you  know  I  only  wanted  to  help 
her  to  get  her  eggs  hatched  quickly.  It  says 
in  *  Fowls  for  Food  and  Fancy '  that  heat 
hatches  eggs." 

"But  she  hadn't  any  eggs,"  said  Mr. 
Basingstoke. 

"  But  she  soon  would  have,"  urged  Maurice. 
"  I  thought  a  stitch  in  time " 

"  That,"  said  his  father,  "  is  the  sort  of 
thing  that  you  must  learn  not  to  think." 

"  I'll  try,"  said  Maurice,  miserably  hoping 
for  the  best. 

"  I  intend  that  you  shall,"  said  Mr. 
Basingstoke.  "This  afternoon  you  go  to 
Dr.  Strongitharm's  for  the  remaining  week  of 
term.  If  I  find  any  more  cruelty  taking 
place  during  the  holidays  you  will  go  there 
permanently.     You  can  go." 

"Oh,  father,  please  not,"  was  all  Maurice 
found  to  say. 

"  I'm  sorry,  my  boy,"  said  his  father,  much 
more  kindly;  "it's  all  for  your  own  good, 
and  it's  as  painful  to  me  as  it  is  to  you — 
remember  that.      The  cab  will  be  here  at 


four.  Go  and  put  your  things  together,  and 
Jane  shall  pack  for  you." 

So  the  box  was  packed.  Mabel,  Maurice's 
kiddy  sister,  cried  over  everything  as  it  was 
put  in.     It  was  a  very  wet  day. 

"If  it  had  been  any  school  but  old 
Strong's,"  she  sobbed. 

She  and  her  brother  knew  that  school  well : 
its  windows,  dulled  with  wire  blinds,  its 
big  alarm  bell,  the  high  walls  of  its  grounds, 
bristling  with  spikes,  the  iron  gates,  always 
locked,  through  which  gloomy  boys,  im- 
prisoned, scowled  on  a  free  world.  Dr. 
Strongitharm's  was  a  school  "for  backward 
and  difficult  boys."     Need  I  say  more  ? 

Well,  there  was  no  help  for  it.  The  box 
was  packed,  the  cab  was  at  the  door.  The 
farewells  had  been  said.  Maurice  determined 
that  he  wouldn't  cry  and  he  didn't,  which 
gave  him  the  one  touch  of  pride  and  joy  that 
such  a  scene  could  yield.  Then  at  the  last 
moment,  just  as  father  had  one  leg  in  the 
cab,  the  Taxes  called.  Father  went  back  into 
the  house  to  write  a  cheque.  Mother  and 
Mabel  had  retired  in  tears.  Maurice  used 
the  reprieve  to  go  back  after  his  postage- 
stamp  album.  Already  he  was  planning  how 
to  impress  the  other  boys  at  old  Strong's, 
and  his  was  really  a  very  fair  collection.  He 
ran  up  into  the  schoolroom,  expecting  to  find 
it  empty.  But  someone  was  there:  Sir 
Henry,  in  the  very  middle  of  the  ink-stained 
table-cloth. 

"  You  brute,"  said  Maurice  ;  "  you  know 
jolly  well  I'm  going  away,  or  you  wouldn't 
be  here."  And,  indeed,  the  room  had  never, 
somehow,  been  a  favourite  of  Sir  Henry's. 

"  Meaow,"  said  Sir  Henry. 

"  Mew ! "  said  Maurice,  with  scorn. 
"That's  what  you  always  say.  All  that 
fuss  about  a  jolly  little  sardine-tin.  Anyone 
would  have  thought  you'd  be  only  too  glad  to 
have  it  to  play  with.  I  wonder  how  you'd 
like  being  a  boy  ?  Lickings,  and  lessons,  and 
impots,  and  sent  back  from  breakfast  to  wash 
your  ears.  You  wash  yours  anywhere — I 
wonder  what  they'd  say  to  me  if  I  washed 
my  ears  on  the  drawing-room  hearthrug  ?  " 

"  Meaow,"  said  Sir  Henry,  and  washed  an 
ear,  as  though  he  were  showing  off. 

"  Mew,"  said  Maurice  again ;  "  that's  all 
you  can  say." 

"Oh,  no,  it  isn't,"  said  Sir  Henry,  and 
stopped  his  ear-washing. 

"  I  say  !  "  said  Maurice,  in  awestruck  tones. 

"  If  you  think  cats  have  such  a  jolly 
time,"  said  Sir  Henry,  "why  not  be  a  cat?" 

"I  would  if  I  could,"  said  Maurice,  "and 
fight  you " 
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not  tell  you,  for  fear 
you  should  say  it  by 
accident  and  then  be 
sorry. 

"And  if  I  say  that  I  shall  turn  into  a  cat  ?" 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  cat. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  see,"  said  Maurice.  "  But 
Fm  not  taking  any,  thanks.  I  don't  want  to 
be  a  cat  for  always." 

"  You  needn't,"  said  Sir  Henry.  "  YouVe 
only  got  to  get  someone  to  say  to  you, 
*  Please  leave  off  being  a  cat  and  be  Maurice 
again,'  and  there  you  are." 

Maurice  thought  of  Dr.  Strongitharm's, 
He  also  thought  of  the  horror  of  his  father 
when  he  should  find  Maurice  gone,  vanished, 
not  to  be  traced.  "He'll  be  sorry,  then," 
Maurice  told  himself,  and  to  the  cat  he  said, 
suddenly : — 

"Right  — I'll  do  it.  What's  the  word, 
again  ?  " 

" ,"  said  the  cat. 

" ,"  said  Maurice  ;  and  suddenly  the 

table  shot  up  to  the  height  of  a  house,  the 
walls  to  the  height  of  tenement  buildings, 
the  pattern  on  the  carpet  became  enormous, 
and  Maurice  found  himself  on  all  fours.  He 
tried  to  stand  up  on  his  feet,  but  his  shoulders 
were  oddly  heavy.  He  could  only  rear  him- 
self upright  for  a  moment,  and  then  fell 
heavily  on  his  hands.  He  looked  down  at 
them;   they  seemed  to  have  grown  shorter 


and  fatter,  and  were  encased  in 
black  fur  gloves.  He  felt  a 
desire  to  walk  on  all  fours — 
tried  it — did  it.  It  was  very 
odd  —  the  movement  of  the 
arms  straight  from  the  shoulder, 
more  like  the  movement  of  the 
piston  of  an  engine  thart  any- 
thing Maurice  could  think  of 
at  the  moment. 

"  I  am  asleep,"  said  Maurice 
— "  I  am  dreaming  this.  I  am 
dreaming  that  I  am  a  cat.  I 
hope  I  dreamed  that  about  the 
sardine-tin  and  Sir  Henry's  tail, 
and  Dr.  Strong's." 

"  You  didn't,"  said  a  voice 
he  knew  and  yet  didn't  know, 
"  and  you  aren't  dreaming  this." 
"  Yes,  I  am,"  said  Maurice  ; 
"  and  now  I'm  going  to  dream 
that  I  fight  that  beastly  black 
•cat,  and  give  him  the  best  lick- 
ing he  ever  had  in  his  life. 
Come  on.  Sir  Henry." 

A  loud  laugh  answered  him. 
*'  Excuse   my  smiling,"   said 
the  voice  he  knew  and  didn't 
know,  "but  don't  you  see — you 
are  Sir  Henry  !  " 

A  great  hand  picked  Maurice 
up  from  the  floor  and  held  him  in  the  air.  He 
felt  the  position  to  be  not  only  undignified  but 
unsafe,  and  gave  himself  a  shake  of  mingled 
relief  and  resentment  when  the  hand  set  him 
down  on  the  inky  table-cloth. 

"You  are  ^r  Henry  now,  my  dear 
Maurice,"  said  the  voice,  and  a  huge  face 
came  quite  close  to  his.  It  was  his  own 
face,  as  it  would  have  seemed  seen  through 
a  magnifying  glass.  And  the  voice — oh, 
horror !  —  the  voice  was  his  own  voice — 
Maurice  Basingstoke's  voice.  Maurice  shrank 
from  the  voice,  and  he  would  have  liked  to 
claw  the  face,  but  he  had  had  no  practice. 

"  You  are  Sir  Henry,"  the  voice  repeated, 
"and  I  am  Maurice.  1  like  being  Maurice. 
I  am  so  large  and  strong.  I  could  drown 
you  in  the  water-butt,  my  poor  cat — oh,  so 
easily.  No,  don't  spit  and  swear.  It's  bad 
manners — even  in  a  cat." 

"  Maurice  ! "  shouted  Mr.  Basingstoke 
from  between  the  door  and  the  cab. 

Maurice,  from  habit,  leaped  towards  the 
door. 

"  It's  no  use  your  going,"  said  the  thing 
that  looked  like  a  giant  reflection  of  Maurice  ; 
"  it's  me  he  wants." 

"  But  I  didn't  agree  to  your  being  me." 
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"  That's  poetry,  even  if  it  isn't  grammar," 
said  the  thing  that  looked  like  Maurice. 
"  Why,  my  good  cat,  don't  you  see  that  if 
you  are  I,  I  must  be  you  ?  Otherwise  we 
should  interfere  with  time  and  space,  upset 
the  balance  of  power,  and  as  likely  as  not 
destroy  the  solar  system.  Oh,  yes  —I'm  you, 
right  enough,  and  shall  be,  till  someone  tells 
you  to  change  from  Sir  Henry  into  Maurice. 
And  now  you've  got  to  find  someone  to 
do  it." 

("  Maurice !"  thundered  the  voice  of  Mr. 
Basingstoke.) 

"  That'll  be  easy  enough,"  said  Maurice. 

**  Think  so  ?  "  said  the  other. 

"  But  I  sha'n't  try  yet.  1  want  to  have  some 
fun  first.     I  shall  catch  heaps  of  mice  ! " 

**  Think  so  ?  You  forget  that  your  whiskers 
are  cut  off — Maurice  cut  them.  Without 
whiskers,  how  can  you  judge  of  the  width  of 
the  places  you  go  through  ?  Take  care  you 
don't  get  stuck  in  a  hole  that  you  can't  get 
out  of  or  go  in  through,  my  good  cat." 

"  Don't  call  me  a  cat,"  said  Maurice,  and 
felt  that  his  tail  was  growing  thick  and  angry. 

"  You  are  a  cat,  you  know — and  that  little 
bit  of  temper  that  I  see  in  your  tail  reminds 


me- 


Maurice  felt  himself  gripped  round  the 
middle,  abruptly  lifted,  and  carried  swiftly 
through  the  air.  The  quickness  of  the 
movement  made  him  giddy.  The  light 
went  so  quickly  past  him  that  it  might  as 
well  have  been  darkness.  He  saw  nothing, 
felt  nothing,  except  a  sort  of  long  sea-sick- 
ness, and  then  suddenly  he  was  not  being 
moved.  He  could  see  now.  He  could 
feel.  He  was  being  held  tight  in  a  sort 
of  vice  —  a  vice  covered  with  chequered 
cloth.  It  looked  like  the  pattern,  very  much 
exaggerated,  of  his  school  knickerbockers. 
It  was.  He  was  being  held  between  the 
hard,  relentless  knees  of  that  creature  that  had 
once  been  Sir  Henry,  and  to  whose  tail  he 
had  tied  a  sardine-tin.  Now  ht  was  Sir 
Henry,  and  something  was  being  tied  to  his 
tail.  Something  mysterious,  terrible.  Very 
well,  he  would  show  that  he  was  not  afraid  of 
anything  that  could  be  attached  to  tails.  The 
string  rubbed  his  fur  the  wrong  way — it  was 
that  that  annoyed  him,  not  the  string  itself; 
and  as  for  what  was  at  the  end  of  the  string, 
what  could  that  matter  to  any  sensible  cat  ? 
Maurice  was  quite  decided  that  he  was — and 
would  keep  on  being — a  sensible  cat. 

The  string,  however,  and  the  uncomfort- 
able, tight  position  between  those  chequered 
knees — something  or  other  was  getting  on  his 
nerves. 


"  Maurice  ! "  shouted  his  father  below, 
and  the  be-catted  Maurice  bounded  between 
the  knees  of  the  creature  that  wore  his  clothes 
and  his  looks. 

"  Coming,  father,"  this  thing  called,  and 
sped  away,  leaving  Maurice  on  the  servant's 
bed  —  under  which  Sir  Henry  had  taken 
refuge,  with  his  tin  can,  so  short  and  yet  so 
long  a  time  ago.  The  stairs  re-echoed  to  the 
loud  boots  which  Maurice  had  never  before 
thought  loud ;  he  had  often,  indeed,  won- 
dered that  anyone  could  object  to  them. 
He  wondered  now  no  longer. 

He  heard  the  front  door  slam.  That 
thing  had  gone  to  Dr.  Strongitharm's.  That 
was  one  comfort.  Sir  Henry  was  a  boy  now ; 
he  would  know  what  it  was  to  be  a  boy. 
He,  Maurice,  was  a  cat,  and  he  meant  to 
taste  fully  all  catty  pleasures,  from  milk  to 
mice.  Meanwhile  he  was  without  mice  or 
milk,  and,  unaccustomed  as  he  was  to  a  tail, 
he  could  not  but  feel  that  all  was  not  right 
with  his  own.  There  was  a  feeling  of  weight, 
a  feeling  of  discomfort,  of  positive  terror.  If 
he  should  move,  what  would  that  thing  that 
was  tied  to  his  tail  do  ?  Rattle,  of  course.  Oh, 
but  he  could  not  bear  it  if  that  thing  rattled. 
Nonsense ;  it  was  only  a  sardine-tin.  Yes, 
Maurice  knew  that.  But  all  the  same — if  it 
did  rattle  !  He  moved  his  tail  the  least  little 
soft  inch.  No  sound.  Perhaps  really  there 
wasn't  anything  tied  to  his  tail.  But  he 
couldn't  be  sure  unless  he  moved.  But  if  he 
moved  the  thing  would  rattle,  and  if  it  rattled 
Maurice  felt  sure  that  he  would  expire  or  go 
mad.  A  mad  cat.  What  a  dreadful  thing  to 
be !  Yet  he  couldn't  sit  on  that  bed  for  ever, 
waiting,  waiting,  waiting  for  the  dreadful 
thing  to  happen. 

"  Oh,  dear,"  sighed  Maurice  the  cat.  "  I 
never  knew  what  people  meant  by  *  afraid* 
before." 

His  cat-heart  was  beating  heavily  against 
his  furry  side.  His  limbs  were  getting 
cramped — he  must  move.  He  did.  And 
instantly  the  awful  thing  happened  The 
sardine-tin  touched  the  iron  of  the  bed-foot. 
It  rattled. 

"Oh,  I  can't  bear  it,  I  can't,"  cried  poor 
Maurice,  in  a  heartrending  meaow  that 
echoed  through  the  house.  He  leaped  from 
the  bed  and  tore  through  the  door  and  down 
the  stairs,  and  behind  him  came  the  most 
terrible  thing  in  the  world.  People  might 
call  it  a  sardine-tin,  but  he  knew  better.  It 
was  the  soul  of  all  the  fear  that  ever  had  been 
or  ever  could  be.     //  rattled, 

Maurice  who  was  a  cat  flew  down  the 
stairs;    down,     down — it      followed.       Oh, 
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horrible !  Down,  down !  At  the  foot  of 
the  stairs  the  horror,  caught  by  something — a 
banister — a  stair-rod — stopped.  The  string 
on  Maurice's  tail  tightened,  his  tail  was 
jerked,  he  was  stopped.  But  the  noise  had 
stopped  too.  Maurice  lay  only  just  alive  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

It  was  Mabel  who  untied  the  string  and 
soothed  his  terrors  with  strokings  and  tender 
love-words.  Maurice  was  surprised  to  find 
what  a  nice  little  girl  his  sister  really  was. 

"  ril  never  tease  you  again,"  he  tried  to 
say,  softly — but  that  was  not  what  he  said. 
What  he  said  was  "  Purrrr." 

"  Dear  pussy,  nice  poor  pussy,  then,"  said 
Mabel,  and  she  hid  away  the  sardine-tin  and 
did  not  tell  anyone.  This  seemed  unjust  to 
Maurice  until  he  remembered  that,  of  course, 
Mabel  thought  that  he  was  really  Sir  Henry, 
and  that  the  person  who  had  tied  the  tin  to 
his  tail  was  her  brother  Maurice.  Then  he 
was  half  grateful.  She  carried  him  down,  in 
soft,  safe  arms,  to  the  kitchen,  and  asked 
cook  to  give  him  some  milk. 

"Tell  me  to  change  back  into  Maurice," 
said  Maurice,  who  was  quite  worn  out  by  his 
cattish  experiences.  But  no  one  heard  him. 
What  they  heard  was,  "Meaow — Meaow — 
Meeeaow  ! " 

Then  Maurice  saw  how  he  had  been 
tricked.  He  could  be  changed  back  into  a 
boy  as  soon  as  anyone  said  to  him,  "  Leave 
off  being  a  cat  and  be  Maurice  again,"  but 


IT  WAS   MABEL  WHO   UNTIBD  THB  STRING   AND   SOOTHED   HIS  TERRORS. 


his  tongue  had  no  longer  the  power  to  ask 
anyone  to  say  it. 

He  did  not  sleep  well  that  night.  For  one 
thing  he  was  not  accustomed  to  sleeping  on 
the  kitchen  hearthrug,  and  the  blackbeetles 
were  too  many  and  too  cordial.  He  was 
glad  when  cook  came  down  and  turned  him 
out  into  the  garden,  where  the  October  frost 
still  lay  white  on  the  yellowed  stalks  of  sun- 
flowers and  nasturtiums.  He  took  a  walk, 
climbed  a  tree,  failed  to  catch  a  bird,  and 
felt  better.  He  began  also  to  feel  hungry. 
A  delicious  scent  came  stealing  out  of  the 
back  kitchen  door.  Oh,  joy,  there  were  to 
be  herrings  for  breakfast !  Maurice  hastened 
in  and  took  his  place  on  his  usual  chair. 

His  mother  said,  "  Down,  puss,"  and  gently 
tilted  the  chair  so  that  Maurice  fell  off  it. 
Then  the  family  had  herrings.  Maurice 
said,  "You  might  give  me  some,"  and  he 
said  it  so  often  that  his  father,  who,  of  course, 
heard  only  mewings,  said  : — 

"  For  goodness'  sake  put  that  cat  out  of 
the  room." 

Maurice  breakfasted  later,  in  the  dust-bin, 
on  herring  heads. 

But  he  kept  himself  up  with  a  new  and 
splendid  idea.  They  would  give  him  milk 
presently,  and  then  they  should  see. 

He  spent  the  afternoon  sitting  on  the  sofa 
in  the  dining-room,  listening  to  the  conversa- 
tion of  his  father  and  mother.  It  is  said  that 
listeners  never  hear  any  good  of  themselves. 
Maurice  heard  so 
much  that  he  was 
surprised  and 
humbled.  He 
heard  his  father 
say  that  he  was  a 
fine,  plucky  little 
chap,  but  he 
needed  a  severe 
lesson,  and  Dr. 
Strongitharm  was 
the  man  to  give  it 
to  him.  He  heard 
his  mother  say 
things  that  made 
his  heart  throb  in 
his  throat  and  the 
tears  prick  behind 
those  green  cat- 
eyes  of  his.  He 
had  always 
thought  his  parents 
a  little  bit  unjust. 
Now  they  did 
him  so  much 
more   than  justice 
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'*  HE   LANDED  THERE  ON   HIS   FOUR   PADDED   FEET,    LIGHT  AS  A   FEATHER  ;   BUT   FATHER   WAS  NOT  PLEASED.'* 


that  he  felt  quite  small  and  mean  inside  his 
cat-skin. 

"  He's  a  dear,  good,  affectionate  boy,"  said 
mother.  "  It's  only  his  high  spirits.  Don't 
you  think,  darling,  perhaps  you  were  a  little 
hard  on  him?" 

"It  was  for  his  own  good,"  said  father. 

"  Of  course,"  said  mother  ;  "  but  I  can't 
bear  to  think  of  him  at  that  dreadful  school." 

"Well "  father  was  beginning,  when 

Jane  came  in  with  the  tea-things  on  a  clatter- 
ing tray,  whose  sound  made  Maurice  tremble 


in  every  leg.  Father  and  mother  began  to 
talk  about  the  weather. 

Maurice  felt  very  affectionately  to  both  his 
parents.  The  natural  way  of  showing  this 
was  to  jump  on  to  the  sideboard  and  thence 
on  to  his  father's  shoulders.  He  landed  there 
on  his  four  padded  feet,  light  as  a  feather; 
but  father  was  not  pleased. 

"  Bother  the  cat !  "  he  cried.  "  Jane,  put 
it  out  of  the  room." 

Maurice  was  put  out.  His  great  idea, 
which  was  to  be  carried  out  with  milk,  would 
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certainly  not  be  carried  out  in  the  dining- 
room.  He  sought  the  kitchen,  and,  seeing  a 
milk-can  on  the  window-ledge,  jumped  up 
beside  the  can  and  patted  it  as  he  had  seen 
Sir  Henry  do. 

"  My ! "  said  a  friend  of  Jane's  who  happened 
to  be  there,  "  ain't  that  cat  clever — a  perfect 
moral,  I  call  her." 

**  He's  nothing  to  boast  of  this  time,"  said 
cook.  "  I  will  say  for  Sir  Henry  he's  not 
often  taken  in  with  a  empty  can." 

This  was  naturally  mortifying  for  Maurice, 
but  he  pretended  not  to  hear,  and  jumped 
from  the  window  to  the  tea-table  and  patted 
the  milk-jug. 

"  Come,"  said  the  cook,  "  that's  more  like 
it,"  and  she  poured  him  out  a  full  saucer  and 
set  it  on  the  floor. 

Now  was  the  chance  Maurice  had  longed 
for.  Now  he  could  carry  out  that  idea  of 
his.  He  was  very  thirsty,  for  he  had  had 
nothing  since  that  delicious  breakfast  in  the 
dust-bin.  But  not  for  worlds  would  he  have 
drunk  the  milk.  No.  He  carefully  dipped 
his  right  paw  in  it,  for  his  idea  was  to  make 
letters  with  it  on  the  kitchen  oil-cloth.  He 
meant  to  write :  "  Please  tell  me  to  leave  off 
being  a  cat  and  be  Maurice  again,"  but  he 
found  his  paw  a  very  clumsy  pen,  and  he  had 
to  rub  out  the  first  "  P "  because  it  only 
looked  like  an  accident.  Then  he  tried 
again  and  actually  did  make  a  "  P  "  that  any 
fair-minded  person  could  have  read  quite 
easily. 

"  I  wish  they'd  notice,"  he  said,  and  before 
he  got  the  "  1 "  written  they  did  notice. 

"  Drat  the  cat,"  said  cook  ;  "  look  how  he's 
messing  the  floor  up." 

And  she  took  away  the  milk. 

Maurice  put  pride  aside  and  mewed  to 
have  the  milk  put  down  again.  But  he  did 
not  get  it. 

Very  weary,  very  thirsty,  and  very  tired 
of  being  Sir  Henry,  he  presently  found  his 
way  to  the  schoolroom,  where  Mabel  with 
patient  toil  was  doing  her  home-lessons. 
She  took  him  on  her  lap  and  stroked  him 
while  she  learned  her  French  verb.  He  felt 
that  he  was  growing  very  fond  of  her. 
People  were  quite  right  to  be  kind  to  dumb 
animals.  Presently  she  had  to  stop  stroking 
him  and  do  a  map.  And  after  that  she 
kissed  him  and  put  him  down  and  went 
away.  All  the  time  she  had  been  doing  the 
map,  Maurice  had  had  but  one  thought : 
Ink! 

The  moment  the  door  had  closed  behind 
her — how  sensible  people  were  who  closed 
doors  gently — he  stood  up  in  her  chair  w^ith 


one  paw  on  the  map  and  the  other  on  the 
ink.  Unfortunately,  the  inkstand  top  was 
made  to  dip  pens  in,  and  not  to  dip  paws. 
But  Maurice  was  desperate.  He  deliberately 
upset  the  ink — most  of  it  rolled  over  the 
table-cloth  and  fell  pattering  on  the  carpet, 
but  with  what  was  left  he  wrote  quite  plainly, 
across  the  map : — 

"  Please  tell  Sir  Hen 

ry  to  stop  being 

a  cat  and  be  Mau 

rice  again." 
"  There  ! "  he  said ;  "  they  can't  make  any 
mistake  about  that."  They  didn't  But 
they  made  a  mistake  about  who  had  done 
it,  and  Mabel  was  deprived  of  jam  with  her 
supper  bread. 

Her  assurance  that  some  naughty  boy  must 
have  come  through  the  window  and  done  it 
while  she  was  not  there  convinced  nobody, 
and,  indeed,  the  window  was  shut  and 
bolted. 

Maurice,  wild  with  indignation,  did  not 
mend  matters  by  seizing  the  opportunity  of  a 
few  minutes' .solitude  to  write : — 

"It  was  not  Mabel 

it  was  Maur 

ice  I  mean  Sir  Henry," 
because  when    that    was    seen   Mabel   was 
instantly  sent  to  bed. 

"  It's  not  fair  ! "  cried  Maurice. 
"  My  dear,"  said  Maurice's  father,  "  if  that 
cat  goes  on  mewing  to  this  extent  youll  have 
to  get  rid  of  it." 

Maurice  said  not  another  word  It  was 
bad  enough  to  be  a  cat,  but  to  be  a  cat  that 
was  "got  rid  of"!  He  knew  how  people 
got  rid  of  cats.  In  a  stricken  silence  he  left 
the  room  and  slunk  up  the  stairs— he  dared 
not  mew  again,  even  at  the  door  of  Mabel's 
room.  But  when  Jane  went  in  to  put 
Mabel's  light  out  Maurice  crept  iri  too,  and 
in  the  dark  tried  with  stifled  mews  and  purrs 
to  explain  to  Mabel  ho*w  sorry  he  was. 
Mabel  stroked  him  and  he  went  to  sleep,  his 
last  waking  thought  amazement  at  the  blind- 
ness that  had  once  made  him  call  her  a  silly 
little  kid. 

If  you  have  ever  been  a  cat  you  will  under- 
stand something  of  what  Maurice  endured 
during  the  dreadful  days  that  followed.  If 
you  have  not,  I  can  never  make  you  under- 
stand fully.  There  was  the  affair  of  the 
fishmonger's  tray  balanced  on  the  wall  by 
the  back  door  —  the  delicious  curled-up 
whiting ;  Maurice  knew  as  well  as  you  do 
that  one  mustn't  steal  fish  out  of  other 
people's  trays,  but  the  cat  that  he  was  didn't 
know.     There  was  an  inward  struggle — and 
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Maurice  was  beaten  by  the  cat-nature.    Later 
he  was  beaten  by  the  cook. 

Then  there  was  that  very  painful  incident 
with  the  butcher's  dog,  the  flight  across 
gardens,  the  safety  of  the 


•when   jane   went   in   to   put   MABEL'S   LIGHT  OUT   MAURICE  CREPT  IN  TOO, 


would  release  him.  He  had  hoped  that 
Mabel  might  at  last  be  made  to  understand, 
but  the  ink  had  failed  him  ;  she  did  not 
understand  his  subdued  mewings,  and  when 
he  got  the  cardboard  letters  and  made  the 
same  sentence  with  them  Mabel  only 
thought  it  was  that  naughty  boy  who  came 
through  locked  windows.  Somehow  he  could 
not  spell  before  anyone — his  nerves  were  not 
what  they  had  been.  His  brain  now  gave  him 
no  new  ideas.  He  felt  that  he  was  really 
growing  like  a  cat  in  his  mind.  His  interest 
in  his  meals  grew  beyond  even  what  it  had 
been  when  they  were  a  schoolboy's  meals. 
He  hunted  mice  with  growing  enthusiasm, 
though  the  loss  of  his  whiskers  to  measure 
narrow  places  with  made  hunting  difficult. 
He  grew  expert  in  bird-stalking,  and  often 
got  quite  near  to  a  bird  before  it  flew  away, 


laughing  at  him.     But  all  the  time,  in  his 

heart,  he  was  very,  very  miserable.     And  so 

the  week  went  by. 

Maurice  in  his  cat  shape  dreaded  more 
and  more  the  time 
when  Sir  Henry  in 
the  boy  shape 
should  come  back 
from  Dr.  Strong- 
itharm's.  He  knew 
—  who  better  ?  — : 
exactly  the  kind  of 
things  boys  do  to 
cats,  and  he 
trembled  to  the  end 
of  his  handsome 
half-Persian  tail. 

And  then  the 
boy  came  home 
from  Dr.  Strong- 
itharm's,  and  at  the 
first  sound  of  his 
boots  in  the  hall 
Maurice  in  the 
cat's  body  fled  with 
silent  haste  to  hide 
in  the  boot  -  cup- 
board. 

Here,  ten 
minutes  later,  the 
boy  that  had  come 
back  from  Dr. 
Strongitharm's 
found  him. 

Maurice  fluffed 
up  his  tail  and  un- 
sheathed his  claws. 
Whatever  this  boy 
was  going  to  do  to 
him  Maurice  meant 

to  resist,  and  his  resistance  should  hurt  the 

boy  as  much  as  possible.     I  am  sorry  to  say 

Maurice  swore  softly  among  the  boots,   but 

cat-swearing  is  not  really  wrong. 

"Come    out,   you   old    duffer,"   said    Sir 

Henry  in  the  boy  shape  of  Maurice.     "  I'm 

not  going  to  hurt  you." 

"  I'll  see  to  that,"  said   Maurice,  backing 

into  the  corner,  all  teeth  and  claws. 

"Oh,  Fve  had  such   a    time!"   said    Sir 

Henry.      "  It's    no    use,     you     know,    old 

chap;    I   can   see   where 

green    eyes.      My    word, 

I've   been  caned   and    shut    up   in   a    dark 

room  and  given  thousands  of  lines  to  write 

out." 

"  I've  been  beaten,  too,  if  you  come  to 

that,"     mewed      Maurice.      "  Besides      the 

butcher's  dog." 


you   are   by  your 
they    do     shine. 
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It  was  an  intense  relief  to  speak  to  some- 
one who  could  understand  his  mews. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  it's  Pax  for  the  future," 
said  Sir  Henry  ;  "  if  you  won't  come  out,  you 
won't.  Please  leave  off  being  a  cat  and  be 
Maurice  again." 

And  instantly  Maurice,  amid  a  heap  of 
goloshes  and  old 
tennis  bats,  felt 
with  *  a  swelling 
heart  that  he  was 
no  longer  a  cat. 
No  more  of  those 
undignified  four 
legs,  those  tiresome 
pointed  ears,  so 
difficult  to  wash, 
that  furry  coat, 
that  contemptible 
tail,  and  that  ter- 
rible inability  to 
express  all  one's 
feelings  in  two 
words  —  "  mew  " 
and  "  purr." 

He  scrambled 
out  of  the  cup- 
board, and  the 
boots  and  goloshes 
fell  off  him  like 
spray  off  a  bather. 

He  stood  up- 
right in  those  very 
chequered  knicker- 
bockers that  were 
so  terrible  when 
their  knees  held 
one  vice-like,  while 
things  were  tied  to 
one's  tail.  He  was 
face  to  face  with 
another  boy,  ex- 
actly like  himself. 

**  You  haven't 

changed,    then--  •«„»  scrambled  out  op  th. 

but  there  can  t  be  coloshks  fell  ofk  him 

two  Maurices." 

"  There  sha'n't  be  ;  not  if  I  know  it,"  said 
the  other  boy;  "a  boy's  life's  a  dog's  life. 
Quick,  before  anyone  comes. 

"  Quick  what  ?  "  asked  Maurice. 

"  Why,  tell  me  to  leave  off  being  a  boy, 
and  to  be  Sir  Henry  Campbell-Bannerman 
again." 

Maurice  told  him  at  once.  And  at  once 
the  boy  was  gone,  and  there  was  Sir  Henry, 
in  his  own  shape,  purring  politely,  yet  with  a 
watchful  eye  on  Maurice's  movements. 


"  Oh,  you  needn't  be  afraid,  old  chap.  It's 
Pax  right  enough,"  Maurice  murmured  in  the 
ear  of  Sir  Henry.  And  Sir  Henry,  arching 
his  back  under  Maurice's  stroking  hand, 
replied  with  a  purrrr-meaow  that  spoke 
volumes. 

"  Oh,  Maurice,  here  you  are.     It  is  nice  of 
you  to  be  nice  to  Sir  Henry,  when 

>f  him  you " 

d  old  chap,"  said 
Maurice,  care- 
lessly. "And 
you're  not  half  a 
bad  old  girl. 
See?" 

Mabel  almost 
wept  for  joy  at  this 
magnificent  com- 
pliment, and  Sir 
Henry  himself 
took  on  a  more 
happy  and  con- 
fident air. 

Please  dismiss 
any  fears  which 
you  may  enter- 
tain   that    after 
this  Maurice  be- 
came   a   model 
boy.  He  didn't. 
But  he  was  much 
nicer  than  before. 
The    conversation 
which   he   over- 
heard when  he  was 
a  cat   makes   him 
more  patient  with 
his   father    and 
mother.     And   he 
is    almost    always 
nice  to  Mabel,  for 
he   cannot    forget 
all  that  she  was  to 
him  when  he  wore 

cupboard,  and  the  boots  and  r     o- 

LIKE  spray  off    a    BATHER."  thC      ShapC      Of      Sir 

Henry.  His  father 
attributes  all  the  improvement  in  his  son's 
character  to  that  week  at  Dr.  Strongitharm's 
— which,  as  you  know,  Maurice  never  had. 
Sir  Henry's  character  is  unchanged.  Cats 
learn  slowly  and  with  difficulty. 

Only  Maurice  and  Sir  Henry  know  the 
truth — Maurice  has  never  told  it  to  anyone 
except  me,  and  Sir  Henry  is  a  very  reserved 
cat.  He  never  at  any  time  had  that  free  flow 
of  mew  which  distinguished  and  endangered 
the  cat  hood  of  Maurice. 


Vol.  xxxiv.— 100. 
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HERE      has 

been  a  regular 

epidemic  of 
^JJ^ffi    mysterious 

elopements  in 
Paris  during  the  past  six 
months.  Every  guard 
which  stem  parents  have 
put  about  their  infatua- 
ted daughters  has  been 
broken  down,  and  in  a 
twinkling  loving  couples 
have  been  whisked  away 
to  conjugal  happiness, 
carried  off,  apparently,  on 
the  wings  of  Cupid. 

Indeed,  Cupid  has 
played  a  moi;t  practical 
and  effective  part  in  these 
runaway  marriages,  but  it 
is  a  Cupid  of  rubber 
tyres,  shining  wheels,  and 
powerful  motor  power  ;  a 
Cupid  with  the  speed  of  Mercury— in  short, 
it  is  the  latest  make  of  racing  automobile. 

For  a  long  while  all  that  could  be  wrested 
from  runaway  couples  was  the  statement  that 
they  had  been  married  in  the  "  Cupid  Car." 
What  the  Cupid  Car  was,  or  where  it  was  to 


MLLB.  lU^B  WALTEKS,  WHO   KEEPS  THE  ELOPEMENT 

From  a]  office.  [PKotvgraph, 


be  found,  they  declined 
to  reveal  to  any  but 
those  whose  hearts  were 
torn  by  "the  cruelty  of 
opposing  parents." 

Somehow  the  secret 
leaked  out,  as  even  the 
deepest  mysteries  will  in 
time,  and,  lo  !  there  is  in 
Paris  a  perfectly-equipped 
"elopement  office,"  with 
a  polished  and  charming 
Parisian  lady  in  charge — 
a  regular  fairy  godmother 
to  the  elopers — and  her 
splendid  garage  is  a  much- 
sought  port  in  the  rough 
ocean  of  true  love. 

Mile.  Bob  Walters  is 
known  in  Paris  as  the 
owner  of  one  of  the  finest 
garages  in  the  French 
capital,  and  many  races 
have   been    won   by  her   machines. 

Most  conspicuous  among  these  is  a  power- 
ful touring  car— a  perfect  beauty,  always  in 
the  pink  of  condition,  and  ready  to  start  on 
the  wildest  race  over  the  hardest  roads  at  a 
moment's  notice — it  is  the  "  Cupid." 


PARTY  OF    BRIDEGROOMS   WHO   HAVE   ELOPED   IN   THE    "  CUPID  " 

Frtm  a  Photograph. 


PAYING  THEIR  RESPECTS  TO  THE  CAR. 
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Round  the  walls  of  the  garage  are  suit- 
cases, small  trunks,  parasols,  umbrellas,  heavy 
boots,  dainty  shoes,  rain-coats  and  top-coats, 
caps  and  travelling  hats,  cupboards  contain- 
ing fine  lingerie  and  boxes  filled  with  every 
imaginable  kind  of  accessories,  filnjy  veils, 
powder-puffs,  bottles  of  perfume,  boxes  of 
sachets,  and  even  little  packages  of  beauty- 
patches. 

In  an  adjoining  room  there  is  every 
facility  for  a  hasty  lunch,  and  here  there  are 
guide-books  and  timetables,  hotel  directories 
and  road-maps.  In  short,  nothing  has  been 
forgotten  by  Mile.  Bob,  as  she  is  called, 
which  would  add  to  the  comfort  of  the 
couples  who  come  to  her  for  aid  in  their  love 
affairs. 

Sometimes  she  receives  word  weeks  ahead 


After  about  an  J^our's  respite  made- 
moiselle's services  may  be  again  called  for 
— this  time  in  the  outer  garage.  Monsieur, 
very  red  of  face,  very  damp  of  brow,  and 
very  fierce  of  temper,  dashes  into  the  garage 
so  innocently  famous  for  its  speedy  motor- 
carriages,  and  excitedly  implores  mademoiselle 
to  bring  out  her  best  car  and  put  her  cleverest 
chauffeur  at  the  wheel.  Mademoiselle  is  all 
solicitude ;  she  hopes  that  monsieur  has  not 
had  bad  news.  She  prays  that  her  car  may 
be  of  assistance,  and  little  by  little,  as  she 
again  gives  orders  and  bustles  about,  she 
learns  the  father's  side  of  the  elopement 
story. 

She  may  not  wilfully  lead  him  astray  as  to 
the  road  to  take  ;  indeed,  she  earnestly  asserts 
that  she  often  helps  a  little — not  enough  to 


A   BREAKDOWN   OK   A  CAR   IN    WHICH    AN    IRATE    KATHEK   WAS   PURSUING   A  COUPLE   ELOPING    IN    IHE        CUPIO. 

From  a  PkotoffrapK. 


that  her  Cupid  will  be  desired  on  such  and 
such  a  date.  Then  the  matter  of  wardrobe, 
route,  and  so  forth  can  all  be  attended  to  at 
leisure,  but  more  frequently  the  couples  run 
into  her  garage  breathless,  and  incoherently 
plead  for  speedy  first  aid.  Then  all 
mademoiselle's  ingenuity  is  roused,  and  she 
soothes,  assures,  and  plans.  She  has  the 
route  laid  out,  the  honeymoon  planned,  a 
telegram  sent  to  the  mayor  or  cure,  rooms  at 
a  distant  hotel  secured,  a  substantial  lunch 
packed,  Cupid  run  out,  Jacques,  the  chauffeur, 
equipped,  a  dainty  maid  to  act  as  necessary 
witness  instructed,  and  all  four  packed  into 
the  double-seated  car,  with  the  luggage  in  the 
tonneau. 


cause  trouble — in  this  direction.  And  who 
can  blame  her  if  Cupid  is  many  horse-power 
superior  to  any  other  car  in  her  garage,  or  if 
the  lovers  have  a  full  two  hours'  start  of 
"  papa  "  ?  Surely  not  the  eloping  couple. 
And  so  her  business  grows.  Cupid  is  con- 
stantly changing  his  colour  and  his  numbtr. 
Even  his  fittings  are  renewed  about  once  a 
fortnight,  so  that  although  Mile.  Bob's  garage 
is  famous  throughout  Paris  among  sportsmen, 
and  has  a  fame  of  a  different  order  among  a 
number  of  happily-married  young  people,  as 
yet  the  Cupid  has  not  been  "  spotted."  To 
have  the  car  become  familiar  would  be  to 
materially  injure  the  value  of  this  strange 
elopement  office. 
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A  HOUSE  NO  * 

MONEY  CAN  BUY. 

''T^HE  adjoining  ^ 
X  photograph  is  j 
one  I  took  while 
encamped  on  a 
mining  claim  in 
the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains, Colorado. 
The  house  is  an 
old  structure  stand- 
ing on  a  very  rich 
mining  area, 
k  nown  as  the 
Californian  Gulch. 
The  ground  around 
it  had  been  worked 
by  diligent  miners 
in  the  early  sixties 
with  wonderful 
success,   and   since 

then  every  effort  has  been  made  to  secure  the  lot,  which 
is  about  half  an  acre.  Rich  syndicates  are  ever  on  the 
alert  to  purchase  it.  The  price  offered  by  one  syndicate 
was  ;f 20,000.  Notwithstanding  this  tempting  offer, 
the  owner  (a  widow)  still  declines  to  part  with  her 
home.— Mr.  J.  W.  Sloper,  13,  Harrington  Street, 
Dublin,  Ireland. 


'  *  •      the  means.     Thcee 

'     chemical       pencils 
■'     are    set    in   a    fire- 
!     clay  base.    Each  of 
these  has  a  resist- 
ing power  different 
from  either  of  the 
others.         In     the 
instrument    photo- 
graphed   the    first 
pencil    had    a    re- 
sisting    power     of 
2,55cSeg.       When 
the  heat  of  the  kiln 
passed  that  degree 
the    pencil    melted 
and  fell  over.     The 
second   pencil  had 
a  resisting  power  of 
2,57odeg.,  and  the 
fact  that  this  too  is 
wilted  is  evidence  that  it  has  been  subjected  to  a  greater 
degree  of  heat.  The  third  pencil,  with  a  resisting  power 
of  2,59odeg.,  is  standing,  which  proves  that  the  heat  of 
the    kiln    in    which    it    was    placed    was    between 
2,57odeg.    and   2,59odeg.      The   ware    in   this  case 
required  more  than  2,57odeg.,  but  would  have  been 
injured  by  more  than  2,59odeg.     The  standing  pencil 
is  the  guarantee  that  the  fireman  did  not  go  beyond 
the   limit.  —  Mr.     Arthur    J.    liurdick,    727,    South 
Broadway,  Los  Angeles,  California. 

♦'THE  TURKS   HEAD." 

THE  accompanying  photograph  was  a  snap-shot 
taken  by  a  friend,  and  is  called  *' Cleaving  the 
Turk's  Head.'*^  To  my  surprise  I  found  the  Turk's 
head  placed  exactly  where  my  own  ought  to  have  been. 
The  effect  is  very  odd. — Dragoon,  Hounslow. 


A   STRANGE  THERMOMETER. 

PROBABLY  not  one  person  in  a  thousand 
would  l>e  able  to  guess  the  purpose  of  the 
peculiar  instrument,  a  photograph  of  which  is 
reproduced  here.  That  it  was  a  thermometer 
or  a  device  for  measuring  heat  would  never 
occur  to  those  not  familiar  with  its  use.  In 
firing  tile  and  pottery  it  is  necessary  to  measure 
the  degree  of  heal  applied  to  the  ware  in  the 
kiln.  Several  hundred  degrees  of  heat  are 
required  properly  to  fire  the  ware,  and,  of 
course,  the  ordinary  thermometer  would  melt 
and  the  mercury  volatilize  long  before  the  required 
degree  of  heat  had  l>een  reached.  The  in- 
genuity of  man  has  devised  a  means,  however, 
for  measuring  the  heat,  and  this  instrument  is 
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A   PRETTY   DOVE  STORY. 

A  SHORT  while  ago  a  pair  of  doves  started  build- 
ing a  nest  on  my  dressing-table,  and  brought 
in  quantities  of  twigs.  These  were  repeatedly  cleared 
away,  but  the  birds  persisted  in  returning  to  the  table, 


A    REMARKABLE    "PRAM." 

HEREWITH  is  a  snap-shot  taken  by  my  wife 
during  our  holiday  in  Portugal  this  year. 
Vou  will  notice  that  the  "  pram "  is  made  from  a 
chest  of  drawers  turned  upside  down  and  the  two 
middle  drawers  removed.  The  cord  that  fiislens  it  to 
the  wheels  also  acts  as  the  runner  for  the  sun-curtain. 
The  remaining  drawers  have  l)een  reversed  and  used 
f  r  holding  the  child's  bel'  ngings.  The  photograph 
was  taken  in  Oporto,  and  is  an  example  of  necessity 
being  the  mother  of  invention. — Mr.  Harry  de  Beer, 
93,  London  Road,  Ipswich. 


CHAMPION    STAMP-SNAKE. 

BETWEEN  seven  and  eight  years  ago 
I  saw  in  your  Magazine  a  photc^raph 
of  a  snake  made  of  stamps,  which  I  think 
took  a  lady  nine  years  to  make  and  was 
nine  feet  long.  I  thought  I  also  would  try 
to  make  one  in  my  spare  lime,  endeavour- 
ing to  make  it  longer  and  in  less  time, 
and  now  I  have  great  pleasure  in  sending 
you  a  picture  post-card  of  my  snake.  It 
has  taken  me  seven  years  to  finish,  and 
it  is  eleven  feet  long.  In  the  last  two 
years  I  have  travelled  more  than  half 
round  the  world,  taking  the  snake  with 
me  to  Turkey,  Athens,  Asia  Minor,  Italy, 
and  America,  and  I  have  collected  stamps 
from  all  these  countries.  The  head  is 
covered  with  bits  of  stamps  from  each 
of  the  countries  I  have  visited.  —  Miss 
Fanny  L.  Halford,  63,  Bland  Street,  Moss 
Side,  Manchester. 


getting  most  indignant  if  anyone  approached.  A  box 
was  provided  near  by,  but  they  firmly  refused  to  move 
the  nest.  —  Miss  Helen  Findlater,  North  Lodge, 
Edgware,  Middlesex. 

DO  HEDGEHOGS  KILL  FOWLS? 

THE  accompanying  photograph  proves  con- 
clusively that  hedgehogs  will  kill  and  eat 
poultry.  Messrs.  John  Binns  and  Son,  breeders  and 
exhibitors  of  black  and  white  rosecomb  bantams,  of 
Thornton  Road,  Bradford,  had  lost  a  number  of 
birds,  but  they  attributed  the  mischief  to  cats.  In 
order  to  catch  the  thief  a  Samson  trap— baited  with 
one  of  the  dead  birds— was  laid,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing's discovery  is  .shown  in  the  picture.  The  teeth 
of  the  hedgehog  had  pierced  the  breast  and  penetrated 
the  bone,  while  in  its  stomach  were  found  the  flesh 
and  feathers  of  another  fowl.  The  photograph  was 
taken  by  Mr.  Binns,  Junior.— Mr.  S.  Oddy,  Gilstead, 
Bingley,  V'orkshire. 
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WHAT   IS  THIS? 

THIS  odd-looking  object  was  found  by  my  little 
niece  in  the  midst  of  driftwood  along  the  New 
Jersey  beach.  Its  colour  is  light  grey,  and  its  length 
about  three  inches.  Upon  casual  observation  we 
thought  it  to  be  some  marine  growth,  but  careful  ex- 


HOW   BURMESE    CARICATURE    ENGLISHWOMEN. 

EVERY  year  in  Burma  the  Burmese  have  a 
festival  in  which  "they  caricature  various  pro- 
fessions, trades,  and  castes.  The  above  photo- 
graph represents  two  Englisliwomen  as  seen  by  the 


amination,  and  some  prodding  of  the  interior  with  a 
penknife,  revealed  printing,  which  showed  that  we  had 
to  deal  with  the  remains  of  a  telephone  directory,  all 
that  the  sea  had  left  of  a  pamphlet  about  two  inches 
thick  and  with  leaves  measuring  eight  by  twelve 
inches.  —  Mr.  Francis  J.  Ziegler,  4,211,  Regent 
Square,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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A  CURIOUS  BET. 

THE  pillar  shown  in  the  centre  of  this  photograph 
was  built  as  the  result  of  a  curious  bet,  made 
somewhere  about  1817.  A  gentleman,  by  name 
Smelt,  wagered  that  he  could  build  a  pillar  as  good 


as  the  one  that  previously  stood  there.  This  pillar 
is  the  only  one  left  standing  on  the  north  side  of  the 
nave  of  Whitby  Abbey.  There  are  many  curious 
bets  on  record,  but  it  is  doubtful  whether  the  gambling 
propensities  of  our  ancestors  have  ever  devised  a 
wager   with    more    apparent    uselessness    than    that 

shown  here. 
—Mr.  L.  II. 
Smith,  While 
House, 
N  or  wood, 
Beverley, 
E.  Vorks. 


ENGLISH  AS  SHE  IS  WROTE  IN   CORNWALL. 

THE  accompanying  photograph  was  taken  at 
Perranporlh,  a  quiet  little  seaside  village  on 
the  rocky  north  coast  of  Cornwall.  The  little  chalet 
on  the  sand-hills  dispenses  "  Te  and  ot  water  "  to  the 
excursionists  who  often  come  hither.  To  the  writer's 
own  knowledge  the  inscripiicm  has  stood  thus  for 
fifteen  years.  Was  it  done  in  jest  or  in  ignorance  ?— 
Mr.  Walter  Dexter,  40,  Ommaney  Road,  New  Cross, 
S.E. 

A    ONE-MAN    BAND. 

THIS  picture  shows  Mr.  A.  L.  Hilson,  of  i,349» 
Broadway,  San  Francisco,  in  the  act  of  play- 
ing three  instruments  at  once.  Besides  playing  a 
harmonica  with  his  mouth,  Mr.  Hilson  plays  a  guitar 
with  his  hands  and  the  bass  on  a  bass  vii^l  with  his 
feet.  He  is  the  only  personon  record  who  plays  two 
stringed  instruments  at  one  time,  and  his  music  is 
excellent.  As  the  big  fire  burned  his  bass  viol,  he 
built  himself  another  out  of  a  shoe  packing-case,  and 
its  tone  is  quite  superior. — Mr.  A.  T.  Moss,  Napa, 
California. 


A    NEW    USE    FOR    SILK 
HA'I  S. 

"  T)  LEASE  put  a  copper  in 
\^  my  old  topper.'  The 
clever  invention  of  a  little  Wim- 
bledon boy,  used  by  him  at  a 
bazaar  with  great  success.  The 
idea  is  a  novel  one,  and  it  should 
recommend  itself  to  your  many 
philanthropically-inclined  readers. 
— Mr.  John  B.  Twycross,  83, 
Lvdhurst  Avenue,  Streatham  Hill, 
S.'W. 
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A   POST-CARD   "FOUND   OPEN"! 

I  SEND  you  the  photograph  of  a  post-card  marked  "Found 
open  and  officially  sealed "  !  Our  friend  the  postman 
must  have  been  a  bit  of  a  wag. — Mr.  W.  Terrey,  12,  Grove 
I'lace,  Shelton,  Stoke-on  -  Trent. 

AN    INTERESTING  CHESS    PROBLEM. 

I    SUGGEST   herewith  an  interesting  chess  problem.     A 
chess-board  and  eight  Queens  are  required.    The  problem 
is   to  place  the  eight  Queens  on  the   board  so  that  none  of 
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THE   PALACE  OF   A    PESl. 

I  SEND  you  a  photograph  of  one  of  our  Christmiis  decora- 
tions. It  was  found  growing  on  Lorkent  Mountain 
battlefield,  and  is  an  immense  hornets'  nest,  built  around  a 
holly  branch,  producing  a  beautiful  effect  by  ihe  bright  red 
berries  and  rich  green  leaves  peeping  out  through  the  pale 
grey  nest. — Mrs.  M.  W.  Parnell,  250,  McCallie  Avenue, 
Chattanooga,  Tenn.,   U.S.A. 


them  can    take   each  other.  —  Mr.    C.    H. 
Dent,  Broadleigh,  Brockenhurst,  Hants. 

[We  will  publish  what  our  contributor 
believes  to  be  the  only  solution,  in  the 
January  number.  In  the  meantime,  we 
shall  be  pleased  to  hear  from  any  of  our 
readers  who  can  solve  the  prol)lem  unaided. 
—Ed.] 

THE  ORIGIN  OF  PICKWICK. 

NTR.  PICKWICK  is  a  household 
1  name  with  us  now.  How  Dickens 
originated  the  name  is  interesting.  He 
adopted  it  from  the  name  of  the  firm  of 
Mo-es  Pickwick  and  Co.,  who  were  the 
proprietors  of  a  service  of  coaches  running 
between  Bath  and  London.  The  screen, 
of  which  a  photograph  is  here  given,  is  still 
to  Ije  seen  at  Bath,  and  originally  stood  in 
the  hall  of  the  While  Hart  Hotel ;  on  it  are 
painted  the  rules  and  regulations  relating  to 
passengers  and  gcxxls,  etc. — Photograph  by 
Mr.  Walter  Dexter,  40,  Ommaney  Road, 
New  Cross,  S.  E. 
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REMARKABLE  RESULTS  OF  "  HAIR  DRILL." 


REA'DERS'  REPORTS  "HIGHLY  SATISFACTORY." 


ANOTHER   WEEK'S   TEST  FOR  "STRAND    MAGAZINE"   READERS. 


Recently  readers  of  "The  Strand  Magazine" 
were  invited  to  lake  part  in  a  week's  test  of  "  hair 
drill."  Several  thousands  did  so,  with  results  highly 
saiisfactor)'  to  themselves. 

As  so  many  have  repeatedly  written  asking  if  there 
is   to  be   another  week's  test,   we   now   have   much 


A  ii'ost  annoying  circumstance  in  the  daily  toilet 
of  many  thousands  of  uien  and  tvomen. 

pleasure  in  announcing  the  completion  of  the 
necessai-y  arrangements  for  another  week's  free 
'*hair  drill." 

WHAT   THE    DRILL   WILL   PROVE. 

1.  That  your  hair  can  be  drilled  into  fine 
condition. 

2.  That  your  hair  need  not  be  too  brilllc  or 
too  limp. 

3.  That  it  need  not  be  too  highly  coloured  or 
colourless. 

4.  That  it  need  not  fall  out  when  brushed  or 
combed. 

5.  That  it  certainly  need  not  be  scurfy,  or  greasy, 
or  c»dorous. 

The  lest  was  originally  arranged  for  the  express 
purpose  of  demonstrating  that  the  hair  can  1^ 
"drilled"  or  trained  to  grow,  as  regards  both 
quantity  and  quality.  It  was  intended  to  show  that, 
while  the  hair  may—  as  it  does— suffer  severely  from 
neglect  or  improper  treatment,  it  is  equally  caprible 
of  resultful  cultivation  under  certain  conditions. 
That  the  conditions  supplied  in  the  first  week's 
test  of  hair  drill  were  the  right  ones  has  now 
been  amply  proved,  to  the  satisfaction  of  thousands 

Hair  that  was  weak  and  thin  is  now  strong  and 
plentiful. 

Hair  that  was  falling  now  "stands  its  ground" 
under  the  most  vigorous  brushing  and  comb-pulling. 

Hair  thatjwas  colourless  and  faded  is  now  iridescent 
with  shimmeriri^  shades  of  richness. 

Hair  that  was  brittle,  non-elastic,  is  now  as  lissome 
as  strong  and  healthy  hair  should  be. 

Certainly  the  results  of  the  first  week's  test  should 
encourage  all  those  of  our  readers  who  did  not  take 
it  up  then  to  now  do  so  without  delay. 

Here  it  may  be  pointed  out  that  while  "  Harlene" 
is  undoubtedly  the  best  dressing  for  the  hair  itself, 
it  is  in  ever)'  case  of  hair  weakness,  or  baldness, 
rect»mmended  that  it  be  well  rubbed  into  the  scalp 
itself. 

At  first  it  might  be  found  that  this  causes  some 
of  the  hair  to  come  away  from  the  scalp.  These 
loose   hairs,  however,  are  only  such  as  come  away 


in  any  case,  and  it  is  part  of  the  cure  to  get  rid 
of  them.  Just  as  a  wise  commander  would  weed 
out  the  weak  and  unfit  from  any  undertaking  calling 
for  strength  and  fitness,  so  must  the  scalp  be  freed 
from  the  hair  already  dead  or  dying,  in  order  that 
there  may  be  healthy  conditions  for  the  growth  of 
new  and  stronger  hair. 

Messrs.  Edwards'  long  experience,  during  which 
they  have  been  of  service  to  Royal  and  other 
distinguished  personages,  entitles  their  recommen- 
dations to  the  utmost  respect.  Further,  the  results 
of  the  first  week's  "hair  drill,"  as  undertaken  by 
many  thousands  of  readers,  only  prove  how  well 
founded,  and  how  absolutely  reliable,  is  their  expert 
advice  on  true  hair  culture. 

Readers  desirous  of  having  proved  to  them  the 
possibilities  of  hair  cultivation  under  proper  con- 
ditions are  invited  to  fill  up  and  send  in  the  following 
application  form,  on  receipt  of  which  Messrs. 
Edwards  will  immediately  dispatch  their  interesting 
booklet  on  hair  drill,  full  directions,  and  the  necessary 
supply  of  "  Harlene."  Further  supplies  may  be 
had  from  Chemists  and  Stores  the  world  over  at 
i/-,  2/6,  &  4/6  per  lx)ttle. 

In  conclusion,  it  may  be  added  that  no  greater 
mistake    can   be  made    than    resorting    to    internal 


A  typical  Case  w/iere  a  short  course  0/  *'  Hair 
Drill"  will  prove  beneficial. 

remedies,  which  will  only  disorganise  and  ruin  the 
constitution,  or  by  using  cheap,  worthless  remedies 
which  will  only  aggravate  hair  unheallhiness. 


''STRAND  JIAGAZINE  "  FORM 
or  APPLICATION. 

(SECOND  WEEK'S  FREE  HAIR  DRILL  TEST.) 

To  EDWARDS'  HARLENE  CO.,  95-6,  High  Holborn, 
London,  W.C. 

Dear  Sirs,— Please  send  me  Booklet,  directions,  and 
supply  of  •*  Harlene  "  for  Second  Week's  **  Hair  Drill  "  Test. 
I  enclose  three  penny  stamps  for  carriage.  If  called  for 
no  charge  is  made. 


NAME  . 


ADDRESS  . 
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White  Shirts  .rtz  Re 

Wear  twice  ae  longr  ae  ord 

Their  cc  noniic  advantajp^es  are  apparent  at  a  glance.  B3 
twice  with  absolutely  fresh  Cuffs  each  time,  they  redu 
and  the  Shirts  with  less  frequent   washing  wear  twice  as  loi 
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Ye  ''Vaintie." 

4/9    per  half-do7en. 
9/3    per  dozen. 


p«»r  do/,  (usual  retail  price,  i2'6). 


ForeigR  A  Colonial  Orders 

Receive  Special  Attention. 


The  "Piq  ant." 

2/11    P<^r  h.ilf.d.>/-n. 
0/9    P^r  dorcn. 


A//  GoJtfs  sent  Carriage  Paid  United  Kingdom. 

Our  comprchensivf!  Catalogue  contains  full  descriptions  of  hundred*  of  bargains  for 
both  sexes,  of  which  the  above  are  a  few.  Kven  if  you  are  not  requiring  anything 
at  present,  you  should  send  us  a  post -card  for  this,  as  it  will  show  you  the  great 
advantages  to  be  gained  by  dealing  direct. 


J.  &  8.  SAMUELS,  94,  96,  98,  &  100,  London  Road,  LIVERPOOL 
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I  GREAT  VALUE  IN  XMAS  GIFTS 


'■^r 


Solid  Gold  Watoli  Brooch.  8/6. 


Real    Diamonds    and 

Rubies  or  Sapphires. 

A5  5S. 


Splendid  Diamonds, 


Be^t  Pearls  and  Sapphire  or  Ruby,  and  solid 
15-ot.  Gold,  ax  ISs. 


Fine  Diamonds  k  splen- 
did Sapphires  or  Runies. 
heary  iS-Ot.,  £5  15a. 


Excellent  Diamonds,  strong 
mount,  la-ei.,  A6  18«. 

Similar  Ring,  but  set  with 
larger  Diamonds,  18-ot.« 

an  15s. 


■  Very  niassiT*  Bansle  Ring. 

Real  Pearls  and  splendid     («i  with  splendid  Diamond. 
Amethyst,  solid  gold.  Al.  IS-ot.,  AlO  10«. 


Fine  Diamonds  and 

Rubies  or  Sapphires, 

A15. 


Real  IHamond?  and 
Rubier  or  Sapphires, 

18-ot.,  a»  los. 


Real   Diamonds  and    Three  Fine  Diamonds. 
Rubie^!!  or  Sa|>phires.  H-ct.  AlO. 


New  I)<>nign.   18-ot., 
A6  5«. 


Bp«olal  Valu«. 


Very   handsome   Solid  OoUl  Brnrelet, 

Filigi-ee   Mount«.  set  with   Diamoiuls 

and  Rubies  or  Sapphires,  Heavy  Band. 

Splendid  article,  £8. 

I    SIZE    CARD    FREE.    I 


Although  diamonds  have  so  greatly  risen  in  value,  the 
Company's  prices  have  been  maintaineil  at  the  lowest 
level    Their  rings  are  the  Pln«at  Valus  Obtalnabl«. 


#1A|  A8||S|  Clients  resident  in  the  Colonics  or  elsewhere  may  rely 

IslJI  |J|II||I  u|K)n  their  nrders   being   executed   with  the  Utmost 

""^^'■■■■•^  fldsllty,   and    their    instructions   and    requirements 

AnnmA  ^^^l  emrage  the   clossst  Individual    consideration. 

IIKIIfKX  Postage^    British     possessions.    1/6;     elsewhere,    5-. 
VllUfcllUs  Bsnt  at  ths  Company's  risk. 


-  I  1  1  1  I  I  1  rii  III  III 


Fashionable  Curb  Bracelet,  with  Padlock  and  Safety  Chain.  Solid  Gold,  A8  5s.  \  18-et.  Gold.  A4  4s. 

H.    WHITE   ^''^^'    1H  MARKET  STREET,  MANCHESTER. 
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I A  Really  Useful  6ift,1 


-YVveBestHa/fGu/W 
^rtxbrella  in  the  iVo^, 


LADIES-    UMBRELLAS. 


''"■'^-  P     <....r 1    .,.,r.K,M,|,. 

1'""  P-* ""■''■.-  F     Ou-fl  ..K..  .,ul».i 

GKNTS    UMBRW.LAS. 


These    UmbreUa.s  are    made    on    Specially 

Selected  Sticks  or  Steel  Tubes,  mourned 
with  Steplingr  Silver  or  Gold  Plated 
Mounts,  Fox's  Paragron  Frames,  and 
covered   wiih  "Defiance"  Silk  Union, 

which  we  Guarantee  against  Splitting  in 
the  Seams  for  12  Months.  This  is  not  lo 
say  that    they  will    not    last   longer,  but    is  a 

Guarantee  of  their  General  Excellence. 

We  are  the  ACTUAL  MAKERS, 

and  supply   at   FIRST    COST. 

A     Postal     Order     for     W/6     will 

bring  one  Post  Paid  to  your  door. 

P9*   Money  Returned  with  pleasure  If 
not  approved. 

^f  ?.*^^*^?^^  *'"  ^""8  y*^"  ^''^  Illustrated  Catalogue 
Of  Defiance"  Umbrellas  and  patterns  of  materials 
for      r'--covering      Umbrellas,     from      2/6      upwards. 

J.   8TANWORTH    &    CO., 

Unrt    t,   DIPIANOI    UMBRELLA    MANUFACTORY, 

^ BLACKBURN, 
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Do-You-Know-p 

That  98  out  of  every  100  pereone  (of  both 
sexes  and  all  ages)  who  have  studied  the  book,  and 
taken  a  correspondence  course  of  the  Sandow 
Home  Treatment,  have  been  completely  and 
lastingly  cured  of  such  ailments  as  Indigestion, 
Constipation,  Liver  Troubles,  Sleeplessness,  Loss 
of  Vigour,  and  Nervous  Disorders  (sec  Report  by 
Examining  Doctor  in  Book). 

You  are  Invited  to  apply  for  a  gratis  copy  of  th< 
Curative  Treatment  by  Home  Correspondence,     Th 
any  other  treatment.     It  embodies  principles  of 
never  fail  to  cure  in  98   per  cent,  of   the   cases 
Treatment.     No  other  treatment  can  show  such  r 

Thle  Treatment  la  abeolutely  private.    The 

no  need  to  submit  to  trying  personal  examinations 
prescriptions  sent  to  every  patient  at  regular  intervj 
not  have  to  be  **  made  up  "  at  the  chemists',  and  the 
call  for  not  a  penny  expense. 

Take  a  oouree  of  the  Treatment  and  you  wi 

receive  full^-  detailed  instructions  as  to  what  to  do  da 
by  day  until  you  are  cured.  The  one  fee  is  inclusiv< 
and  is  so  moderate  as  to  be  within  the  reach  of  ever 
reader  desirous  of  health  improvement. 

Aet  en  your  natural  deeire  to  get  well  and  stron 

again  by  writing  to-day  for  the  gratis  book  of  tli 
Treatment,  which  will  be  sent  post  free  by  return.  J 
you  mention  the  ailment  in  which  you  are  interestec 
additional  personally  helpful  literature  will  be  enclosec 

Address;  SAMDOWS  POSTAL  INSTRUCTION  DEPT.  A,  H.,o%?,Vuyr.J:.r:  w. 


I  Thia   is  our  mo.lcl  U.N.R.  Atl&ntic.  Na  2»1.   made   for  , 
Steam,  Clockwork,  or  Electric,  from  80m.  f 

Sand  at  onoe  for  our  SplendM  New  OaUUoguM. 

SaCTIOM  ai8.-Model  Steam.  Electric. and  Clockwork 
LocomoUTes,  RaiU.  Point*.  Cra*iing«.  <  'oachei.  Wa*woiis. 
^li'IffSL!^-  <>*«'^  '-*»  I*««»-    Port  free.  6<1. 

BBGTIOM  «a6.-Horiiontal  and  Vertical  Engines. 
Engine  and  Boiler  Fittings.  Injector.  Pumps.  Sheet  Metal, 
Rods.  Tubimr.  Ac.  Pressure  Gauges,  small  tools,  etc. ;  over 
180  paffes.    Post  free.  «d. 

IW.J.mmEniOWIEHB.JOIiTHIIPrDN.I 


bBSOMilTIVES 


!£!_  HARRISON  KNIHER 

A  ProJUahle  and  rientmnM*  Oecupatiou. 

Knits  Stockings,  Socks,  Garments. 
The  best  investment  for  a  living. 
Worked  by  Man.  Woman,  or  Ohlld. 

Insurance  against  time  of  need. 
HARRISON     KNITTER     WORKS. 

as.  Upper  Brook  St.,  Mai«chk.itbk  ;  M.  6o<  " 
St..   Tottenham   Court  Hd..    Lowdo.-*. 
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Catalogue  of  Rings,  Sc,  sent  on  application,  FREE. 


Ait  our  Rings  wo  tnaito  in  tSotm  Haii  l¥lBritod  oniy,  and  Sot  wiiii 
Roai  Stonos,  varying  in  t»rioo  front  21  to  t,000  Sitiiiingsm 

JEWELS    VALUED    AND    SKETCHES    SENT   FREE    ON   APPLIOATIONm 

BAMKERS'    REFEREttOES. 


Manufacturing  Jewellers'  Co.,  BIRMINGHAM,  i^ma  i883. 


21/- 


21/. 
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IRELAND'S  LOVELY  LINENWAREl 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE    HTKAND    MAGA/.l.\E 


Hoi^  to  Knoi^  the  Genuine 

i 

S;ys»iKi»  of  Figs 

from  the  Substitute) 


When  you  order  California  Syrup  of 
"igs  always  lay  stress  on  the  word 
^  California."  We  show  herewith  a 
►icture  of  the  genuine  California  Syrup 
if  Figs  package.  See  that  every  package 
ou  buy  is  exactly  like  this.  The  two 
listinctive  features  of  this  package  are 
he  blue  circle  at  the  top  and  the  red 
^and  at  the  bottom. 

THe  Original 
^Nature's  Pleasant 

Lraxative.** 

The  genuine  California  Syrup  of  Figs 
5  a  combination  of  the  rich,  luscious 
uiccs  of  the  ripe  California  blue  fig  with 
he  laxative  principles  of  plants  known 
o  act  most  beneficially.  Every thiiig 
bout  California  Syrup  of  Figs  is  pkasant 
—taste,  appearance  and  results. 

THe 
Reliable  Corrective 

California  Syrup  of  Figs,  "  Nature's 
^leasant  Laxative,"  overcomes  the 
mdency  to  Habitual  Constipation  by 
trengthening  as  well  as  cleansing  and 
orrecting  the  sluggish  organs  —  the 
Jver,  Kidneys,  Stomach,  and  Bowels — 
nd  so  ensures  functional  regularity. 

In  cases  of  constipation ,  sluggish 
liver,  loss  of  ajjpetite,  biliousness, 
indigestion,  and  feverish  colds. 
\  California  Syrup  of  !•  igs  is  the  idenl 
'  corrective  for  all  ages  and  condi- 
tions. Its  agreeable  taste  makes 
it  a  great  favourite  with  children 
Of    all   Cheraists,    i/ij   and    1/9. 


OAUFORNIA   FIQ   SYRUP  Oa,    32,   SNOW    HILL,    LONDON,    CX>. 

uiyiiizKU  uy  -v—j  v^  >JSt  Iv^ 
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AWSIC/.;- ^z..  LOVE  o//, 

Reasons  why  people  buy  Gramophones 
and  Gramophone  Records. 


A  dedire  to  hear  songs  or  musical  selections  that  are 
familiar. 

To  hear  some  song  or  piece  of  music  that  you  know  well, 
but  wish  to  listen  to  some  particular  performer's 
manner  of  rendsring. 

A  wish  to  study  cultured  music,  excerpts  and  numbers 
from  the  great  operas  and  composers,  sung  by  the 
world's  most  famous  artisies  or  played  by  the  master 
orchestras  and  bands  of  the  principal  music  centres. 

To  enjoy  the  best  of  operas  in  your  own  home. 


By  appointment  to 
H.M.  THE  QUEEI 


|H*,>i^ 


^>M»'-- 


The  greatest  reason.      J 

But  be  sure  it  is  a  CIRA 

are  many  kinds  of  talkin 

only   one     Gramophone 

styles  b; 

Gramophone  & 

21,  City  Road. 


^r; 
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ITHE 
TERY 


£1 


the  Set 
as  here 
Shewn. 


The 
OSAMUND** 

ination  TEA 
BREAKFAST 
tVICE, 

.Y  THIN  THINA. 
ainty  FKSTOONScf 
id  rich  Gold, 

T  CONIAINS- 
6  Breakfast  Cups 

and  Saucers 
6  Breakfast  IMates 
I  Slop  Bowl 
^  Cflrs:  Cups 
I  Cocoa  Jus:,  lipiiht 
10  Pieces. 

LIVERY  CUARAN1EED. 

approved. 

I  give  one  of  our 

ue. 


lish  your  tea  and 
with  incomplete 
d  so  cheaply  from 
;renee  to  a  table, 
article  i8  guaran- 

r r-r ,, -lisbcd  in  the  best 

tilyic— the  low  prices  arc  the  result  on!y  of  large  and  direct  sales.    Sound  Delivery  Guaranteed. 

/^BDAAillO       ADT      €\€\  I    -t-H  Stok^-on-Trent,  Bankers:  Lloyds  Bank,  Ltd. 

WBIIAIVIIO       MK  I        WWay       kfcUsy       Staff.  Potteries.  Illuminated  Pnce  List  Free. 
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You  cannot  use  a  better  pen  than  the  "  Oflioto  "  self-filling  fountain  pen — 
there  is  no  belter  pen  to  use.     Remember  that  when  you  buy  Xmas  gifts. 

It  fills  itself  in  five  seconds — without   filler,  mess,  or  trouble,  and  being 
perfectly  balanced  runs  smoothly  and  without  effort  over  paper. 

It  will  not  tire  the  wrist,  or,  like  ill-balanced  pens,  induce  writer's  cramp.     The  nib  is  gold, 
pointed  with  iridium,  and  cannot  wear  out. 

The  "  Onoto  "  holds  sufficient  ink  to  write  several  thousand  words.     The  ink  flow  can  be 
regulated  to  suit  writer's  needs. 

The  *' Onoto  "  doei  not  leak. 

Can  be  obtained  to  suit  all  hands  at  all  stationers*,  stores,  &c.      Price  1 0/6  and  upwards. 

A  Booklet  about  the  **  Onoto  *'  Pen  free  on  application  to 

T.  DE  LA  RUE  ff  CO.,  Ltd.,  167,  Bunhill  Row.  E.C. 


OTO 


SELF-FILLING 
SAFETY  FOUNTAIN 


Fills   itself  in    Five   Seconds. 
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Our  advertising  by  itself  cannot  prove  to  you  that  Cantrell  &  Cochrane's 
Belfast  Ginger  Ale  is  far  superior  to  all  other  Dry  Ginger  Ales.  It  can, 
however,  persuade  you  to  ask  for  Cantrell  &  Cochrane's  by  name,  and 
insist  on  having  it,  so  that  you  ma}'  judge  its  merits  for  yourself.  Ask 
for  it  to-day. 

Remember  the  name,  Cantrell  &  Cochrane,  Ltd.,  and  see  the  label  on 
the  bottle. 

Of  all  leading  Restaurants,  Hotels,  Wine  Merchants,  etc. 

Made    by    CANTRELL    &    COCHRANE,    Ltd.  f^  j 

(Est.  1852).  gitized  by  V:f  OOgle 

Works  :    Dublin  and  Belfast.  Depots  :    London,  Liverpool,  Glasgow. 
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Placed     first    in    Official  t'^'i:^^v:.r\'^:, 

1  ests  carried  out  jointly  ^--^rt  ^^^^}of^^ 

1  "■_»     "V^       y^^  f'i'WT  ^  "Will    be    ••nt    free 

by  H.M.  Office  of  \VorKs  »»*pp""«»»'» 


r^P\/r^IVI  ^°^^®^y  *  25  7o  saving  in 
UCVUIN  fuel  compared  "witKaver- 


FIRE 


and   SmoKe  Abatement    ^J.  N^^y^^^ 

STREET, 
OXFORD   ST., 
LONDON. 

^  w-  CHicago  l>ldg».. 

age  of  other  competitors.      t?v"rJooif'- 

Easily  fixed  to  existing  mantels,  i^ives  uni-  cK^'^'^b****** 

versal  and  complete  satisfaction.     Prices  St.  0?oi^e*»  Sq. 

from  £,2  .5.0.  Hudderalield. 

Sole  Manufacturers .  '*'<"^*^  •  MeaiKfield. 

CANDY  ca  CO.,  U"    5:v™  -7'- 
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Coughs  and 
Lung  Troubles 

Angler's  Emulsion  is  positively  the  best  remedy 
for  coughs,  bronchitis,  consumption  and  all  lung 
affections.  It  not  only  soothes  and  heals  the 
throat,  lungs  and  air  passages,  but  it  keeps  the 
digestive  organs  healthy,  and  has  a  wonderfully 
invigorating  influence  upon  the  general  health. 
It  promotes  appetite,  aids  digestion,  and  builds  up 
strength.  One  day's  trial  will  convince  you  of 
its  soothing,  cough-allaying,  lung-healing  powers. 

Angier's  Emulsion 

V   (PETROLEUM  WITH  HYP0PH08PHITE8.) 

TESTIMONIAL  FROM  A  DOCTOR. 

"Seven  patients  using  It 
vflth  marked  benefit." 

Dear  Sirs, — I  have  to  thank  you  for  such  a 
valuable  preparation  as  your  Angier's  Emulsion, 
and  to  say  that  I  find  it  is  working  wonders, 
especially  in  chronic  bronchitis.     I  have  no  less 
than  seven  patients  who  are  at  present  using  it 
with  very  marked  benefit.     In  two  cases,  accom- 
panied with  asthma,  the  effect  is  very  marked 
indeed.       I    have    observed •  recently    that     tho 
stomach  can  continue  to  take  Angier's  Emulsion 
almost  indefinitely  without  any  bad  effects,  hence 
1  have  had  patients  who  were  taking  other  emul- 
sions abandon  them  in  favour  of  yours.     In  two 
cases  where  distinct  symptoms  of  tuberculosis  hat 
appeared,  the  expectoration   has  greatly  diminislie( 
and  the  wound  in  the  lungs  is  now  healing  up. 
know    of    no    other    preparation   from    which    su< 
excellent,    permanent    results    have    been    obtaine 
,  L.F.P.S.  Glas.  &  L.M 

Free  Sample  Coupoi 

Name 

Address  

S.M.  Fill  in  Coupon  and  send  with  3d.  for  postage  to 

THE  ANQIER  OHEMICAL  OOh  Ltd.,  82  Snow  Hill,  LONDON,  B.O. 
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The  "VERITAS"  Galvanic 
Ring  does  Cure 

Rheumatism 

Gout,  Neuralgia,  and 
Kindred 


The   *' Veritas*'   Galvanic   Ring  has  cured    |     for  the  finger,  and  has  a  magnetic  influence  on 


thousands  of  people  in  all  parts  of  the  world  I 
suffering  from  Rheumatism,  Neuralgia,  and  all 
uric  acid  troubles  ;  it  is  con8tru<5led  of  a  com- 
bination of  metals  forming  a  complete  battery 


the  whole  body.  Of  course,  the  •'  Veritas  *• 
Ring  is  different  from  all  other  methods  of 
curing.  That  is  why  it  is  successful  where 
other    and    older    *'  remedies  '*    have    failed. 


While  you  arc  thinking  about  it  others  are  being  Cured. 


The  only 


Genuine  Ring. 


The  only 


Dr.  H.  B.  SoLTAN  writes  : 
"  I  can  strongly  recommend 
>  oar  '  Veritas  '  Klectro-Galvaiiic 
king  to  all  sufferer;,  from  (jout, 
Rheumatism,  Neuralgia,  and 
kindred  ailments  where  there 
is  a  presence  of  uric  acid  in  the 
system.  This  wonderful  ring 
•  untains  a  scientific  power  not 
t  >  l)e  found  in  anythmg  of  the 
•ike  ;  it  should  also  t)C  worn 
i'V  non-sufferers  as  a  meaas  of 
prevention." 


Nurse  L-; — ,  of  Hyde  Park, 
London,  writes,  Feb.  28th,  1906: 
**  I  am  writing  to  let  you  know 
of  thff  wondermi  bcnehls  I  have 
received  from  your  '  Veritas ' 
king.  I  had  been  a  sufferer 
from  Rheumatism  and  Neuritis 
for  years,  but  since  wearing  the 
ring  I  have  been  perfectly  free 
from  pain.  The  doctor  who 
cutcnded  me  l.isi  year  is  feeling 
convinced  of  the  efficacy  of 
the  ring.  ' 


Mr.  M.  A.  Steward, 
123,  Burnt  Ash  Hill,  Lee, 
LK}ndon,  S.E.,  writes  :  *'  I 
am  glad  to  say  that  the 
'Veritas'  Ring  you  sent 
me  some  weeks  ago  has 
Droved  very  beneficial. 
I  had  not  been  able  to 
close  my  hands  for 
quite  a  year,  and  very 
soon  after  wearing  your 
rin^  I  could  do  so  quite 
easily." 


Mr.  A.  G.  TuTT,  of  OakfieM, 
Ryde,  LW.,  writes:  "Four 
years  ago  I  had  a  very  lx«d 
attack  of  Rheumatic  Fever,  and 
afterwards  suffered  agonie>  from 
Rheumatism,  no  doctor  being 
able  to  do  me  the  slightest  cood. 
Six  months  ago  1  purchased 
one  of  your  '  VeriLos '  Rings, 
and  from  that  time  1  ha\*e  not 
fell  the  slightest  pain.  V-ni 
are  quite  at  liberty  to  use  this 
letter  if  you  desire." 


The  above  unsolicited  testimonials  are  published  to  convince  every  reader  of  the  curative  powers  of 
this  Ring:.  We  have  received  thousands  of  similar  letters  which  can  be  seen  at  our  Establishment.  More 
than  half  of  the  hu|;e  number  of  "Veritas'*  Rlnf^s  sold  are  purchased  purely  from  recommendation.  These 
handsome  rlni^s,  which   are    Engrllsh  made,    will   last  a  lifetime,   and  should  be  worn  by  all  non- sufferers. 


A    SPECIAL    TRIAL    OFFER. 

In  order  to  make  the  ♦•Veritas"  Ring  more  widely  known  we  are  giving  a  large  quantity  away. 

UfRITC      IIQ     Tn.nAV     AND    WE     WILL    SEND     YOU     A    SIZE    CARD.     BOOKLET,     AND     FULL 
ft  111  I  C      UO      III    UMl      PARTICULARS    OF    OUR    TRIAL    OFFER. 

The     "VKRITA8"     RiNQ    can     be     obtained     at     meet     Chemlete, 
pricee  5/6*  7  6,   In    a^old    cased;   or   15/-   and    21/-,    in  I5ct.  quality. 

WAR$ii9tO .—To  protect  you  against  buying  cheap  imitations,  insist  on  seeing  this  Trade  Mark  on  every  Ring.  (^J^J^ 

M  BRITISH  RING  SYHDICATE,  Bept.  2,  86,  New  Street,  BIRMINCHAM. 
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The  removal  of  the 
headquarters  of  the 
Smith  Premier 
Typewriter  Ca 
to  their 

NEW  AND 

COMMODIOUS 

BUILDING. 

Smith  Premier 
House* 

6  &  7,  Queen  St 
ciieapside, 
London,  e.c 

has  been  rendered 
necessary  by  the 
rapid  and  contin- 
uous growth  of 
the  business  due  to 
the  demand  for  the 

"World's  Best** 
Typewriter 


X^^O 


Art  Catalogu$ 
describing 
Latest  Models 
sent 
post  free 


2J 
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XKe  Most 
Deliciotis 
Bc^eoii  in 
tKe  World: 


'PERFECTION'  BACON 

Dispatched    Dainty   and    Fresh  by  Parcels  Post  or 
Passensrer  Train  immediateiy  on  receipt  of  order. 


GT.  BRITAIN  If  IRELAND. 

PRICES.  CARRIAGE  PAID  — 

'PERFEOTiOM'  BAOOMm 

121b.  SmoKed  or  UnsmoKed  for   10/6 
61b.  t%  ft  ff  M        5/6 

'PERPEOTiOM'    HAMS, 

121b.  SmoKed  or  UnsmoKed  for  10/6 
61b.  tt  ft  ••  ff        5/6 

'PERFEOTtOM'   ROLL  BAOOM, 

141b.  SmoKed  or  UnsmoKed  for  10/6 
71b.  „  M  fft  t»        5/6 


Very  few  people  are  able  to  secure  really  good 
bacon  from  their  local  dealer,  and  housewives  will 
welcome  the  opportunity  to  buy  direct  the  daintiest 
and  most  delicious  bacon  the  world  can  produce— 
*  PERFECTION'  BACON. 

Send  your  order  to-day  and  the  goods  will  be  for- 
warded to-morrow,  carriage  paid. 

Remittances— by  Postal  Order  or  Cheque 
crossed  **  United  Counties  Bank,  Ltd.*' 


THE  COLONIES  U  ABROAD. 

Residents  Abroad  will  be  delighted  to 
learn  that  they  can  now  purchase 
Bacon  of  the  highest  quality  dired  from 
the  curer  "At  Home." 

We  have  made  a  special  study  of  the  requirements 
of  our  Foreign  customers,  and  the  many  unsolicited 
testimonials  from  all  parts  of  the  World  are  convincing 
evidence  of  the  delicious,  distinctive,  aiid  inimitable 
flavour  of  *  Perfection  *  Bacon. 

Prices- (carefully  packed  and  carriage 
paid)  to  India,  West  Indies,  Malta, 
Gibraltar,  China,  Egypt,  Germany. 
France,  and  South  Africa: — 

mil.  of  'PerfKtioi'  Imi  or  Ram  for  12/- 
2IIII.         H         n         n       2i/- 


ff 


ff 


ff 


Christmas  Dainties. 

We   are   preparing   some   delightful    Christmas 
Hampers.     Shall  we  send  you  particulars  ? 


We  wtoli  to  express  our  appreoiatlon  to  ths 
thousands  of  "Strand"  readors  who  havo 
reoommsndsd  our  goods  to  thsir  frionds. 


TBSTIMONIAUS. 

Below   are    a   few    unsolicited    testimonials    from 
many  thouMinds  received  by  us  :— 

Aberi^Av^n  ny. 

Sfttd  me  tonne  mare  of  four  deltcUme  boom,  riffhtln  named  '  Per- 
/ecUoH.'  It  addt  a  new  eett  to  life  to  eat  baeou  like  youn. 

Oolefordi   Qlo«. 

/  hape  been  recommended  by  Mr. to  mnd  to  you  for '  Perfection 

Hamt  and  Bacon.    Pleaee  tend  me  9tb.  Hmoked  for  S;«. 

W— tgat>-on  ■S#a. 

You  have  been  reeotnmended  tome  by  Mr. .  and  I  vuh  to  try 

your  '  Perfection '  Hama  and  Baton  yfUk  a  view  to  ha  vino  it  frmn  you 
regulfirly.  Kindly  eend  me  folb.  Bacon  and  ioU>.  flam.  Smoked,  for 
which  I  endoee  cheque  Jti  te. 

BuraSf  SomaililAntf. 

I  wonld  be  much  obiiged  if  you  would  tend  tne  a  tupjtlf  of  Bacon, 
the  tame  quality  and  quantity  attupptied  to  Mr.  — .  of  thte  Befnment, 

Baluchistan,   Lahore,   India. 

Kindly  tend  lOib.   'Perfection'  Bacon,  fat.  tmoked.      The  tame 
quality  at  before.    P.O.  for  it  •  endoted. 


'  GOOD   BACON"    Booklet— See  our  Booklet  "Good  Bacon" 
for    average    weight    and    description    of    the    various  pieces. 


Tho  'PorfootkNi' 


BINGHAM  &  TAYLOR,  Ltd. 

f Postal  Department),    SHEFFIELD. 
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IF    YOU    ARE    ABOUT    TO    BUY    IRON     FENOINQ,    &C.,     WRITE    TO 

JONESi 
BAYLISS 

LIMITKD, 


MM  m\^\j       J^a^G       /\D\JU  i         i 


OLVERHAMPTO 

London  Offices  and  Sbowroons: 
■39  and  141.   CANNON  ST..   E.C. 


N 


Mtn.    0/   RAILINQy   OATKS,    TRKK    QUARDft,    Ac      CATALOQUB   PRBB. 
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«iU-VIS 


^^-.^OO'S''^,    A    ^^^   simply  drop  a   id.    tablet   of  Ju-Vis  into  a  breakfast 


cup  of  boiling  water  to   make  a  most  wholesome,  delicious 


A 

)ved    by    valuable    vegetable    additions.      Tablets   sold     I  '^''f  AKFAST 

in  id.,  3id.,  and  lo^d.  sizes.  l     CUP 

r   /w-F/V,    2oz.    bottle,    %\d. ;    Aoz.,    X^cL  ;    %oz.,    1/9. 

Lkfast    Cup    for    a    Id. 


GIFT. 


This  Dainty  Stylograph  In  RIohly 
Chased  Tan  or  Black  Vuloanlte, 

Post     3/"     Pr€e. 

In  padded  presentation  box. 

Or  with  two  18-ct.  rolled 

Gold  Bands.  5/-. 


Guaranteed  to   be   of 
best  material  and  workmanship. 
Will  write  3.000  words  with  one  filling. 
[  Si««  OF  (MainaUe  <mly  /rom— 

DURIE  BROWN  &  CO.,  Ill,  PRINCES  STREET,  EDINBURGH. 


juiitless  he 
id  diTides. 
rlastingly. 

>ALI 

Use  it  : 
NoIxkIj 

CO.    (I 


FEAR'S,  Jewellers, 

The  Golden  Cupid,  BRISTOL,  Eng. 

RING  SPECIALISTS  FOR  OVER  60   YEARS. 
VALUE  A    QUALITY  GUARANTEED. 

^        .  ._  .  _  .       -.  .        .  _.    ,  gi^,  po«t  fre«. 

Fofl<n  Ordara. 


18-ct  6  Stone  Diamond 

Half- Hoop, 

from  SO-  to  £50. 


Itt-rt.  liiHiiiond  (iipdy 
Rinjts.  9inKle  or  s  8toii«i. 
from  20-  to 


AboTe  Rintrs  set  with  Rubies,  Bapphires.  Emeralds, 
Or»ftl8.  etc.,  and  Piamonds  at  leas  price. 


GRAMOPHONES 

Flnaat  Stock  of  Oramophona  and 
Zonophona    Raoorda  In  Loadon. 

Every  Machine  awl  Retard  GuaranUfd  to  he 

Perfeetly  New. 

Before  buying  a  Graroophonr  this  season  send 

for  our  catalogue  and  liHt«.    You  will  find  our 

Approval  Terms  and  6vfit«m  of  Easy  PaymenU 

wonderful  for  value. 

BIAMKEM8TEIM8.  UL,  US,  FlufcTy  htf^awt,  Ub^os.  K.C 
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Icilma:  Skin^Tone. 

SPECIAL  XMAS  OFFER. 

lalma  Natural  Water  ^"^   ^^^   preparations   made    with   it   add   to 
^_^_^^^»i.i_..».   their  marvellous  cleansmg  and  softenmg  action 

on  the  skin  the  unique  power  of  preserving  it  in  perfect  tone. 

Perfect   tone  is  perfection   itself,   and   therefore    ICILMA  only 

can  be  said  to  be  perfect  for  the  skin. 

lalma  Natural  Water  sprayed  on  the  skin,  scalp,  or  into   the   eyes 
mm^^^^mm^m^^mimm^^^,^  gives  a  sensc  of  cool  comfort  that  protects  the 

skin  from  heat,  cold,  or  age,  and  that  makes  us  feel  and  look  our  best. 

Price  i/-,  1/9.   Price  of  special  Vulcanite  Spray  to  fit  i/-  bottles,  1/9. 

Icilnia  Fluor  Cream  *^  ^  greaseless,  snowy,  deliciously- perfumed  way  of  imparting  Icilma  Natural 
^-^^.^^_^_^...  Water.     Requires  no  powder  to  hide  it,  and  leaves  a  soft,  living,  transparent 
skin  in  perfect  tone.     It  should  be  used  whenever  a  cream  is  required,  and  especially 
for  slight  redness  of  the  face  or  nose,  as  directed  in  our  circular.     Price  i/-,  1/9. 

Icilmuie  (solidified  Icilma  Water)  is  a  marvellous  skin  cleanser,  the  only  one  that  contains  no  soap, 
«■— ^  fat,  oil,  or  grease.    It  penetrates  to  the  pores,  cleunses  them  of  all  grime,  and,  when  removed 

from  the  skin,  lakes  all  the  grime  away  with  it,  leaving  the  lone  behind.      Icilmine  makes 

soap  unnecessary  and  is  a  real  luxury  in  the  bath.     Price  1/3,  4/6. 

CpVpf  A  f  nPPI^R  ^°  enable  everybody  to  obtain  our  Vulcanite  Spray,  which 
***  I-rwlllLr  Vr  r  CrIV.  should  last  for  years,  at  less  than  cost  price,  and  so  feel 
the  fullest  benelit  and  economy  from  Icilma  Water,  we  will  send,  post  free,  for  4/6 (Foreign 


postage  extra)  one  i/-  Icilma  Water,  one  i/-  Icilma  Fluor  Cream,  one  1/3  Icilmine,  and 
a  1/9  Vulcanite  Spray,  costing  with  postage  and  package  5/6,  and  we  guarantee  that  if 
within  48  hours  those  who  have  never  used  Icilma  before  do  not  feel  that  the  skin  is  in 


better  tone,  they  can  return  to  us  the  box  of  preparations,  and  we  will  return  the  4/6. 

moTE  m£w  AOOHEasi- 

ICILMA  CO^  LTD.  (Oe|rt.  SI),  14a,  Rosebery  Avenue,  LONDON,  E.C 


"JEWEL"  Fountain   Pen, 


;/- 


THIS  iS 
THE  BEST. 


FITTED  WITH    BEST  QUALITY  14-CARAT  QOLD   NIB.         IN   ALL  POINTS,   TO  SUIT  ALL  WRITERa 
FLOWS  PERFEOTLYt     WRITES  SMOOTHLY  I     ALL  USERS  ARE  PLEASED  /    Any  Pen  Matched. 
SoU   Makers:  JEWEL    PEN   OO.   (Dept.  53),    102,    P*nchurch    Street,   London,    E.O. 


WHIST,  BRIDGE,  and  SOLO  ca»j>«_pjAYBD  by 


'  TWO  PBRBON8  with 


Wrightsons  whist  STAND 


•  Patent  No.  25704). 


-^•r  Price  9  6 
net. 

I  Post  Free 
2,11. 
boxed  with 
full 
directionii. 


I 


Superior 

quality 

Polished 

Wood. 

6-; 

Poet  Free. 

5/6. 

0/  yno$t 
Firiii-ela$9 
De<ilerK  or 


" The  Captain  "  says:  "  A.  verj-  welcome  invention.  uvuerK.  w 

C.  WRIQMT80N,   Moaton  Ohapol,  STOCKPORT. 


TRELOAR 

FOR 

CARPETS 

AND 

LINOLEUMS 

Send  for   Catalofirue  and 
Coloured   Plates  of   Deslg^ns. 

yTBELOAB  &  SONS,  "C^VS^,  "^^'^ 


JN  VARIOUS  STYLES  &  SIZES^ 
JME "IDEAL  adjustable: 


The   little  gem 

7  BLADES 


T  'with 
'  »?  BLADES^ 


m  BEDSIDE  TABLESSa  ^^£20 


^RE.  WITHOUT  DOUBT THI 
'^BEST  VALUE  ON  THE  MARKEtXQfORTHg 


@ 


Safety  RAZORSBi 


\UTOSTR0P^^' 


THE  RAZOR 
OE  LUXE. 
WITH  12  BLADES. 
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PRIVATE 

mmS  GREETING  CUDS 

Write  now  for  SKOIMCN  tOOK,  post  froo. 

FASHIONABLE  and  RBFINED  DESIGNS  with 
Name.  MonogFam.  aod  AddreM.  Beautifully  Printed 
in  Gold,  post  free  from  «/-  doMin.  No  extra  charge 
for  3  letter  Monograms.  Envelope*  to  match.  Gmtit. 

CI-XZ"^r  S  of  Handoomo  OaMnots 
of  Printod  Notopapor  and  QHaran- 
tood  M-ot.  QoM  Nib  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

w^  FREE  -mm 

Full  parUculari  of  theae  and  other  Prewntationa  to 

customer!  accompany  Specimen  Book,  which  we  shall 

be  ple«aed  to  forward  you  peat  free. 

MALCOLM    E.    MCMEEKIN. 

AK  Printer. 

Dept.  8.  6  &  7.  Red  Lion  Street,  Holbom, 

London,  W.C. 


OHARMtNQ 


OMRtSTMAS   'QiFTSm 


IL 


Th*  Wortd^  ravourlt«  Musleal  Instrument. 

Wo  HoMB  should  bt  without  ona.    No  Knowledge  of  Mnaic  required. 


Special  Odlsr  to  Readers  of  "Thb  Straito  Maoaxihk." 

Campbell**  *•  Gem**  Helodeon prioa  only  0/0  I 

Campbell's  •«  HInlatare  *'  Helodeon 10/0  I 

Campbell's  ** Paragon "  Helodeon 14-1 

Campbell's  ••  Pawoarlte  **  Helodeon 10/6  I 

Cut  this  out  and  aend  P.0.0.  for  the  amount    Either  sant  carriage  I 
paid  to  any  address  in  Great  Britain.    300.000  Taatimoniali. 


Send  at  once  forCampbell's  New  BARGAIN  Price  Ust  of  all  kinds  of 
MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS:  TALKING  HACHINB8  of  every  kind 
from  6, 0  each :  also  RBCORD8  ftrom  1/-  each,  of  all  the  latett  rarietiea. 
Send  Id.  stamp  to  CAMPBRLL  9i  CO^  IK.  TrongaU.  GLASGOW. 


^ 


IHPROVBD 


Knitted  Corsets 


#»0por#  wnhoMi  Pi 

Good  Unshrtnlcable  Sanitary  Cotton  and  pure 
i  WooUan  Underclothing.    WriU  for  lUnstratcd 

I  list  free  alsoourUNBRBAK  ABLB-HBR- 

^  CUIiBB  **  CORBBTB  IN  COUTIL,  fhxn  ni. 

SampU  tua  frm.    M«ntitm  "Strmtd  MdpaaiiM.* 

IMirrroWMBT  t  CL»T11M  e^^  llg,  Um^Mi  U.  MatttBglMW. 


NO  LANCING  OR  CUTTING 

Requirad    if   you    use    tha    worid-renowned 
BURGESS'  LION  OINTMENT. 

It   has   saved  many  a  limb  from   the   kniSa. 

Cured  others  after  beinff  ffiTen  up  by  Hospitalt. 

The  Best  Remedy  for  Woukds  and  an  Skin 

Diseases.   A  Certain  curb  for  Uixbrs; 

Tumours,  abscesses.  Eczbma.  Ac 

Thousands  of  Testimonials  from  all  Parts. 

per  box,  or  post  free  for  P.O.  from 

Inn  Road,  Londc 


Sold  by  aU  Chemists,  nd.  l/U.  Ac. 
Proprietof.  E    BURGESS,  flg.  Cray's 


ndon.  Advice  gratis. 


DON'T  SNEEZE. 

You  can  at  once  get  rid  of  your  oold  bj  naing 

D"  MACKENZIE'S 

CATARRH-CURB 

Smelling  Bottle 

It  Inotantly  RELIEVES  and  OURIt 
OSLO  in  tho  NEAD,  NERVOUS  NEAD- 
AONE;  Roliovoo  NoiinUsta  In  tho 
Noad,  Hay  Fovor,  Falntnooo,  Ao. 
A  Spoolflo  for  arrootinff  INFLUENZA. 

Sold  b^  Chemists  and  Storra.     Price 
X/-  ;  or  if  unable  to  obtain, 

REFUSE  WOtTNLSSS  IMITATiONS 

and  send  14  Stamps,  and  it  will  be  scat 

post  free  from  the  Proprietors, 

IIACKENZIE'S  CURE  DEPOT.  READIIJC. 
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Pt 


KE  YOUR  OWN 
MARMALADE. 

Follow s  k  Batk's  Patent  "Ujiivbksal" 

Marmalade     Machine     renders    the 

making  of  this  delicacy  at  home  a 

pleasure. 

Saves  Time  and  Labour. 
No    More   Cut  nnffors. 

Jl  GRBAT   auCCBSSt 
THOU8AND8   IN  U8B  I 

Blic9i  Three  Oranges  a  Minute. 

Pric*   XO/. 
Nome-iiHuto  Utarmalaito  of  the 
t  QwUlty  oocts  iNMlw  2cl.  per  lb. 

'  ROWN  "  TONGUE 
"^  MEAT  PRESS 


seonomleally 

^      Ton "- 


DMiMtrlng^     Tontfa^s, 
PresBttd  Brlste^  and 
I  Cora«d  BMf  at  H< 


No.  1  (4lb.  sixe)    t/S 
Na  S  (71b.  size)  10/« 


The  Steel  Hopper  is  coated 
with  White  Glass  Enamel 


.  AnexeelientRteipeeneloaed 
wUh  eae^  maehine. 

80LO  BY   ALL  iKOJIMOXOBRa. 

WRITB   FOB   JIDDBB8B    OW 


New 
Patent 


"MAGIC 
MIXER. 

Will  quickly  and 
udly  reduce  Buttei 
and  Sugar  to  a  creanij 


CAKE 


•? 


consisteurr  for  the  sue 
cessful  making  0  ..„; 
and  delicious  CakeM. 


i  of  lighi 


Unbreakabla  8taal 

Pan.   ooated    with 

Whittt       Olasi 

Bnam«l. 

The     double     set     01 

Beaters  rotate  rapidly 

and    sweep   the   wholi 

interior  of  Pan. 


Price  7/6m 

Complttta  as 


0 


■hown. 


niii 


pS£t  "BRITISH-EMPIRE' 

KNIFE  CLEANER  < 


An   idmmi   Xmmm 

Price  12a*  6d.  complete  with  polisning 
rder,  and  packed  in  strong  box. 

MBABB8T   AOBNT. 


FOLLOWS  &  BATE,  Ltd.,  moSTISS^JS^^  oorton,  MANCHESTER. 


AtoMMeiilTSBL 


ModtU  made  to 
Scale. 


Out  British  Made  Working  Steam  Engines 


MADE     IN     BRITAIN     BY     BRITIBH     WORKMEN. 


Model    Maken   to 

tke  Admiralty  and 

the  Principal  RaH- 

way  Companiet. 

TESTED    AND    QUARANTKED. 


_8rale  M<Mlrl  of  •'Tha  Flyintf  Beotaman/*  North   BrlUah 
RsUlway  Company's  Latsst  Powsrful  Passsntfsp  Bxprsss 

Bntflnss,  with  Belpnire  Boilers,  Reversing  Gear.  etc.    LenKth  aft. 
Gauge  ill  >-2iin..  as  descHtied  below.  Price  B5-lft-0.Carrirge  Free. 


Scalf  Model  of  Caladontsm   Railway  Company's  wall- 
known  Class  909  4-Coaplad  Bxprsss  Passsntfar  Bnflnaa, 

fitted  with  iiair  inside  D.A.S.V.  Cylinden.  etc..  as  described  beluw. 
Length  2ft..  Gauga  111  -  S^in.    Pnce  B5-ft-e,  Carriage  Free. 

SPBCinCATION  or  ABOYB  BNOINBB.-Solid  Brass  Boilers  with  Watar  Tubaa,  Intamal  Plra-Boz,  Flues.  Smoke-Box. 
Whistle,  ataam  Prassara  Gangs,  Glass  Water  Gauge.  Domes.  Throttle  Valve.  Water  and  Steam  Cocks.  Rswaralntf  Lavsr  In 
Cab,  etc.    Pair  powerful  I>ouble  Action  Slide  Valve  Cylinders  with  Rawarslntf  Booantrloa,  Coupling  Rods.  CYoasheads,  Guides.  Steam 

Qflinder  Lubricators,  etc.    Raal  Bf"' " ^   .    .     -       »    •        -       «       ..^    .   .      .       «_*_...  — — ._  *_ 

Tandar    nttad    with    Cook,    ana    Dmn   v.onnecuons    u.    ._^ „    _ 

Bnam«llad.   Llnad,  and  Lsttsrad   In   1I.B.R.,  C.R. 


Bprlntfs  nttad  to  Driving  Whaals,  Spring  BuflTers,  Coupling  Chains,  etc  Spirit  Tank  In 
jid  Brass  ConnecUons  for  regulating  flow  of  .Spirits  to  Lamp.  Tha  whola  oorraoUy 
,._-^    — ^   ,-. ^    ._»-,::• _^  ^.•N.W.R.  Colonra. 


Scale  Model  of  London  A  NoKh- Wastsrn  Railway  famons 
f-Couplsd  Passangsr  Exprsss  Bntflnas,  JubUss  Class, 
fitted  with  Water  Tubes,  et^..  as  describo.1  aWe.  Length  2ft, 
Gauge  III  -  2iin.    Pnce  B5-6-e,  Carriage  Free. 


of  Caladonlan   Railway  lataat  0-Coaplad 

jsantfar  Bntflnss,  Nos.  10  and  60  Class.   Boiler 

fitieti  with  Water  Tulies.  etc.    I/ength  about  21ft,  Gauge  III  «•  2iin. 


Prii-e  Be-10-6,  Carriage  Free. 
NOTE,— Above   Modela   can  only  be    bad    from   as.     Tbey  run   backward  or  forward, 
atraigbt   or   circular,   Revening  Lever  fitted  la   Cab,    aad   are    tested    aader   steam. 


Our  BpaolsU  Strong  Tin  Ralla  for  a>»ove.  with  Connecting 
Links,  etc..  81ft.  diameter  circles.  10/-.  Special  straight  Rails,  «/- 
per  dozen  feet.  Carriiige  Fret. 

JUST  OUT.  Nsw  **  Non-RusUntf  *"  Corrsot  Bactlon 
atsal  Ralls,  supplied  in  .tft.  lengths,  with  12  Chairs  bore«l  for 
Sleepers  and  Fishplates,  complete,  price  10/6  per  doxen  3fl.  lengths. 
Specially  prepared  Wood  Sleeper*.  7,6  per  gross. 

CLYDE  MODEL  DOCIYMD  t  ENGIIIE  DEPOT, 


Send  toKlay  for  Our  Spaolal  Illuatratad  Catalofna  of  above 
and  Engines  of  all  kinds.  Racing  Steambonta.  Elect  He  Torpedo 
Boats.  Clyde- Built  Racing  Yarhta,  Rails.  Signals.  Points.  Stations. 
Coaches.  Trucks  and  all  Rolling  Stock.  Correct  T>esi)fn  and  Colours 

I  of  the  Principal  Railway  Companies.  Electric  Launch  Motors. 
Dynamos.  Electrical  and  Scientific  Novelties  and  Inventions.  Fraa 

I  on  receipt  of  stamp  for  postage  to  Strand  readers. 

E^l^rJ^^^U  Vm  MUDE,  BLMBOW,  5C0TUND. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


48 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


■^m 


THE  ELECTRI 
IS  POPUL 

As   Pleasant    as    it  is 


It  is  grand  to  put  on  an  electric  battery  while  lying  down  resting,  and  feel  its  exhilarating 

influence  in  ever>r  nerve  and  muscle.     There  is  no  inconvenience  attached  to  it  in  any  way.     One 

hour  s  daily  application  is  sufficient.      There  is  not  the  slightest  shock  or  irritation,  but  a  gentle, 

soothing  warmth  that  goes  direct  to  the  nerve  centres.     That  kind  of  electricity  cures,  and  the  cure  it 

gives  is  permanent. 

People  will  sometimes  try  an  ordinary  battery  (made,  no  doubt,  for  commercial  purposes)  or  a  shocking 
current  which  irritates  the  nerves^  and  conclude  that  electricity  is  not  suitable.     It  will  not  do  any  good  in 
that  form.     The  current  must  be  given  without  shock— without  irritation  of  any  kind— and  in  this  way  the  very 
weakest  individuals  dan  be  built  up. 

No  prrson  is  too  weak  to  use  electricity.     In  such  cases  a  longer  building-up  process  is  required.     Bu 

results  are  just  as  certain  as  water  is  to  extinguish  a  fire  when  applied  in  suflicient  quantities.     If  a  proper  ba 

is  used  it  is  possible  to  apply  a  very  strong  current,  free  from  all  inconveniences. 

How  much  more  pleasant  it  is  to  be  cur^  in  this  way,  while  resting,  than  to  be  pouring  medicine  into  the  po 

weakened  stomach  until  it  is  impossible  to  do  vrithout  it.     This  drug  habit  grows  on  one  like  the  whisky  habit 

and  no  wonder,  as  alcohol  forms  the  chief  ingredient  of  many  preparations.     It  is  simply  adding 

more  poison  to  the  weakened  organs.     Why  not  stop  it  ? 

Rheumatic  sufferers ;  those  crippled  with  Lumbago,  Sciatica,  or  Gout ;  the  victim  of  weakened 
stomach,  kidneys,  liver,  bowels,  or  bladder;  the  person  with  the  shattered  nervous  sjrstem 
and  suffering  from  Paralysis,  Epilepsy,  Neurasthenia,  Insomnia,  Neuralgia,  or  Heart  Trouble, 
should  seek  a  restoration  of  health  in  Ihe  electric  cure.  Don't  say,  "  It  might  not  do  me  any  g«xxL" 
It  will  do  you  good  if  you  resort  to  the  right  means.     It  will  cure  you. 

There  is  a  Dook  for  free  distribution  among  all  readers  of  this  Magazine,  which  covers  this  subje 
fully.    You  should  not  be  without  it  if  you  are  not  in  possession  of  perfect  health. 
It  tells  the  cause  of  weakness  and  disease,  and  how  a  cure  can  be  had.     It     ^v 


1 


notainea  manr  ipeav  ana  nicnij-pnxea  recipea.     

recipes  have  also  been  coatribaled  by  soms  of  uie  deTcresi 
oooks  and  ch«b  of  the  day.  This  Oabfnet.  which  may 
be  termed  a 


Cookery  Card  Diary 


conUins  60  artistically  printed  cards,  each  bearinf  a  recipe, 
the  most  valuable  and  selector  its  kind.    It  Ir ''^ 


index  arrangement,  by  which  any  canl  can  be  instantly 
foun(L  Tbere  is  also  a  compartoiMit  for  each  day  in  the 
week,  so  that  the  menu,  or  dishes,  msy  be  amagcMl  for 
one  or  more  days  ahead.    To  the  lady,  it  is  thus 


Indispensable 

in  Arranging  Dishes 

for  the  cook,  and  is  really  equally  nsefut  fbr  mistress  and 
cook.  It  also  records  the  date  each  dish  is  made.  BUnk 
cards  are  supplied  for  ladies'  own  special  recipea  This 
tastefully  <i««{imed,  convenient,  and  compact  CVibinet,  with 
its  novel  and  perfect  index  arrangement,  containing  the 
cream  of  cookery  recipes,  is  really  indispensahle  to  the 
anxious  hostess,  who  desires  to  put  before  her  guests  the 
most  moderu,  dainty,  and  inviting  dishes.  It  would  make  in 

Ideal  Xmas  Present. 

The  prioe  to  only  2/6 ;  per  parcel  poet,  f /9. 

Four  special  cards,  each  containing  a  vaJu4MhU  rea'^t,  sent 
on  receipt  of  thrte  stmmps. 


THE  IN8TANTA  CABINET  CO., 

103,  station  Street,  Birmingham. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


49 


BY  THIS 
SIGN   YOU 
MAY   KNOW 
AND 


CAN   FIND 
SINGER 
SHOPS   IN 
EVERY   CITY 


{ 


The  Hand  that  Guides  the  Singer,  C 

Wherever  homes  and  family  life  have  been  esublished—  there  you  will 
the  Singer  Sewing  Machine.  During  forty  years  the  Singer's  supremac 
there  are  more  Singer  and  Wheeler  A  Wilson  Sewing  Machines  sold  e 
Sowing  Machines  combined.    The  very  latest  Sewing  Machine  is  the 


SINGER  "66 


It  is  absolutely  t 
Lockstitch  Sevi 
bearings,  and  is 
able  Golden  O: 
made  in  a  British  factory  and  sold  direct  from  Maker  to  User 

Walk  richt  into  Um  naarMt  Sumtot  Shop  and  aak  to  m«  the  World's  I 

A  Post  Card  addressed  to  a  Singer  Shop  in  anj^Town  will  i 

SINGER    SEWING    MACHINE 


\ 
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RUPTURE 


CUREU ! 

Do  You  See  this  Bricklayer  Closing 
up  the  Opening  in  that  Wall  ? 


.TT'/T 


— r-^--  That   is   the 

way    we    cure 

Rupture.       By 

filling    in     the 

I  opening     with 

";  '  n  e^        and 

7  r  stronger  tissue. 

A  rupture  is 

simply  a  break 

in  a  wall — the 

wall  of  muscle  that  protects  the  bowels  and 

other  internal  organs. 

It  is  just  as  easy  to  cure  a  wound  or  break 
in  this  muscle  as  one  in  the  arm  or  hand. 

Now  this  break  may  be  no  larger  than 
the  tip  of  your  finger. 

But  it  is  large  enough  to  allow  part  of  the 
intestines  to  crowd  through.  Of  course,  this 
cannot  heal  unless  nature  is  assisted. 

That  is  just  what  our  Method  does.  It 
enables  you  to  retain  the  protrusion  inside 
the  wall  in  its  proper  place. 

Then  we  give  you  a  Developing  Lymphol 
to  apply  on  the  rupture  opening.  This 
penetrates  thj-ough  the  skin  to  the  edges  of 
the  opening  and  removes  the  hard  ring 
which  has  formed  around  the  break. 

Then  the  healing  process  begins.  Nature, 
no  longer  handicapped  by  the  protruding 
bowel  and  hardened  ring  at  the  opening, 
and  stimulated  by  the  action  of  the 
Lymphol,  throws  out  her  supply  of  lymph, 
and  the  opening  is  again  filled  with 
new  muscle. 

Isn't  this  simple?  Isn't  it  reasonable \ 
We  have  proven  its  merits  in  thousands  of 
cases.  We  will  prove  it  to  any  ruptured 
person  who  will  send  us  his  name. 

Simply  write  us  and  we  will  post  yoi 
a  free  sample  treatment  of  the  Developing 
Lymphol  and  a  finely  illustrated  book  on 
The  Nature  and  Cure  of  Rupture.  Do  not 
send  any  money.  Just  your  name  and 
address. 

WM.  S.  RICE,  R.S.,  Ltd. 

(SPECIALISTS), 

(lle|rt.BTi),  i  I  i,  STOIECUnEII  8T.,L0>fl0l,E.C 


CAM BUS 

'    PATENTSTIIL    ' 


A 

Fasdmitlng 
Stimulant. 


Doctors 

Recomme 

it. 


Cambus  is  a  beverage 
of  health  and  anima 
tion.  Guaranteed  i 
years  old,  in  wooc 
before  being  bottled 
Famed  for  60  yean 
as  a  Patent  Still  (noi 
Pot      Still)    Whisky, 


\l&L 


Tf^M'iM'f'lKUBk 
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TbeCmi 
Service 


Large  numbers  of  highly 
lucrative  and  permanent  pod- 
tioos  are  offered  to  competitioa 
for  yoathf  and  ywxng  ladiet 
every  year.  Amongst  the 
many  advantages  of  these 
positions  are  the  short  hours, 
the  long  holidays,  the  light 
and  pleasant  duties,  the  pen- 
sions at  end  of  service,  and  the 
marriage  bonuses  to  ladies. 

Clark's  College  students  bold 
practically  a  monopoly  of  the 
ladies*  appointments  and  gain 
the  highest  positions  in  those 
for  youths.  In  all  we  have 
gained 

Otfer   25M0 
Successes 

including  appointments  in  the 
War  Office.  Board  of  Educa- 
lion.  Admiralty.  Taxes.  Excise. 
Customs.  G.P.O.,  and  all  other 
departments  of  the  Service. 

For  full  particulars 
of  these  splendid  posi- 
tions write  for  our 
free  illustrated  Pros- 
pectus A. 

Advioe  and 
Consultations  Free 


<^' 


DAY  AND 
EVENING  CLASSES. 


Business 
Houses 


Although  we  have  over 
3,000  students  in  training,  we 
cannot  fill  all  the  posts  otfered 
to  us  by  busincM  firms.  We 
teach  all  business  subiects  by 
day  and  evening  classes  and 
through  the  post,  direct  to  the 
home,  and  find  positionT  for  all 
finished  students  in  Banks, 
Insurance  Offices,  and  Business 
Houses. 

There  are  magnificent  oppor- 
tunities to-day  for  those  who 
take  advanUge  of  them  by 
undergoing  special  training. 
We  iiave  secured  for  our 
students  in  all 

Over  25,000 
Appointments 

b  Banks.  Business  Houses, 
and  Insurance  Offices  after 
courses  of  training  in  Shorthand, 
Tjrpewriting.  Bookkeeping. 
Languages,  etc.  Situations 
vacant  daily. 

For  full  particulars 
of  these  reliable  posts 
write  for  our  free  illus- 
trated   Prospectus   B. 

Advloe  and 
Consultations  Free 


TUITION  BY  POST 
DIRECT  TO  THE  HOME. 
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CURE    YOURSELF    OF 


II  I 


Tl 


{ 


I    Will    Tell    You    How 

And  Send  You   the    Remedy 


My  combination  treatment  cures,  not  merely  relieves  but  actually  cures,  cases  of  RheumAtlsmy  CklUt  AfMf  Sciaf^ieaa 

This  is  not  fiction,  but  a  pure  statement  of  fact,  as  many  thousands  of  people  will  testify. 
The  Sunday  CircU,  in  a  recent  issue,  published  the  following  : 

<A    RELIABLE    TOMIOm 

"  It  is  very  necessary  nowadays  to  know  whether  cures  advertised  are  harmless  and  genuine.^  There 
is  no  room  for  doubt  on  these  points  in  regard  to  the  Qlorl*  Tonic  for  Rheumatism,  Sciatica,  etc 
In  a  rei.ent  number  of  Health,  it  was  stated  that  the  QloriA  ToniC  had  been  tested,  and  was 
found  to  contain  no  ingredients  harmful  in  the  action.  It  was  also  found  to  be  a  specific  of  great 
valu  ,  that  has  effected  a  very  great  number  of  remarkable  cures." 

This,  oi  cour>e,  speaks  for  itself. 

The  numerous  •O-CAlled  remedies  offered  to  the  public,  through  the  medium  of  the  newspapers,  have  absolutely  killed 
all   confidence ;    therefore,   in   order   to    make    my  genuine    remedy   more    generally  known,   I    hAVe    dOClClOtf    tO 
AWAy  A  lWLr%9  quantity  so  that  everybody  can  test  for  themselves  the  truth  of  my  statements. 

>ly  combination  treatment  consists  of: 


/ 


GLORIA  BALM 


Which  Instantly 
Relieves  Pain. 


6L0RIA  PILLS  ; 

Which   Purify  the   Blood 

and  Invigorate  the 

Whole  System. 


/*^**>^»%«— *—><*i»>i» 


»^«fc»K.j^^..^J»^i^^%^»^ 


^  I  Gloria  Tp^k 


or^LM  9smic  Ac/a  ^nm^MTS^ 


Fheumsitnm  and^out 


/ 


f  &i^» 


jmjtti  trm  ^'^^fnkfjf^r/Mc  ^mmwtTm  ¥  m  stmt     iti 


.OVAO>/'  X-C  'f  1 


GLORIA  TONIC 
TABLETS 

Which  Effect  a  Complete 
and     Permanent     C  u  re. 


It  must  be  (luitc  paljKible  to  every  thinking  man  and  woman  that  no  one  medicine  can  perform  the  functions  of  these 
three.  Some  hniments  may  relit- ve  the  p.iiii  tempor.irily,  hut  they  do  not  CUro.  Likewise,  there  are  mternal  »«?»«««« 
which  allevi^te  the  disease  aficr  some  time  has  elapsed,  I >m  the  agony  is  n.ore  acute  whilst  the  medicme  is  operating.  Witii  my 
treatment  pain  is  Inllet'.  In^n^ediately  it  makes  itself  evident,  and  onset^uentlv  there  is  no  need  for  you  tosuflcr  whilst  the 
« lire  is  ])eins  effected.  Htviny  \>^vn  aited  mvsclf  uhcn  I  was  pia«ti(ally  m  a  hopeless  condition:  pronounced  incurahle  by 
^••veraUUKtors ;  an. i  after  spending  a  fortune  upon  all  sorts  of  useless  remedies,  I  speak  from  personal  .ind  never-to-bc-torgotten 
•'N|)crien<e,  and  with  feelings  of  jir.aitiide  t)  the  merciful  providence  which  put  me  in  the  way  of  obtaining  the  recipes  lor  these 
three  truly  wonderful   n^edicinee.  ,  .  .      . 

I  <  .ir-1.  vtly  .-isk  every  Rheumatic  StiflTercr  t  .  obtain  a  free  supply  of  this  medicine  at  once.  Simply  send  a  postcarQ  request, 
.u.i'  a  ^i:(iply  will  reach  you  in  less  than  s  /nours.     Address  — 

JOHN  A.  SMITH,  110,  Bangor  House,  Shoo  Lane,  London,  LC. 
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lique  and  light  diet  for  Invalids  and  Dyspeptics. 

is  very  sustaining  and  nourishing,  is  readily  taken  by  those  who 
;  digest  cow's  milk,  and  is  especially  useful  for  the  aged.  It  can 
le  in  a  minute,  the  addition  of  boiling  water  only  being  necessary, 
rini  at  1/6  and  8/-  of  Chemists,  fto*    A  large  sample  sent  for  8  penny  itampc 

EN  &  HANBURYSLtd.,37,  Lombard  St.,  LONDON. 
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PRIVATE 

IMIS  GREnilG  CURDS 

Write  now  for  SPCOIMEN  BOOK,  post  freo. 

FASHIONABLE  and  REPINED  DESIGNS  with 
Name,  Monogram,  and  Addrew.  Beautifully  Printed 
in  Gold,  post  free  from  2/-  doien.  No  extra  chajge 
for  S  letter  Monograms.  Envelope*  to  match,  Gratia. 


Csl-...^   -. 

Of  Printed   Notepapor  and  Quaran- 

teod  M^rt.  Gold  Nib  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

Wm-   FREE  -Ml 

Pull  particulars  of  the«j  and  other  PrewnUtioni  t» 

customers  accompany  Specimen  Book,  which  we  shall 

be  pleased  to  forward  you  post  free. 

MALCOLM    E.    MCMEEKIN. 

Art  PrintM, 

Dept.  8,  6  &  7.  Red  Lion  Street,  Holborn, 

London,  W.C. 


OHMRMIHQ 


CHRISTMAS 

'  '     -"  /idt 


aim. 


si 


The  WoHd%  Favourite  Musical  Instrument. 

No  Horn  should  ba  without  ona.    No  Knowledge  of  Mnsic  required. 


Special  Offer  to  Readers  of  "  Thb  Btkavd  Maoazink." 
I  CanpbelPs  **0«Ri'*  HelodeoB pricaoDly  6/9 

Campb«]l'a  ••  Hlnlator*  **  Helodeon 10/9 

I  Campb«ira  **  ParMon  '*  Melodeon  14^- 

CampbelPs  •« Favourite'*  Helodeon 16/6 

I  Cut  this  out  and  send  P. 0.0.  for  the  amount.    Either  sent  carriage 
I  paid  to  any  addrees  in  Great  Britain.    300,000  TeatimonlaU. 


Send  atonca  for  Campbell's  New  BARGAIN  Price  List  of  all  kinds  of 
MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS:TALKINO  HACHINMBof everrkind 
from6/Oeaeh  :alsoRBCORDB  from  l/-aach,  ofall  the  latent  Taneties. 
Send  Id.  stamp  to  CAMPBBLL  A  COm  H*.  Trongate.  OtiABGOW. 


SAHDEl  PEACH  8  SONS'1 
USEFUL  XMAS  GIFTS 

Lace  Curtains,  French  and  Swiss  Curtains  ctc^ 
Blinds.  Cretonnes,  Tapestries,  Serge  a  ;  aiso 
Winter  Stocks  of  Down  Quilts.  Howfiioid 
Linens,  Blankets,  Flannelettes,  etc  Aafc 
for  Patterns  Free.  Direct  Loooi  Prices. 
Direct  Saving.  The  Catalogue,  N«x  iia,  shows 
400  Illustrations  of  ideal  Rome  *" 
ShaU  we  send  it? 


Lot  335»--RBCORD  HOUSEHOLD  BALE, 
containing  i  full-slze  handsome  White  H« 
comb  Quilt,  new  diagonal  design,  fringed ;    1    peir 
White  Witney  BUnkets,  of  good  si/e,  beautiful  soft 


texture,  well  finished,  whipped  singly; 
Cotton  Sheets,  ready  hemmed,  full  size,  very  durable  ; 
I  pair  Reliable  Pillow  Cases,  made  to  button ;  i  mt/t 
Toilet  Covers,  one  ^sin.  long,  and  5  smaller  mats ; 
I  Turkish  Towel,  absorbent,  good  wearing  quality. 
A  IVlarvellous  Bale  of  goods.  Will  give  yom 
every  satisfaction,  aa/6  toe  Bale,  Carriage  l^^ee. 

SAMUEL  PEACH  &  80N8» 
The    Loomsp    NOTTINQHAM. 

Established  1^. 


\ 


IMPROVED 


Knitted  Corsets 


Smm^ntFi  wMhoui  Pfmmmrmm 

Qood  UnahrlBluble  Sanitaxy  Ootton  and  pan 
d  Woollen  Underclothinf.    Wrtto  Ibr   lUustntal 

I  list  free  alao  our  U  NBRB AK ABI.B  -  HBR- 

1  CULBB  •*  OORBBTB  IN  COOTU.,  tm  llL 

SampU  UMi  /r$*.  MmtUm  "Strnnd  Mmvamm.' 
KWITTBPCOKgCT  it  ClOTHHC  O..  118.  Mssiiel^  EC.  leitiagtM. 


NO  LANCING  OR  CUmm 


TRADC 


Required    if 

BUROBSS'  LION  OINTMENT. 

It  has  saved  many  a  limb  fitm  tba  kafe 
Cured  others  af^  bein£ giTcn  up  by  Rospiuh. 
The  BosT  Rbmhoy  for  Wounds  andaB  Scat 
DiSBASRS.    A  Ckrtain  CURB  far  ULCSX& 

Tumours,  abscbssrs,  eczsma.  ate 

Thousands  of  Testtmonkds  from  aD  Pam. 
Sold  by  all  Chemists,  7id..  I/I4.  Ac  per  bos,  or  post  free  for  P.a  frae 
Proprietor.  E    BURGESS.  89.  Cray't  Inn  Road.  Loodoo.  Adrioe  graciL 


DON'T  SNEEZE. 

Yon  can  at  onoe  gat  rid  nf  your  odd  by  oaiac 

D"  MACKENZIE'S 

CATARRH.CURB 

Smelling  Settle 

It  Inatantly  REUEVIt  and  OVKt 
GOLD  In  tha  NEAO.  NERVeVt  NEAB- 
AOHE;   Reilavas  Neuralgia  In  the 


A  Spedflo  for  arreatlnff  INPIOEIIZA 

Sold  b]r  Chembts  and  Stores.    Price 
i/-  ;  or  if  unable  to  obtain, 

REFUSE  WORTNLEtS  IMiTATMIIt 

and  send  14  Stamps,  and  it  will  be  seat 
post  free  from  the  Proprietors, 

MACKENZIE'S  CURE  DEPOT,  BE/UWIC. 
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EttabUakid  lim. 
MotUU  made  to 


Ouf  British  Made  Wor king  Steam  Engines 


Moda    Haters   to 

the  AdmimUy  and 

the  Principal  Rati- 

way  Companiee. 


MADE     IN     BRITAIN     BY     BRITISH     WORKMEN.      TK8TKD    AND    QUARANTUD. 


_ Scale  MMJel  of  ••Th*  PljrlBtf  Beotsnan,**  North   British 
r'a  Latest  Powarfol  Pasasagsr  Bxprsss 


Railway  Coinpanjr*i 

■nflnas.  with  Belpaire  Boiler^  Reversing  Gear.  etc.    Length  '2ft. 
Gauge  Ul  -2|in..  a«  de8cril>ed  below.  Price  iU-16-e,0aiTirge  free. 

■PSCIFICATIOli  or  ABOVa  BNOIliBB.-Solid  Bran  Boilers  with  Watar  Tnbas,  Intamal  Flra-Box,  Flues.  Smoke-Box, 


Scale  Model  of  Caladonlan   Railway  Company**  wall- 
known  Clam  009  4-Coaplad  Bxpraas  Pasaangar  Bntflnas, 

fitted  with  |)air  inside  D.A.8.V.  Cylinden.  etc..  as  described  below. 
Loigth  2ft..  Gauge  III  =  2iin.    Price  A5-6-e,  Carriage  Free. 


Whistle.  Btaam  Prasaura  Oauga,  Glass  Water  Gauge,  DonoM.  Throttle  Valre,  Water  and  Steain  Cocks,  Rav'aralng  Lavar  In 
Cab.  etc    Pair  powerful  Iiouble  Action  Slide  Valre  Cylinders  with  Ravaralnjf  Beoantrloa,  CoupUng  .K«>^>>>''^t>«^2!?'.iS?^'!£?-J!!.'^? 


Crlinder  Lubricators,  etc.    Raal  Bprlnga  fittad  to  Driving  Whaala,  Spring  Bulf 

Tandar    fittad    with    Cook,    and    Brass    Connections    for    regulating    flow    of    Snj 

Bnamollad.  Llnad,  and  Lattarad  in   1I.B.R.,  C.R.,  and 


ITers,  Coupling  Chains,  etc.    Spirit  Tank  In 
iritf    to    Lamp.     Tha    whola    oorraotly 
I«.*M.W.R.   Coloora. 


Scale  Model  of  London  A  North- Waatam  Railway  famoaa 


«-Coaplad  Pasaangar  Exprasa  Bnglnaa.  Jubllaa  Claaa, 

fitted  with   Water  J^W .et^..  as  dewrib^  abor*-.    Length  2ft, 


Scale  Model  of  Caladonlan   Railway  latast  6-Coaplad 
■apraaa  Paaaangar  Bnglnaa,  Noa.  49  and  50  Claaa.    Boiler 

nVnM  Tft  -  oiin'  PH«ri«  k  'ji~7V::r  ::i^l^"^"*    ••"  ""~*      *'"^  ^^^^  water  Tu»>e«,  etc.    length  atiout  2lfL,  Gaujic  III  -  2iiiL 

Gauge  III  -  2|in.    Price  A5-6-e,  Carriage  Free.  p^.-e  A6-10-6,  Carriage  Free. 

NOTE,— Above   ModelM  can  only  be    bad    from   um.     Tbey  run   backward  or  forward, 
atralgbt   or   circular,   Reveraing  Lever  fitted  la   Cab,    and   are    tested   under   ateam. 


Oar  Bpaolal  Strong  Tin  Ralla  for  ahove.  with  Connecting  I 
links,  etc..  S^t.  diameter  circles.  10;-.  Special  straight  Rails.  4/-  | 
per  dosen  feet.  Carriage  Free. 

JUST    OUT.     Maw  **  Mon-Rnatlng"  Corraot  Baotlon 

■taal  Ralla,  supplieil  in  »ft.   lengths,  with  12  Chairs  bored  for  , 

ai  .  „,  -^  ,|n^^  complete,  price  10/6  per  dozen  3ft  lengths.  I 


Sleepers  and  Fisbpl _, .- 

Specially  prepared  Wood  Sleeper*.  Ii9  per  gross. 

GiriE  MOBEl  lOCIYMI  S  ERBME  lErOT, 


ilal  Illaatratad  Catalogua  of  alcove 

and  Engines  of  all  kinds.  Racing  Steamboats.  Electric  Toriiedo 
Boat*.  Clvde- Built  Racine  Yachts.  Rails,  Signnln.  Point*.  Stations. 
Coaches,  Trucks  and  all  Rolling  Stock.  Correct  Dcnign  nnd  Colours 
of  the  Prindiwl  Railway  Companies.  Electric  launch  Motors, 
DynamoA,  Electrical  and  Sdentiflc  Norelties  and  Inventions.  Fraa 
on  receipt  of  stamp  for  postage  to  SraAXD  readers. 


Model  Yacht  Builder^, 
Engineers  and  Hectririana, 


UGYIL  MCUE.  6USGIIW,  8C0TUR0. 
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In  these  days 

appearance  is  everything ; 
smartness  and  neatness  in 
dress  is  now  an  essential  to 
every  man.  Well  pressed 
and  stretched  trousers  go  a 
long  way  towards  giving  one 
a     smart    appearance,     and 

Watts'  ''National" 
Patent  Trousers  Press, 

with  Automatic  Stretcher,  will 

do  this  to   perfection.  The  "Patient." 


They  crease  and  stretch  the  trousers  * 
and  take  out  unsightly  bagginess  at  the 
knees,  so  that  they  hang  as  well  as 
when  first  received  from  the  tailor. 
Moreover,  through  their  use  trousers 
last  twice  as  long,  effecting  a  consider^ 
able  saving  in  tailors'  bills. 


Dootor.' 


OF 


Price  21/-  Complete. 
ALL    TAILORS  A  OUTFITTERS. 

Carriage  Paid  to  any  address  in  the 
United  Kingdom. 


Presses  at  all  prices  ranging  from  10/6 
upwards.  Send  for  Illustrated  Booklet  1 , 
"Concerning  Trousers   Presses/'  to —      The 


JOHN  WATTS,  LambeH  Works,  Sheffield. 


A  WATTS  PRESS— NO  OTHER! 


Smoking  Comfbrt 
forXmas 


MASTA 

PIPE' 


—the  pipe  of  perfect  coiMtruction.  lU  double  chambera  en- 
sure A  pure,  iweet  imoke  at  all  times,  and  make  it  impowiVde 
for  nicotine  to  enter  mouth  or  pip^-TmwL  2/6*  4  -,  S/6t 
•/-f  and  upwarda.  Krenr  pipe  fuaranteed.  Ofalltobacconiata. 
5  u«  If  any  difflculty  in  o" ' 


Write 


\  obtaining. 


HINTS  TO  8M0KER8,  FREE. 

Otin^  book.  "Ponm  on  Pipri.''  fbll  of  useful  tips,  wuA 
you  rail  on  receipt  of  a  postcard. 

Dept.  a,  MASTA  PIPE  CO.,  158,  Fleet  St ,  London,  E.C^ 


Can   You   Strop 
a    Razor  ? 

I 

The 

AUTOMATIC  STROPPER 


strop.  It's  the  bugbear  of  s 
men  to  the  barber — it  even  ma 
razors — sometimes. 


NUTSHI 


your  razor  is  perfectly  set.  Wt 
absolutely  efficient,  beautiful 
Something  new  as  a  prize  for 
for  Ohr.etnuit.  Price  H/O— i 
within  lo  days.     Of  high-class  < 

K  RHEINBERQ  A   00.,  32,  ti 

Free  Booklet :  "  Modem  Mt 


"SUPERB"  POSTALLY  USED  SETS 

NortheiB  Nigeria  (King,  single  CA  watermark),  id..  Id^ 
ad.,24d.,  fid..  6d..  ]/•,  and  %%,  net  7- ;  ditto  imultiple 
watermark),  without  24d.  ^-alue.  set  4/9.  Eaat  Afrum 
and  Uganda  (King),  i  1.  2.  2i.  3.  4.  8  annaa.  1  and  3 
nipees.  set  (V-  Southern  Nigeria  <KingK  4d.,  id..  3d.. 
2H.  3d..  4d..  6d..  1  -.  and  £«.  net  •!«.  L«go«  (King),  \A.. 
ld..9d.,2id.  Sd..6d..  1/ . and  aft,  set  5-.  Uong-Kong  (King).  Ic.ar.. 
4c..  6c..  «c..  10c..  iSc..  aoc.,  30c..  flOr.,  and  1  dollar,  at  Price  list  tt*^ 
Old  Knglisb.  African,  West  Indian,  and   collectiona   porchaaed. 

Beit  market  pricespaid. 

JAMBS  RHODMiT  ea.  M>rt»t  ■tr— t.  MAMCMO TM«. 


CARTOONS  by  "F.C.G. 

{^Sir  F,   Carrnth^rs  Goulds, 


Short  stories. 
Literary  Articles. 
Problems  and  Prizes. 
Interviews  with 

Public  Men. 


Book  Reviews. 
Nature  and  Science* 
Survey  of  the  Week. 
Dress,  Pastimes, 

ccC»,  wC« 


Mf    mmtmm 


o/    th9    Fmmii 
Wmmk  tn  thm 


'»#*••    Ewmry 


Saturday 
Westminster 

Weekiy  Edition,  "WeBiminster  Gazette." 

Price  One  Penny  (x6  pages),  of  News- 
agents and  Bookstalls,  or  delivered  with 
the  early  morning  mails  on  Saturday, 
post  free  from  the  Publisher,  ijd.  a  week. 

Offices : 

TUDOR  STREET,  LONDON,  EX. 
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I 


"SYSTEM" 
L  GOODS 

keep  the  ideas   of   the 
thinkers     at    YOUR 


1  make  the  utmofi  value 
inute  of  YOUR  time  I 

I  DEVELOP  YOUR 
[SM  1 

'&"GARDEX" 

0  all  thif.  They  have  been 
iie  great  "publiu,"  and  there 
iaai— uMn,  woman,  or  child— 
3  adapted  and  effect  a  aavlag 

tie  than  tini«  and  IdMtt  ? 

8AVK    BOTH, 

tiat  the  outlay  is  recouped  In 

le  complete  outfits  cost  only 
se.     Our  fuller  arguments  arv 


K 


liiikvn  and  PaienUn— 

I  IBS    M'Pa    CO., 

Itreet,  Bradford,  Cnff. 

preaco(iteyii)Knlarg1ngfiameni» 


11\eWM6l5^- 

to  drir\K-- 

JorJIeAirlvj 

c!)2).Ke 


» 


^StOTCH^WHISKY  r    11 
ROBKRTMtNISItXTaC c)J 


OUliAsriOW 


^sH    qour    7fin9    lUtrchmnr  for  n^mmpfe  • 


ATHLETIC  OUTFITTING  BY  POST. 


We  are  the  makerB  of  the  Embkc  Football,  which 
was  ■el'»ot«d  for  the  Semi-Final  and  Final  of  the 
KnRlinh  Cup  tied.  Write  for  any  or  all  of  the 
fbllowingrataloguos:  FOOTBALL,HOCKB  Y, 
GOLF,  CRICKBT,  and  CROQUBT,  and 
you  will  Bee  an  advantaffc  by  trading  with  u«. 
Poet  free  on  application  to  :— 

MKRIQOI.D    BROTHERS. 

Atulktic  Olttkitteha. 

PSBBTOM,   LAMCB^   BMOLANDt 

Telephone  So,  16  Pretion. 


Ben,  Ev 
Welsh 


For   COSTUMES. 
GENTLEMEN'S  U 
Pattens  Paat 
BEN,   EVANS  & 
SWANS! 


Interiors.     Nooka.    Cosy 


WHAT  KINO  OF 
HOUSE  WOULD 
YOU  BUILO? 

Our  Two  Books 
of  honclreds  oi 
standard  deslsna. 
plans.  &  interiors 
of  bouses  of  every 
type— from  rllla  t«» 
mansion,  will 
answer  this,  in 
iUustrationa. 

You  should  baTe 
these  books 
whether  you  ex- 
pect to  build  «- 
not.  as  tliej  will 
awaken  ideas  nercr 
beforp  imaitined 
lie.  The  bonks 
ters.     Porrbea 


possible 
Comen 


JlST     luPORTED    FKOM     AmRKUA— Qt'lTK    NeW    IftKAa   F 

FoKBioN  Orders  Postage  Extra.  ■ 

Price  of  Booka  i  Mopbrn  Dwellings  6/8  1  Both    O/A  | 

Poet  Paid      \  Uovkhh  Homes    ..      ..      *«  J  Books  *^/ w  ■ 

THB    ORBSHAH    PUBLISH IHO    CO.,  | 

^^ISS^^uthamBto^BggJJtrand^Wj^^^^J 

HEARSOM'S 
INCUBATORS 

AND 

Poster  Mothers. 

IN    ALL    THB    WORLD 
UNBQUALLBD. 


235,  Resent  St.,  LondoiH  W. 

Send  at  once  for   Illustrated    list  to 
Hole  Agents:— 

SPRATrS  PATENT  Ltd., 

M  *  SS.  FBHOHURCH  BTRBRT 
LOMDOli,  BX. 


RELIABLE 

QUALITY 

ONLY. 


PAOMORE 


Over 


5'. 


Years* 
.eputattoQ. 


BILLIARD  TABLES 

Buy  irom  thm  maimmi  Mmkmrm* 

BpaelfleailOB  z    81at«  beds ; 

low.  Auit.  frost-proof  miiber 

ouHhions;    superfine   rloCh; 

three  cues ;   rest ;   marker ; 

ivory  balls,  etc. 
aft  4in.       7ft  4ln.       8ft.  4ln. 
X  Sft  4in.    X  SftlOin.    X  4ft.  4iii. 

Billiard  Table  on  Massive  Frame  iftIO  iftIS  iftIS 

Billi.ird  Dining  Table      ...        ...  iftiS  iftIS  ift22 

Billi.nrd  Table  to  place  on  Dining 

Table B5  «7  ftIO 

CARRIAGE     PAID     TO    ANY    RAILWAY    STATION     AT     OUR     RISK. 

CVitolo^ie  qf  F^tiU  Sue  Tablee,  etc,  fVec. 

TH08.    PADHORB  *  BOMB,  ContrartAts  to  H.M.  War  Oflke. 

Eomso  Street  Billiard  Works.  BIRHIliOHAM. 
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one  of  London's  greatest  musical 
experts. 

The  advice  of  this  expert  will 
save  you  much  thought  and  waste 
of  money. 

In  order  to  relieve  the  householder 
of  an  old  piano  we  are  willing  to 
accept  it  as  part  payment,  and  also 
to  arrange,  if  desired,  extended  pay- 
ments on  our  Special  "  Brinsmead " 
System. 

/*'«//  partimlars  frovt : — 

JOHN  BRINSMEAD  &  SONS,  Ltd., 

IS,  20,  A  22,  WIGMORi  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


HiENORRHOlDS 

Instantly  relieved  by  New  3-Fold 
Treatment    which    All    can    Try 


4/6   Paokafire,   which  le   Curlnsr  Thoueande, 
Sent  prepaid  to  All  who  Write. 

To  every  person  who  sends  iis  the  coupon  below  at 
once  we  will  8end— Free  to  Try— our  complete  new 
three-f<old  absorption  cure  for  Pilee,  Ulcer, 
Fieeure,     Prolapse,     Tumors,     Constipation, 

and  all  rectal  troubles.  If  you  are  fully  satistied  with 
the  benefit  received  send  us  4/6. 
If  not,  we  take  your  word  and 
it  costs  you  nothing  ;  you 
decide  after  a  thorough  trial. 
This  treatir.ent  is  curing  even 
cases  of  30  and  40  yeani'  stand- 
ing, as  well  as  all  the  earlier 
stages.  Act  now  and  perhaps 
save  yourself  great  suffering. 
Our  three-fold  treatment  cures 
to  stay  cured,  because  it  is 
constitutional  as  well  ati  local, 
and  we  want  you  to  try  it  at  ; 
our  expense.  Our  valuable 
new  Pile  Book  (in  colours) 
comes  free  with  the  approval 
treatment,  all  in  a  plain  package, 
just  the  coupon  -to  Dr.  Van  Vieck  Co.,  1233,  Victoria 
Chambers,  6oa,  Uolborn  Viaduct,  London,  KC. 


Dr.  VAN  VliKCK. 

From  Photo,  t 

Send  no  money— 


FREE   4/6   OOUPOM. 

■ntitilni^  anyone  with  Piles 

to  receive,  preiwid.  Wvm  to  Try,  a  regular  </6  Paekatf*  of 

Dr.  Van  VIeck'i  SFnld  Absorption  TrMttment,  toftether  with 

our  raluable  New  Book  in  colours.    (In  plain  wrapper.) 


NAME    .... 
ADDRESS 


Onlj  one  trial  i«ckaifre  to  one  addrcsi. 


USEFUL  GIFT. 


This  Charming 

TOQUE, 
STOLE 
&  MUFF 

In  Real  Black  Persian 
I^mh  (Astrachan), 

Price  £9  the  set 

Dilio,  in  Persian  Paw, 

£4  4s.  tke  set. 

Write  for  our  New  Price  Kist, 
mentioning  "The  Stra-  d." 

ARTHUR  PERRY 

(Farrier), 

BehrinK  Hoose,  Argyll  Place. 

Regeot  Street,  W. 

Tflephone:  OKRRAkn83r)7^ 
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8  POliLTON 
&.  NOEL'S 

'^XMS  HAMPERSj 


DoY( 


ot 
a  Cij 

You  will  enjo] 

if  you  use  Ye 

Cigar  Smoker. 

A  long,  cool  smoke  ensured, 
whilst  the  aroma  and  full 
flavour  is  kept  right  to  the 
end.  No  waste  by  cutting, 
and  no  spreading  or  unroll* 
ing  of  the  leaf.  You  will 
always  appreciate  a  cigar  if 
you  use  Yeomans'  Patent 

Prices— 
Moulded  Vulcanite..  .. 
Hand-^.'ut  Vulcanite    . . 
Ivory  and  SUrer- Plated 

Uounts    

Pressed    Amber,    Solid 

SilTer  Mounts,  in  case 
Block  Amber  and  Gold 

Mounts,  incase    .... 
Pott  Fne. 

Healthy 
Hy^enic 
Economical  j 
DeUfbt&ll 


PASTILLES 


(Bi'9nohO'Lm§'jrtBtfomt, ) 
FOR  CHEST,  THROAT,  AND  VOICE. 

A  Boon  for  Asthma,  Cough,  Catarrh.      Invaluablo  to 
■poakors,  Blngors,  and  Teaehora. 

Cardinal  Vaughan  wrote :  "I  have  alwajs 
'"and  Prot-tora  Pinclyptus  Pastille*  efficacious." 

Sir  Hanry  Irving  wrote :  "  Proctor's  Pinelyp- 
tus  Pastilles  sre  excellent" 

Hlsa  Bllan  Tarry:  •  Considers  Proctor's 
PinelyptuB  Pastilles  better  than  any  other  Lozenge 
or  Pastille  for  the  voice." 

Hma.  Barah  Bomhardt:  "Uses  Proctor's 
PlnelTptus  Pastilles  with  (frtat  success  for  Throat. 
Chest,  and  Voice,  and  recoininends  her  friends  to 
use  theui." 

Sold  otav  in  hoxe$  1/-  mnd  2«  by  Chemi»U  and 
Stores,  or  potted  from 
PHOOTOB'S  WMELYimig  DiPQT.  MEWOArai-OM-TYME. 


MOSES   AMD  EARS, 

MOBBB.— The  only  patent  Nose  Machines  in 
the  world.  Improve  ugly  noses  of  all  kinds. 
Scientific  yet  simple.    Can  be  worn  during  sleep. 

Send  BtAmi>ed  envelope  for  full  particulars. 

RBD  MOBEB.-Mylong-e8UbUBhed  medically 
approved  Treatment  a)>solutely  cures  red  nosea 
S  «  post  free.     Foreign,  16  extra. 

UOL'UIARB.-My  putcnt  Rubber  Ear  Caps 
remedv  ugly  outstanding  ears.  Hundreds  of  suc- 
cessful cases.  7  6  prist  free.  Foreign,  1,^  extra. 
BAY.  10  B«  Cantral  Chambars,  UvorpooL 


Keep  xxdt  4fu^wtC 

For  ererv  occasii  n  when  a  wet. wind 
and  weathar  resisting  gannent  is 
wanted,  that  is  stylish.  weU  cut  and  ot 
pleasing  appearance— wear  only  a 
oRIO*  Made  id  many  sty  es,  and 
qualtUas.  Write  for  full  catalosue. 
Money  returned  if  not  i4>proved.  Car- 
riage paid.  Foreign  and  Colonial 
orders,  postage  a/6  extra. 
CoaU  (blockjlned  yellow),  B/-  Jackals. 
do.(86iD.loni;),7/ll.  overalls,  2/3  pair. 
Capes,  7/6.  Souwesters  (blaek  or  yel- 
low)Tl/6  &  a.6.   YachUng Coatscblaek 


i 


or  yellow),  made  of  imperial  cambric. 


Abhtom  for     .. 

Wotciprool  we  seU.  Sbootlag.  17/B  ,] 


;  •  CALDIR,  for  very  light  textu-e,  with  Epaulette  and 
>  Golilng,  etc..  Shoulder  P.eees,&c..a5/-«  Bl/-  A 16  6. 
JSa  E^enrthinK  that  s  WotCiprool  wa  seU.  { 


59  AND  NOT  A  WRINKLE. 

1  have  removed  mine,  and  will  remove  yours, 

and  guarantee  you  a  Youthful  Complexion. 

Particulars  of  a  "  guaranteed  cure  "  sent  on 

receipt  of  stamped  addressed  envelope. 

Thousands    of  Unsolicited    Testimonimls— 
genuine  under  a  Penalty  of  £rfioo. 

MADAME  S.  T.  ELISE,  5,  Farley  Rd.,  Catf^ri, 
IiOMDON  (lAto  Maw  Bond  Btr66l). 
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SUNB 


»f 


les  is 


■TIAM 
COOKIS 

Cooks  an  entire 
meal  on  aujr  flame 
capable  of   bolliiiff 
watei.  The  toughest 
meat  becomes  ten- 
der,   imlatable.   nu- 
tritious.  VegeUbles 
retain  their  flarour 
and    are    dixestible. 
Meat,  custardB.  pud- 
dings. Tegetahics  can 
be    cooked     together 
over  one  flame.   IlluB- 
trated  pamphlet  free. 
THB   OEM   BUPPI.IBS   COm  Ltd. 
(Pept.  H),  aa.  Peaytf  Bt..  Ooswll  Rd.,  B.C^ 


Cooking  by  steam 
is  iMT  exeeltence 
the    up-to-date 
metho<l  of  prepar- 
ing foo<lstufl'8.    It 
is  for  most  purposes' 
just  atwut  as  much 
superior  to  the  old- 
fashioned   but  still 
common  practice  of 
parboiling  as  is  the 
latter  to   those   vet 
more    primitive 
methotls     used 
early  man. 


Watdies 


Wear  e^ 


WALTHAM  WATCH 


-    THE 


WORLD'S  STANDARD. 


WatohM  btaring  tlM  Names-*'  RIVERSIDE 
MAXIMUS,"  "VANGUARD,"  " RIVERSIDE,'*  A 
"ROYAL"   are    eepeolaiiy    reoommended. 


Our  interesting  Bool<let,  Post  Free. 

For  cur  convenience  ^Uase  mention  this  magazine. 

BOBBINS  &  APPLETON  (wholesale  only  to 
lhetPade),126.H!ghHolborn,London,W.C. 
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OU  VL 


cannot 
break 


by  any  amount  of  hard  wear  or  bending. 
They  are  made  perfectly  pliant  and 

flexible  with  the  5ide-sprin^ 
It  allows  them  to  give  with  every 

movement  of  the  figure. 
There  is  nothing  so  comfortable  as 

they  are. 
And  they  wear  wonderfully. 
They  can  be  cleaned  and  then  are 
just  as  good  as  new,  for  they  always 
keep  their  shape. 

Thii  trade  mark  is  an  every 
gtnuine  "  J.B."  Corset.  :: 


3/11  to  10/6 

at  Drapers 
and  Stores. 


'J^B/ConcT  Factory, 
^         Great  Ancooti  Stn^, 


SiSiSsJL 


TEACH  YOUR  BOYS  to  SHOOT 


y«t  prodao«d  at  a  low  prlo*. 

Brocrh  Ia.id«r.  and  under  leTW.  smooth  No.  1  F'ore,  and  itccwrmt^lr 
wanted.  Best  Walnut  Stock  with  nickel-pUted  iihoalder  pimtx 
Fi  ishtxl  in  the  highest  cUaa  nirkel  pUti*.  and  paekmi  in  It^vx. 
with  100  slugs  and  6  «larta.  and  delirerod  iKwt  free  for  ga.  9A. 

To  be  oUaiMd  only  from— 
THK    WINCHB8TKR    MANUFACTURINQ 
Shatfwell  Street,  Birmlnirhmm. 

■xtra  darts,  ad.  par  doaan,  dl.. 
fraa.    Extra  a|afa,  baat  qaality 


Tartf 


box  of  ItOOOTia  poat  ftMa. 
latsad.pardosan,  poat  fraa. 


Agricultural  Collesre, 
Tamworth.  ?o?'5S!i'o'^r-r:COLONIE8. 

COLLEGE    FARM,    1,000    ACRES, 
Smith**  Work,  Carpentry,  Ridinff  AShoottaflrTausHt. 

Charges  Moderate. 


Famed  for  Half  a  Century. 

ALEXANDER    DIOKSOM'S 

m  Hatted  licotcli  Wilstiis 

Pen  l*ox. 

nva  Yaara  Old  Bpaelal  Vattad    35^ 

Bavan  Yaars  Old  BdiBbartfh  Tattad  30- 

Tan  Yaara  Old  Bdtnborgh  Vattad 4«". 

The  Klnr*  Quality  ••  Monparall  Llqaaiir  ** 4ft. 

(^rriii^e  paid  on  Onlera  for  One  Doi«rn  and  upwrnnia. 
CaaA  to  accompann  all  Ordem,  leu  an  aUo»aneeQf^  %  diacomnl. 


Bay  yonr  **  Bootch  **  dlract  from  tha  Blandar.  and  tbaa 

•aoora  an  abaolntaly  cafa,  para,   and 

rallabla   anniiilant. 


The  Tron  House,  Hunter  8quarei  EcHnburgfi. 


Ye  Old 
English 


Ye    Old    _ 

Horwradiah 

made  hj  eolirelj 
I      new  proccaa. 
Docton  rerommend  it  for 
Qout.    Rheumalism.   and    all 
caves  of  enfeebled  dtgeaiioo. 
Appetising  and  deliciooa  for  boC  and 
[  Heat.  Fish.  etc. 
Lorps  SamvU  BotiU,  1/-,  post  frm. 

^oouirr  Mtfoi  oe..  3.  wiir  et^ 


THE  GOLF  PRACTICE  "POCKET"  NET. 


Handioaps  Lowered  in  a  Few  Weeks! 

Keeps  the  Pirst-cUss  Amateur  or  Profeaaloiiallii  for«. 
Rapidly  Improves  the  Moderate  or  New  Player. 

The  jjarticular  merit  of  this  net  orer  all  pbdn  ones  b  t^t  a 
reasonably  atralghtiy  hit  ball  is  Impounded  in  «>•  «>' the  poakaU 
of  which  the  «H^tre  strip  of  the  net  is  constructeil.  ai»d  the  approxl- 
mata  travalllatf  halight  of  tho  hall  is  indicated  bjr  the  partimUr 
IKtcket  In  which  it  is  found  _    .      .    „  .        -  ^i     . 

There  is  no  nee.1  to  take  the  eye  off  the  Iwll  hurriedly.  tj»  sr- 
where  it  hits,  as  with  a  plain  net ;  so  that  all  strokes  n»J^^_P^»rl 
well  "through.-  The  net  U  about  »ft  loiw  by  «t,  high,  with  It. 
centre  strip  mjide  up  of  altfht  pookata,  with  sufBcicnt  ftdlness  of 
loose  net  in  them  to  ensure  the  ca|>ture  of  the  balL 

Can  be  sd  dp  in  ang  space  of  4vds,  SQOore. 

THE    NET    CO., 

6,  Buira  Nead  Yard,  Corporation  Street,  MANONEtmL 
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HERE  IS   THE 


y\ 


PAWNBROKERS'    XMAS    SALE. 

Ill  Goods  Id  New  CoRditioo-Suitoble  for  Preseots. 

TOLL    LIST    OF    SOO    SPtOML    UHOAINe    PMT    FMC. 


No  More  Drtinkenncss. 

A  Sample  of  the  Great  Ceza 

Pewder  will  be  eent 

Free  of  Chargre. 


May  be  administered  in  coffee^  tt'-i, 
milk^  beer^  waier^  liqueurs^  or  s<*/i.i 
food,  without  the  partaker  s  knoTvUfi^e. 

COZA   POWDER  has  the  mar 

vellous  effect  of  producing  a  repugna'u.c 
to  alcohol  in  any  shape  or  form  (l«eef. 
wine  and  spirits,  etc.). 

COZA  POWDER  does  its  work 
so  silently  and  surely  that  wife,  si>t<rr, 
or  daughter  can  administer  it  to  the 
intemperate  without  his  knowledjEc  ami 
without  his  learning  what  has  eifecteit 
his  reformation. 

COZA  POWDER  has  reccnul*^ 
thousands  of  families,  saved  from  shame 
and   dishonour  thousands  of  men  and 
transfdrmed   them  into  sturdy.  c'iti?en> 
and  capable  business  men.     It  has  led 
many  a  young   man   along   the  dircci 
road  to  good  fortune,  and  has  prolonged 
by   several    years    the    livts    of  many 
individuals. 
COZA  POWDER  isguaranteml  to  be  perfectly 
"•'OttlesSt  and  the  institute  which  owns  thw  famous  powrfci 
sends  free  to  all  applicants   a  sample  and  a  book  containing 
several  hundred  testimonials. 
^OZA   POWDER  may  be  obtained  at  all  chemists. 
Orders  by  post  ;iiid  request-t  for  free  samples  should  alwa>-s  b,? 
sent  direct  to  the  institute  in  London. 

OOZ  A      I NSXIXUXB. 

62,  ONANOERY  LANE  (Dtp!  8S87),  LONDON. 

Cut  this  out  so  as  not  to  forget  the  announcement. 
H^    Beiwara  of  ImlUtlons !     Ths  GrMt  COZA  POWDCt 
is    ths    only  gronulno   Powtfer    for 


L/€ 


post  froe.     The  Elfftith  Edltiooi  of  the 


SS4,  BRIXTON  RD..  LONDON.  ■.W. 


UNIVERSAL  STANDARD  POSTAGE 
STAMP  CATALOGUE  FOR  1908. 

About  -UO  pMM.  4.000  illustratioDii     AU 
■tiuup!i    imuftl   to   date  H«te«l.   deacriheil 
and  priced,  both  unuved  and  u«eil. 
THE    STANDARD    PORT  AON 
■TAMP    ALBUMS. 
Arranged  and  fllu«tnit«d  on  a  novel  prin 
ciple,  every  »pac«  numbered  to  oorresnun*! 
with   Catalo^e.       Many  different    stvlt^ 
and  prices,  from  10  -  upwards. 

Also  PARAGON  Albums,  with  roorahle 
leaves  on  a  new  system.  I^itl  details  and 
prices  will  be  found  in  the  adrertiaetut-nt 
pages  at  the  end  of  the  CaUlorae,  ar  as  a 
scrarate  illuiit rated  booklet,  which.tofrether 
with  a  («-pa«e  Price  List  of  Packets  and  8ef  « 
of  Hiamiw.  may  U  had  free  for  the  askinft 
MONTHLY  PHILATBLIG  NOVELTY  LIBT.  Od.  Mr 
anaain,   post  fM«. 

WHITFIELD   KINO   &  CO.,    IPSWICH. 
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i        For  The  ^^Kiddies'' 

The  dear  little  ones  have  their  likes  and  dislikes,  just 
as  older  people.  But,  always,  they  like  TUROG  Bread, 
because  it  tastes  so  good. 

There  is  a  better  reason,  though,  for  buying  TUROG  Bread— it  is  good  for  them 
— it  supplies  just  those  digestible  food  elements  that  growing  youngsters  most  require. 
TUROG  Bread  is  a  delicious,  appetising,  nutritious  brown  bread;  it  is  economical, 

IrAAniner    frAcVi     frtr    A\rA    /love  *    ir   e1ir*»«  \r\  ivof^r  fViinriAeo  


% 


WOODMlIJIEr  HEELS 


Prevent  nerve 
jar,  double  the 
life     of     boots, 

keep  them  in  shape, 
and  give  a  wonderful 
feeling  of  ease  and 
vigour    to     the     walk. 

Look  for  the  na.me 
"WOOD-MILNE'* 
on    ovopy    heola 
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DON'T  BE  LIKE  THIS 


LOOKING  FOR  WORK 

The  above  striking  photograph,  recently  taken  in  London,  indicates  a  typical  street  scene 
which  occurs  every  day  in  all  large  towns  and  cities  in  this  country.  It  gives  a  life- 
picture  of  the  unemployed,  eagerly  reading  the  "  Situations  Vacant "  columns  of  the  daily 
papers — in  brief,  looking  for  work.  The  reason  of  this  is  quite  clear.  These  youths 
and  men  are  not  equipped  with  the  right  training  ;  they  belong  to  the  crowd.  Their 
chance  of  obtaining  a  good  position  is  a  poor  one.  YOU  can  be  different.  We  can 
train  you  by  POST,  direct  to  your  home,  in  your  spare  time,  to  obtain  a  good  paying 
position  in  Electrical  Engineering  and  its  branches.  In  this  profession  there  is  an  ever- 
increasing  demand  for  competent  youths  and  men.  We  have  been  the  means  of  lifting 
thousands  of  people  from  the  poorly-paid  trades  to  first-class  positions  in  Electrical  and 
Mechanical  Engineering,  ?21ectric  Light  and  Power,  Electric  Tramways,  Motor-Car  Work,  etc., 
etc.  We  can  do  the  same  for  you,  no  matter  what  your  present  work,  age,  or  circumstances. 
Proof  free.  Write  for  our  FREE  BOOK,  "  How  to  Become  an  Electrical  Engineer,"  which 
tells  you  all  about  the  good  positions  waiting  for  you,  to — 

Electrical  Engineer  Insiituie  of  G)rresponclence  Instniciiony 

427^  Norwich  House,  Sontliampton  Street,  Holbom,  London,  W.C. 
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When  we  say  that  **  Aerolite"  Pneumatic  Soles  con 
tain  three  unpuncturable  cavities- -so  distributed  as  to 
afford  a  comfortable  and  well-lxilanced  tread--the 
heel  hieing  composed  of  just  one  such  cavity,  you  will 
readily  understand  the  ideal  nature  of  this  invention. 

''Aerolite**   Pneumatic   Soles   and    Heels. 
on  ordinary  Boots  or  Shoes,  make  ihe  most  luxurious  footwear 
ever  devised. 

To  the  Pedestrian  they  afford  a  buoyancy  hitherto  unattain- 
able  :  to  the  Yachtsman  and  Tennis-player  a  grip  at  once  firm 
and  sure ;  whilst  for  Golfinc  and  Sh.xjting  "  Aerolite  *  Soles  have 
all  the  merits  of  a  studded  boot  without  any  of  its  disadvantages. 

*  Aerolite' Soles  and  Heels  render  Footwear  damp-proof.  They 
are,  moreover,  very  durable,  and  consequently  very  ecoDomicai. 

IHL  7.'£?.iri.**i.^4'A^1^4^'^  "^^^^'S  CHAMPIONSHIPS, 
1906-7 (both  Singles  A  Doubles),  wore  the  ••AEROLITE"  SOLEs! 

If  ann  diSUndty  in  obtaining  Iheni  /rom  your  Boot  Maker  or  SwnU 
De/Mft.  write  to  f    •• 

AEROLITE,    Ltd.,    LEICESTER. 


0 


Q 


IRISH  UNEN 
GOLURS 

G/'.  per  dox. 

Our  collars  are  noted  for  their  beautiful 
appearance  and  durability.  They  fit  well, 
dress  well,  wear  well,  and  alwa>-s  look 
well.  We  supply  them  direct  from  ijie 
factory  at  wholesale  prices,  a  saving  to  >-ou 
of  3/-  per  do/.  Send  postal  order  (mt  J#/- 
or  «//-  for  i-dozcn  or  i  doren,  staling  si7c, 
shape,  and  depth.  If  not  fully  satisfied 
cash  refunded. 

Nos.  I,  2,  3  are  made  2,  2 J,  and  ?}. 
No.  4,  2J  and  2J  inches  deep.  Specid 
shapes  of  not  less  than  i  dozen  made  lo 
order  at  same  price, 

ERIN  DRESS  SHIRTS. 

These  beautiful  Shirts  are  made  with  fine 
Irish  hnen  front  and  cuffs,  on  nice  soft 
longcloth  body,  J-dozen  1313,  or  Sampb 
Shirt  BIO. 

Speolat  Offer  m 

201-    SAMPLE     PARCEL. 

J  Order  we  will  lupply  u 
ew  ShirtH.  5/6  f»ch,  or  aitnt« 
with  Short  Bufdnesi  t'ront  ; 
;  and  one  Iri»h  >\>pliii  Tir. 
•r  20  -. 

8  Parcel  nt  production  pri«-0 
er  18  4X)uSned  to  muJpi-s  *  ho 
hisMjtciizine.  Re|Mr.it  Orders 
r  li8t  price,  rii..  95  -. 
■tockeil  Open  Front  ;  i>pen 
mnde  to  order  at  .anie  firic© 
Price  List  free  on  a|>pUc^ 
[  Foreign  pottage  extra. 

HARPER    &    00,, 

Ulster  House,  DELFAST. 


EALLY  flNE 

Cigars 

The  Pick  of  a  Big  Variety. 

^M  a  Cigar  Importer  with  an  imr.icnse  range  of  cJffars  01 
ny  I.St.  I  know  exactly  the  pleasure  smokers  with  their  different 
les  derive  from  each,  and  recommend  accordingly.  But  I  have 
O  special  lines  that  I  find  are  highly  appreciated  by  cigar 
<ers  of  almost  every  taste,  vir..  TOYARINAS  and  POItTIAS. 
«r  choice  flavour  ani  aroma  accounts  for  the  large  sales 
hese  two  brands,  combined  with  the  fact  that  the  particular 
d»ng  of  the  tobacco  appeals  to  the  taste  of  the  majority  of 
smokers.  The  most  wonderful  thing  about  these  cigars 
is  rheir  n  ice.     Try  a  Sample  Box  of  each  and  you 

a"  will  realize  this. 
'    I?^^*"'*'^'  box  oontaininff  50,  9'- 
PORTIA,  „  „     *  sol  7/- 

Send    I6A   to  me  to-day   and    I   will   send  you   by 
return,  carriage  paid,  the  two  sample  boxes. 


ROBERT  SINCUIR,  ^ 


Cm  AH  Tmportkr. 

.  Cralngrer  Street  Weet,  

Agent  for  the  Wllllameon  Pip*  and  ReTIll*. 
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FREE  4/6  COUPON 

BNTITUNO   ANYONE    WITH 

RHEUMATISM 

to  receive  prepaid,  Free  to  Try,  a  regular  4s.  6d. 

pair   of    Magic    Foot    Drafts   and   valuable   new 

book   (in  colours)  on  rheumatism. 


If  you  have  Rheumatism  cut  out  this  free  4s.  6d. 
couptm  and  send  it  to  us  with  your  name  and  address 
plainly  written  on  the  blank  lines.  Return  post  will 
bring  you — free  to  try — a  4s.  6d.  pair  of  the  famous 
Magic  Foot  Drafts,  the  great  cure  for  Rheumatism. 
They  are  curing  verj'  bad  cases  of  every  kind  of 
Rheumatism,  both  chronic  and  acute,  no  matter  how 
severe.  They  are  curing  cases  of  30  and  40  years' 
suffering,  after  doctors  and  baths  and  medicines  had 
failed.  Send  us  the  coupon  to-day.  When  the 
Drafts    come,    try    them.  /^. 

If  you  are  satisfied  with  gr^.  IZl^l^'   * 

the  benefit  received  —then 
you  can  send  us  4s.  6d. 
If  not,  we  simply  take 
your  word,  and  the  Drafts  — 

cost  you  absolutely  nothing.  Aren't  they  worth  trying 
on  that  basis  ?  Our  faith  is  strong  that  they  will  cure 
you,  so  cut  out  and  send  the  above  coupon  to-day  to 
Magic  Foot  Draft  Co.,  1233,  Victoria  Chambers, 
Holborn  Viaduct,  London,  E.G.  Send  no  money — 
no  stamps — ^just  the  coupon. 


SCOTCH. 

iS  we  mean  that  these 
are  made  in  SCOTLAND 
ICOTOH  LAST,  and  are 
ipecial  800T0H  Tanned 
Leather. 

14/6 

Per  Pair,  Carriage  paid. 

Being  thoroughly  water- 
pro4:)f,thry  are  adniir  hly 
suited  for  the  Couriiry 
and   Colonies.     Stitched 

with   outside  counter,  hest   hammered   tackets,  sole   and 

insole  waterproofed,  and  made  with  that  care  necessary  to 

ensure  comfort  and  durability. 

For  work  or  pleasure  we  can  recommend  these  Boot?,  and 

remember  our  experience  of  Footwear  extends  over  70  years. 
Send  us  a   Postal  Order  for  14/6,  stating  si/e  wanted, 

and  by  return  of  past  you  will  receive  a  pair  of  our  •*  ALL 

8C0T0H"  Boots. 

We  Uty  curaelve*  out  to  nuiet  tht  requiremenU  of  BritoiiM  abroad. 

arul  all  Colonial  ordert  reetim  our  imm^inU,  and  careful  attention. 

a:    iBzcrO^virisir    ^b    soisir. 

Footwear    Specialists, 
313,   ARGYLE    STREET,  GLASGOW. 

Stnd  for  Price  Lut,  free  on  applicatimi. 


Chas.  FORDE'S 


CHA8. 
Kind 


Ind 
ar 


Mrs.  I 
Shields, 
indigesti 
My  comi 
side.  I 
culty  in 
pains  in 
morning! 
s<j  bad  I 
pillow, 
time,  un: 
suited  se 
cines,  bu 

"I  WJ 
beans, 
perse  ver« 
cured, 
has  retui 
regularly 
FORDE 

NOTE  C 


CHA 
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Isn't  it  Velicious  f 

It's  Mackintosh's! 


THE 


SEASON'S 

SWEETEST 

SWEET 

18 

Madantosli's 
Toffee. 

The  purest  and  most 
wholesome  of  all 
sweetmeats.  A  joy 
and  delight  to  young 
and  old.  For  Santn 
Claus  Stockinfi(.s  and 
Christmas  and  New 
Year  Parties  it  is  in- 
dispensable. A^ood, 
honest,  sensible 
sweetmeat,  as  delici- 
ous as  it  is  beneficial. 


MACKINTOSH'S  TOFFEE 

HAS   THE    LARGEST  SALE   IN   THE   WORLD. 


Re/us*  substitutes.     Insist  oh  having  MA  CKIN  IXJSH'S. 

Strongly  recommended  by  the  Medical  Profession. 

Manufactured  only  by 

4.  MACKINTOSH,  Ltd.,  The  Toffee  Milto,  HALIFAX. 


c^Z^ 


In  the  Bath 


Cures  Rheumatism  U  Gout 

Sciatica.  Tender  Feet,  etc  No  flufferer  from  Kout  or  kindred 
ni«  should  hath  without  fint  putting  OZONIA  into  the 
water.  It  is  the  most  efTective  remeay  becauM  it  is  the 
roost  natural,  doini;  awnjr  with  all  liniments  and  medii-ines. 
Sufferers  can  tell  after  the  first  hath,  by  the  way  in  wlilch 
tlieir  stiffened  joints  are  eased,  what  wonderful  cures 
OZONIA    effects. 

Of  All  Chemists  and  Btorss,  or  ssnd  1/-  for  Bampis 
Paokst  and  DssorlpUvs   Pamphlst. 

OZONIA  CO.,  Sf;  We«tiemd  Row,  DUBUN. 


Of  all  Wine  /lerdiaiits  and  Grocers. 


DIXON'S 

DOUBLE  <Ar>  DIIIMOIID 


Sie  PORT  5/« 

**  David,"  isaid  brother  Ned. 

'*  Sir,"  replied  the  butler. 

"A  mui^num  of  Doubi.k  Diamo.nd,  David,  to  drink 
the  health  of  Mr.  Linlcit) water." 

•*HaI"  s;ud   brother   Ned,   first   examining  the   cork 

and  afterwards  filling  his  glass "  this  looks 

wel',  David." 

**  It  ought  ro,  sir,"  replied  D.nvid.  "  You'd  be  troubled 
to  find  such  a  glass  of  wine  as  is  our  00€MOL£ 
DIAMOND^   and  that  Mr.   Linkinwater  knows  very 

Wc\\."—Vide  CHAKLES    DICKENS. 

"  Xichuliu  Niekle^y."  Chap,  xxxrii. 

This  Brand  has  l>cen  shipped  without  Inter- 
mission   for    the    last    loo   years,    and   Is    the 
Sroperty    of    Morgan    Brothers,     London     and 
oporto. 

A  SAMP    E  Willi e  .ent  FREE  on  receipt  o/  jd,  itt 
stamps  to  cover  postage  and  packing. 

Write  to  Mr.  DAY,    IS,  MARK   LANE,    LC 


BEYOVROmf 

PRimreR. 


\ou  (Tui  Save  Money  by  Printing  yc_.         , 
own  (irrulurii.  (anU,  Note  Paper.  Fixture 
»anl8.  Price  Lists,  Chunh,  School,  and  c:luh 
Work.  eu-.    You  <*n  make  money  by  Piinl  inft 
the  wime  for  other  iieuple  by  the  help  of  the 

Excelsior  Self-lDkJig  PHiUmj  Press 

Write  mentioning  Stra!cd  Mag.,  enclodng    / 
^  ad.  ilamps  for  i)ostage.  for  the  fullest  |»r    / 
ticulan    concerning  I 
this  u*efnl  Machine.  / 
together    with    o«ii  V^ 
New    Catalogue     of         * 
Printers'  supplies. 
■xoelslor  Printers* 

3 apply  COm  Iitdn 
Farringdon  St..  London.  E.a  g 
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|The Tonic  Obesity  Cure  |J 


To  ovr  Cotonial  readert.     ilnlipon  may  alwayc  b«  oMa<n«i  by 
ordtring  Uurwi^  a  UkoI  Ckgmiil  or  Ston$. 
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Age  or  Sex  no  olwtacle  to 
the  PhjTRic&l  Improvement 
(indicated  bjr  the  dottedflffurei 
poMible  by  following  the 
Cleaie'  Method. 


F.MEREDITH  CLEA5E 


101,  Cledse  Duildf ng  I 
NEW  BOND  ST 
ILONPON^W. 
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9lobc^WcrDickc  "Elastic"  Bookcases 

ALWAYS    COMPLETE    BUT    NEVER    FINISHED 

And  Mrill  Gro-w  -witK 
yottr  Lfibrary. 

THK 

"UNIT" 
VB    IDEA 

AT  A 

GLANCE. 


Base 
Unit. 


GHMSrmSkS  P#r£«£iirr«.-We  have  a  large 
variety  of  useful  Novelties  suitable   for  Presentation. 


Buy  as  many  **  units  "  as  you  noiv  need,  and  add  to  them 
just  as  you  require  extra  accomfnodation  for  your  boolis. 

PACKING  FRBB.    Orden  of  £2  CARRIAOB  PAID  to  any  OoodM  Statloa 
In   tbe    BRITISH     ISLBS,      Send  tor  Catalogue    No,    5   B,    tree  from 


Ltd., 


CASH  or  DEFSRRKD 
PAYMCNTaii 


OFFICE    AND    LIBRARY    FURNISHERS. 

44,  HOLBORN  VUDUCT,  Undon,  EX. ;  82,  VICTORIA  ST.,  London,  S.W. 


SHAVE,  SIR  P 


Have  you  ever  thought  of 
the  time  you  waste  at  your 
hairdresser's,  wraiting  for 
this  question?  Time  means  money,  and  both  can  be  saved  by 
having  a  good  Razor  of  your  own.  You  can  then  shave  at 
your  leisure,  and  it  only  necessitates  one  outlay,  that  is  a 
P.O.  for  2/6,  for  one  of  our  renowned  "Humbier"  Razors, 
which  are  made  of  the  finest  Sheffield  Steel  and  are  Real 
G«*rman  Hollow  Ground.  One  month's  free  trial;  money 
returned  if  satisfaction  is  not  given. 

Send  P.O.  toilay  for  a  "  Humber." 
THE  HUMBER  RAZOR  00.,  23,  Otbounw  Str—t,  CRIMSBY. 


itYES  AND  EARS 


Ntw  Treatment  Witboat  OperatiM. 

For  all    DiMAsea  of  tb«  1^;   Dmi- 
neH  in  all  its  form*;  Nuiaea  in   R«m4 

?and  Eant  PiarbarfM  from  Ekn; 
i>eafnen  frotn  Inflnenm  and  Catarrk 
Special  reniodie*  forwarded.  Huadreii 
of  letten  in  tekttmonj.  No  painfaj 
inatruinentt.  "Write  for  tcaUoMNiia]*  ami 
Printed  Queitioni  to  answer,  sent  free.  Mr.  T.  I9UN.  laoas  Kn 
and  Ear  Dinftenmry,  Ltd.,  Great  Qeorge  Street,  Leeda    (Eatab.  IfTLi 


Everpointed  Pencil. 


The  Pencil  Ulnstrated  Is  the  eaperb  new  deeitfn  which  oarrlee  Hordane*  Bver- 
polntod  Pencils  a  etaufc  b«yond  the  perfecUon  for  which  they  have  been  noted 
for  so  many  years.    Pross  th«  ond.  and  the  Pencil  Is  ready  for  ase,  seoaro.  with 
a  tfrlp  which  flxas  the  pencil  point  as  If  held  In  a  vies.    Press  the  end  and 
tarn  aprltfht.  and  the  pencil  Is  clossd  in  a  second  ready  for  the  pocket. 


Pencil  Case,  as  muiitrate<l.  in  silver,  76; 
Stationer   for  them,  or  write  for  Illustrat<xi 


old,  42/-.      Ask  /our  Jeweller  or 
ooklet.  post  free,  from— 


8.  MORGAN  Sl  CO.,  Ltd.,  41,  City  Rd.,  London,  E.O. 

MORDAMBRYTB-for  Cleaning  Sllver-ed.  per  tuljo. 


lojc  uurGS  MourBlgla 

Why  suffer  Nerve  Pain  when  Zok,  a  tiny  and  almeet  tast«- 
iese  Powder,  will  stop  it  In  a  few  minutest  Zok  is  not  a  new 
remedy— its  msrits  are  Icnown  to  thousands  of  people  who  have 
used  it.  Thougrh  eo  magical  In  its  results  Zok  is  absoltttely 
harmless— It  is  certifled   to  contain   no   injurioue  sulMtanceb 


^RPRPBD  We  will  send  two  Zox  Powders  free  of  charfre  to  anyone  mentkmini 

^^"    ■    ^rma       "The  SraAVo  Maoazike."  and  sending  stamped  addreaaed  aa^   " 


FREE 

Of  Chemists,  Btorea*  Ike.,  at  1/-  9l  9.B  per  box.  or  post  l^ee  IMin 

THE  ZOX  OO.f  Uf  MATTOM  GARDEN,  LOKDOM,  EmO, 
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NOVO  BEM^XSI 

For    GE^NXL.E>ME>N. 

Strongly  recommended  tor  warmth  a.nd  eupport*  Winii  reduction 
in  else  of  fl^rure.  Lar^rely  in  uee  Amonf^  offlcere  In  the 
Army  a.nd  Na.vyi  cyciietCf  motoriete,  and  all  weli-dr 


Prices: 

in.  and  Corset  Belts,  Drab,  Blue,  or  White,  •  1    5   6.    White 

ilk  Face,  tl    12  6.    AH  White  Silk,  12  2  0.    A  6.in.  Belt, 

SI    1  0.     In  ordering  give  measurement  round  hips  and  waist. 


% 


From  THE  ilNO  lElT  CO.  (Oept.  0,  »,  Bmn  St.,  MMCIEITEI, 

on  receipt  of  Postal  Order.     We  also  make  Belts  for  special  abdomi.ial  support 

All   communications  absolutely   private  and   goods  sent^  under   plain   covers. 

Descriptive  Catalogue  free  on  application. 
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CONSIDER       what      the       Edison 
Phonograph      means     in     your 
home.      It  is  Hke  an   additional 
member  of  the  family — one  who  is  never 
tired  of  doing  its  part  towards  entertaining 
or  amusing  the  rest. 

And  the  Edison  Phonograph  is  not  limited  to  singing  an  ordinary  song, 
or  simply  reproducing  some  catchy  tunc.  Genuine  ^ison  Records  include 
talkinf7,  singing,  and  whistling  selections  ;  they  reproduce  instrumental  music 
with  all  the  dash,  swing  and  resonance  of  an  actual  brass  band,  piano  -or  other 
musical  instrument.  In  fact,  it  mitt^rs  not  what  kind  of  music  you  want,  an 
Edison  Phonograph  and  Genuine  Edison  Records  will  provide  it.  And  don't 
forget  that  the  pnce  of  Genuine   EdibOti  Records  is  now  !/•  each. 

Genuine  Edison  Phonographs  cost  from  £^2 .  2s.  upwards. 

Two    Booklets    FREE 

Send  us  a  postcard  asking  for  our  booklet : 
"The  Ideal  Home  Entertainer,**  and  also 
onr  "  K  '*  list  of  Genuine  EdisoD  Records. 
Address  Dept  IC  a. 

NAtleaAl  Fhoaogmph  Co^  Limited, 
as.  CI«rftMiw«ll  Ro«4.  LMidoa.  E.C. 


When  baying  Genuine  Edison 
Records  look  for  the  photograph 
of  Edison  and  this  trade  mark 
signature  on  each  box. 


aediMu 
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hKbb  to  all.  ihis'little  book  is  oT  special 
interest  to  athletes,  vocalists,  sufferers  from 
chest  troubles,  and  victims  of  complaints  arising 
from  sedentary  habits.  All  such  should  write 
for  it  without  delay.     Address — 

THE  BREATHING  TUBE  CO.,  LTD., 

61  A  62,  thanoary  LaiM,  London,  W.O. 


LIVING  PICTURES 

Ih  our  gratt  combination  Bioscope  and 
gic  liantem  fortunei  are  easily  made  at 
ae  ami  abrontL  The  King  of  Cinemato- 
;)bs.  light  up  to  date,  now  movements,  new 
patents.    Colours  and  Rttvttraoa 


the  »uhjecU  wJiilt*  in  motion.    Par- 
IpuF    Bloaoopos, 


Tlie 


Pamphengos  i»  the  flneat  Oil 
Lnntv...  .ia-S*.  Portable  Electric 
(MitfitF  for  Booth  or  HhII.  Outdoor 
i'attp-Show  Blo«cop«>  ooln 
r-oney,  d9-19a. 
C.'.BAPBST   AND    BFBT    IM 

THE    WORLD 
'or    Hatflo    Laatoms.    Clna- 
matotfrapha.  Film*. 
100,000  ■lldas  In  Stock     Cinematocnph  LiaU  td.    Lanterns. 
4d.    Slides.  Od.    Aa  m.iplicd  to  Madame  Patti.  Roral  Polytechnic. 
Palace  Theatres,  Y  .iiarajah  of  Mysore.  Dr.  Grattan  Quinness. 

HUGHES  A  '  i.,  BrvuvttM-  houm,  82,  Mortimer  Rd., 

KINQSLAND.     LONDON,    N. 


Patenten  and  Inwtnton. 
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Liver  and^'-^^fliS 

Kidney  Troubles 

Removed    Free  of    aff   Cost! 

Read  this  Convincing  Testimony: 

REV.  J.  PALLUEL  writes: 

"Roman  Catholic  Mission,  Nagpur,  British  India,  4th  July,  1907. 

"After  having  used  the  sample  of  KutnoVs  Powder,  which  you 
were  good  enough  to  send  me,  and  encouraged  by  its  beneficial  efTects, 
I  at  once  obtained  3  bottles  of  your  Powder  from  Bombay 
I  am  more  than  ever  convinced  of  the  efficacy  of  Kutnow's 
Powder  and  its  cleansing  and  anti-bilious  properties,  and 
you  can  consider  me  hereafter  as  one  of  your  best  clients. 
"(Rev.)  J.  PALLUEL."  ^^ 
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COLWYN 
BAY 


NORTH 


AU-the-j/ear-round  Health   Resort. 

NO  FOGS  I    BRACING  CLIMATE  I 
LOVELY  DRIVES  AND  RAMBLES! 

Unrivalled  Sea  and  Landscape  I       Qolf  I 

Send  Poilan  did)  'or  lUmtimtal  Onide  to  D  g>. 
SecreUrrAdTertiiinff  AjwcUtkNi.  ColwjD  Bajr. 


I  HRnhanirs  Marlp  Fasv 


Before  buying  the  Christmas  rresents,  send  for  our  20- page 

Booklet  about  *'Tessted''  Toy  Specialities.     Free  for   id. 

stamp.     Full  of  interesting  information. 

SIMPLEX  TYPEWRITERS. 

Teach  children  to  spell  and  write  good  business  letters. 
Prices  5/-,   lJ/6,  J5/- 


MODEL  ENGINES  (BRITISH  MADE). 

Steam   Locomotives,  Cranes,   Rails,  Switches,  etc. 

ELECTRIC  MOTORS,   DYNAMOS. 

No.  I  Electric  Engine,  reversing,  speed  2,000  revolutions 
per  minute,  for  working  models.     Will  run  50  hoars  froirf 

single  battery.     Price  5/-  each. 

Multiple  Wheel  Gear  Ap^mratus  for  making  experiments 

in  gearing,  4/6  each.     Book  of  instructions  with  diagrams 

included. 


A  Constructional  Mechanical  Toy  for  building 
WorklniT  Models,  Cranes,  Trucks, 

etc.     Prices  5/-.  8  6,  14/6  to  4  Qulnsas. 

From  all  Stores  and  Toy  Dealers. 


QA8  ENGINES  from  10/6  to  iM  15«. 

MECHANICS   MADE   EASY  (Meccano). 
THE  ''TE99TEO"   TOYS 

^ay  be  obtained  from  all  Storee  and  Toy  Dealere,  or  direct  fr9m— 

J.  BEDIMGTOM  «  SON, 

Manufacturere, 
44,    ItaHhwood  SirmmU  BiRMMmHMM. 
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A  UNIQUE  XMAS  PRESENT. 

Just  a  vacnnm — nothiiif  more  ;  I  do  tiiat  wliich  never  was  done  before. 

HOT  DRINKS  keep  "•«">'  COLD  DRINKS  keep 

.  T.M.   the   KING    «»]  QUEEN  ,^„  ««.  «  <      u.nu  ••»; 

HOT  for  24  hours.     «>d  .11  >h,  R<>)^.i.ie. .(  Eun>pe      ICY  GOLD  for  MMV  DWii. 


EAOH    FLASK    aUARAMTEEO, WILL    LAST    A    LIFETIME. 

From    all    Retailers.     Wholesale    only   of 

A.  E.  GUTMANN  &  CO.,  8,  LONG  LANE,  LONDON,  LG. 

A    List  of  Retaiters  Wilt  be  furnished  by   aboVe  npon   application. 
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Pantasote 


--JO, 


^  THE  GREAT  IRISH   LINEN   HOUSE. 

Hand-embroWered   Bjfdnjwad*   9/6  each.     Y\£tx  Napkins.  1/6  dot 


Y""J  n»na-TOiDroiaemi  uandkerrbiefi,  VM-  each,  embroidered  with 

h!l!i^u'.SwV'Sr2i'^^*^b^*^"'?«"^^^^  ^^  Cambric  HandkJrehieff 
hemrtltched  10/6  doz.  Hand-embroiderfd  Prilled  Pillow  Caaei.  1/5 
2^h-  ^i**«Pne"  WU«r  ^^f^'  *«♦**•  «^h.  Kitchen  Table OlothTlwX 


A  BOON   TO   LADIES!! 

The  tijecially  refined  NEW  RAZ0RLE8S  POWDER  will  Posi- 
tlreljr  ReraoTe  Hair  and  ReUrd  it*  Growth  without  Injury  to 
the  ikin  a*  pubhoW  demonstrated  at  the  Cannon  Street  Hotel, 
and  ceri  ifled  Uarmlen  by  a  great  Skin  SpeciaUsU    9/6  p«rltox. 

RAZ0RLE88  SHAVING  FOR  MEN,  1/6  per  Box. 

6  B,  Clam's  PI»o»,  BUhop«<af .  ItOMdon. 
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18-ct.  GoW,  5  Dia- 
monds, «44«. 
3  Diamonds  )  ««  «*• 
3  Sapphires /**'"•• 


Solid  9-cU  Gold 
Signet,  with  Initials 
Engraved,  fi1-1-0. 
i8<u  Gold,  £2-7-0. 


marked.  When  you  buy 
from  us  you  are  obtaining 
the  best  quality  at  the 
very  lowest  prices. 

Drop  a   post-card  for 
our  beautifully 

ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE 

to-day— we  will  forward  it 

POST  FREE, 

and  you  are  sure  to  find 
what  you  want  in  it. 


CRENFELL,  FRAZIER  &  CO.  (Dept.  4), 
12,  Edffware  Road 

(Hear  Marble  Aroh). 
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See  that  the  Children's  Xmas  Stockings  do  not  lack  a  box.     Prices  to  suit  all  Pockets— THE   BUILDCR 

BOXy   complete   with    5   colours.    Brick   Maker,    Tools,    Tile   Cutters,    Trowel,    etc..    Post    Free.  S/8. 

THE    COMPLETE    MODELLER,  a  Popular  Outfit,  5  colours.  Post  Free,  2/10. 

S9nd  Stamp  for  FULL  XMAS  PRICE  LIST  and  SAMPLES. 
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EIFFELTOWER 


^^DeUcXovLB  Li^ht  Buns  and^V 

^  Cakes  are  made  with  certain  X 

#  success  by  usins:  Eiffel  Tower  \ 

I  Bun  Flour.  1 

I  BUN  MAKING  MADE  EASY.  J 

V  Lemon,  Almond,  and  Vanilla,  Id.  1 
^^&3id.  pkts.  Of  all  Qrocers^^/^ 


BUN  FLOUR 


What  is  more  precious  than  eyesight  ?  Take  care, 
then,  that  you  do  not  lose  this  precious  gift.  If  you 
suspect  there  is  the  least  thing  wrong  with  your  eyes, 
send  a  postcard  to  STEPHEN  GREEN,  210,  Lambeth 
Road,  London,  for  a  copy  of  a  most  interesting  hand- 
book, **  How  to  Preserve  the  Eyesight,"  which  will 
be  sent  FREE.     It  tells  you  about 

SINGLETON'S  EYE  OINTMENT, 
the  marvellous  remedy  for  all  illnesses  of  the  eyes,  eye- 
lids, and  eyelashes,  cold  in  the  eve,  inflammation,  styes, 
falling  eyelashes,  films  or  specks,  and  eye  troubles 
following  scarlatina,  measles,  or  influenza.  All  these 
troubles  are  cured  by  Singleton's  Eye  Ointment,  which 
has  been  working  almost  miraculous  cures  for  more 
than  300  years.  Singleton's  Eye  Ointment  may  be 
obtained  of  alljl!hemists  and  Stores  in  ancient  pedestal 


DELIGHTED  WITH  YOUR 

pomade.  I  have  been  using  it  now  for  about 
six  months,  and  it  is  proving  most  effectual. 
My  hair  had  got  terribly  thin  through  serious 
illness,  but  thanlcs  to  your  wonderful  pre- 
paration It  is  now  quite  nice  again.    I  am 


recommending  your  True  Hair-Grower  to  all 
I  come  in  contact  with  who  suffer  from  loss 
of  hair,  as  I  thinlc  it  a  splendid  remedy  and 
well  deserving  of  its  name.  You  are  at 
liberty  to  malce  what  use  you  lilce  of  this  letter. 
-Yours  sincerely   (Miss)  GLADYS  DUPREE. 

Beautifil  Hair 

This  annouucement  is  addressed  to  persons  of  both 
sexes  who,  having  tried  ihe  numerous  remedies  adver- 
tised for  Baldness  and  Diseases  of  the  Scalp,  failed  to 
obtain  any  satisfactory  result.  My  True  Hair-Grower 
Is  the  oonoentrateil  foroe  whioh  makes  the  hair 
grow.  When  applied  to  the  Scalp,  it  penetrates  the 
pores,  restoring  the  hair  follicles  to  the  proper 
natural  condraon,  and  promotes  an  abundant,  silky, 
glossy  growth^  admired  by  all  and  considered  as  an 
evidence  of  beauty  and  physical  strength.  My  pre- 
paration is  a  natural  fpod  for  nourishing  the  hair  roots. 
It  is  not  a  dye,  and  contains  no  poisonous  ingredient ; 
it  is  therelore  perfectly  harmless  and  can  be  used  with 
absolute  safety. 

LARGE  TRIAL  BOX 

Now  is  your  opportunity  to  convince  yourself  that  a 
genuine  hair-grower  does  exist,  and  thb  at  a  trifling 
cost.  I  have  received  hundreds  of  unsolicited  testi- 
moiiials  from  people  who  have  successfully  used  my 
preparation  ;  they  are  all  genuine  and  open  to  the  fullest 
mvestieation,  and  every  letter  can  be  seen  and  perused 
nt  my  London  Office.  In  order  that  you  may  make  a 
fair  test,  if  you  will  write  me,  I  will  send  you  a  large 
Trial  Box  of  my  True  Hatr-OroMfOr  for  Six  Stamps. 
You  will  then  soon  be  able  to  prove  whether  my  state- 
ment that  it  does  actually  grow  hair  is  true  or  not.  I 
wna  ha\A  !  it  cured  me.  and  it  has  cured  thousands  of 
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ARE  YOU  GREEK  OR  PHILISTINE  ? 


THE  question  is  metaphorically  put,  of  course, 
but   your   answer   to   it    is  couched  in  the 
most  direct  and  forcible  terms.     You  bear 
.the  answer  to  it  in  your   own    body,    writ 
in  large,  unmisra'.cable  characters,  so  that  everyone 
can  see  it.      Everyone  can  tell  at  a  glance  wtiich 
you  are. 

The  Greek,  at  all  the  world  knows,  held  a  high 
reverential  ideal  of  physical  beaut  v.  Witness  the 
magniticent  standai-d  set  at  the  old-world  games, 
when  very  gods  in  the  flesh  strove  amonc^  them- 
selves to  demonstrate  the  prowess  of  their  physique. 
Recall  the  glory  of  line  and  form  of  their  statuary, 
:ind  it  needs  but  a  slight  exercise  of  thought  to 
appreciate  how  highly  they  valued,  how  nobly 
they  esteemed,  the  "likeness  of  man."  One  can 
imagine  the  results  easily  enough -p  their  suprame 
ioy  of  living,  their  superb  physical  fitness,  the 
tine  vigorous  consonance  of  their  entire  system, 
in  which  eveiy  muscle  was  tuned  true,  every  function 
of  the  lx)dy  discharged  with  the  wonderful  eflBciency 
of  natural  health.  It  must  have  been  beautiful  to 
.see  .such  men,  l)eautiful  even  to  watch  the  firm 
elasticity  of  their  step,  to  listen  to  the  even-toned 
range  of  their  voice.  Is  it  possible  to  believe  that 
such  men  suffei-ed  from  Obesity?  Does  not  one 
instinctively  recoil  from  the  mere  mental  associa- 
tion and  return  a  protesting  negative  to  the  question  ? 
Of  course.  Their  regular  bodily  exercise  would 
obviate  that,  their  mental  respect  for  their  physique 
go  surety  for  its  perpetual  absence.  They  were 
not  the  men  to  suffer  such  degeneration.  They 
knew  better  than  to  even  risk  the  unsightliness,  the 
inconvenience,  and  the  dangers  of  Obesity. 

PHY9IOAL   PHiUSTMES. 

But  the  Philistine  is  an  altogether  different  matter. 
In  the  modern  sense  of  the  word,  as  applied  to 
modern  men  and  women,  the  term  denotes  an 
uncultured  pei'son— a  person  devoid  of  the  sense  of 
appreciation  of  the  wider  issues,  and  of  the  intrinsic 
cleanliness  and  healthiness  of  life  as  Nature  gave  it 
to  us,  for  the  term  applies  in  a  physical  connection 
just  as  well  as  in  any  other.  You  see  them  every 
day,  men  and  women  both,  with  their  poor  develop- 
ment, mean  carria^  awkward  gait,  portly  obsession 
—Physical  Philistines  all!  Is  there  any  difficulty 
in  connecting  them  with  Obesity?  None  whatever. 
It  is,  on  the  contrary,  perhaps  difficult  to  dissociate 
them  from  it.  It  is  one  of  their  most  common 
characteristics.  It  is  the  easiest,  as  well  as  the 
surest,  test  to  discover  them  by.  Do  they,  or  do  they 
not,  suffer  from  Obesity? 

Now  the  contrast  is  clear  enough,  so  clear  that 
no  one  can  possibly  mistake  it.  So  clear  that,  to 
the  eye  of  the  casual  passer-by,  your  body,  be  you 
man  or  woman,  proclaims  aloud  under  which  classi- 
fication it  must  immediately  fall.  You  can*t 
disguise  it  from  yourself,  and  your  tailor  can't 
disguise  it  for  you.  From  your  friends,  your 
relatives,  your  associates,  customers,  clients,  em- 
ployees employers— what  you  will— it  is  wholly 
imiK>8sible  to  hide  it.  And  what  is,  after  all,  even 
more  important,  you  cannot  ignore  your  own  sensa- 
tions of  virile  bodily  harmony  in  the  one  case,  and 
insipid,  tedious  inertia  in  the  other,  because  these 
things  go  to  the  very  root  of  your  life  and  make 
it  and  mar  it  accordmgly.  For  have  you  realised 
what  you  incur  if  you  are  a  sufferer  from  Obesity  ? 
The   unsightliness   and    the    inconvenience   go   for 

f [ranted,    with     their    host    of    petty    yet    irksome 
imitations  of  movement,  alertness,  and  (imrticularly 
trying  to  a  woman,   perhaps)  the  kind  of    clothes 
you   may  wear.     Jhese  things  are  but  the  surface 
exci-escenccs  of  the  great  handica|3  under  which  you 
~*inning  the  race  of  life.     But  it  goes  deeper  than 
Sui)erflut>ud   flesh    clogs    you,    sa|)6   you. 


weakens  you,  denies  you  that  grace  and  symmetry 
of  figure  in  the  absence  of  which  you  cannot  possibly 
be  ileal  thy.  The  fatty  accumulations  permeate 
the  muscular  tissue,  the  muscular  fibre  becomes 
weakened,  and  eventually  the  vital  organs  are 
affected,  and  their  functional  powers  gravely 
prejudiced.  The  result  is,  if  you  suffer  from 
Obesity,  you  harlx)ur  a  condition  of  body  that 
makes  dangerous  dully  encroachments  on  the  well- 
spnngs  of  your  life. 

TH£    ''  OLEASE-mETHOO." 

The  reference  to  such  an  obvious  and  fundamental 
contrast,  as  suggested  above,  would  have  been  at 
the  outset  insistent  and  ill-judged,  were  its  purpoM? 
merely  to  chronicle  the  facts  of  the  case,  and 
leave  the  unfortunate  sufferer  from  01)esity  to 
juggle  with  them  as  he  might  But,  fortunately. 
It  is  far  other  than  this.  It  is  to  show  how,  m 
spite  of  modem  conditions,  in  spite  of  the  con- 
tinuous demand  upon  one's  time  of  other  consider- 
ations, the  old  Greek  ideal  may  be  cherished  as 
truly  as  ever  it  was,  and  the  inestimable  benefit 
derived  from  it  is  accessible  to  everyona  Of  oonnie, 
everybody  has  heard  of  physical  culture  these 
days.  There  are  a  hundred- and -one  so-called 
schools  of  i)hysical  culture,  all  clamouring  for  the 
attention  of  the  public.  They  will  teach  you  how 
to  lift  weights,  inspire  you  with  a  mad  jealousy  of 
Samson,  instruct  you  how  to  develop  certain 
muscular  systems  l)eyond  all  the  bounds  of  Nature 
at  the  expense  of  your  general  health,  till  the 
fretted,  caricatured,  strained  portions  of  your 
anatomy  can  only  give  rise  to  muscular  deterior- 
ation, general  waste,  and  become  a  menace  to  life 
itself.  I  will  have  none  of  these  things.  I  recognise 
their  danger  and  futility.  I  profess  to  do  what 
hundreds  of  sincere  people  testify  I  do— to  make 
a  man  a -GREEK.  That  is,  I  take  all  the 
individual  characteristics  of  a  particular  body  into 
consideration,  and  then  string  that  body  into  the  full 
harmony  of  its  being.  That  is  why  the  Cleaae- 
Method  is  the  sanest,  surest,  and  pre-eminently 
pleasurable  way  of  dealing  with  cases  of  Ol)esity. 
For  the  whole  body  is  considered  and  appreciated. 
I  do  not  foster  abnormal  local  developments.  I 
make  the  whole  system  respond  to  me  and  realise 
itti  happiest  evolution.  There  are  no  drags,  no 
dieting,  no  quackery,  but  by  a  carefully  conceive 
course  of  exercises,  adapted  to  the  needs  of  earh 
particular  case,  I  can  guarantee  the  cure  of  Oboiity 
m  a  short  si>ace  of  time,  with  the  restoration  of  a 
good  figure,  and  easy  carriage  to  follow.  Under  my 
treatment  local  accumulations  of  fat«  with  all  the 
attendant  evils,  become  an  impossibility,  for  a  body 
trained  by  the  Clease- Method  simply  does  not  permit 
of  them.     It  lAinis  them  up  in  Nature's  own  way. 

Write  or  call  on  me  to-day,  telling  me  the  whole 
facts  in  your  particular  case.  I  will  consider  them 
with  juKt  the  same  care  that  a  sculptor  bestows  on 
the  modelling  of  each  individual  statue,  and  my 
consultation,  either  by  post  or  in  person,^  costs  you 
nothing.  If  you  cannot  call  at  my  consulting  rooms, 
74,  New  Bond  Street,  I  will  be  pleased  to  send  you 
my  80-paged  book  and  a  private  letter  of  advice. 
From  my  ix>ok  you  can  learn  how,  in  a  simple,  quick, 
natural  way,  your  physique  may  attain  to  a  true 
condition  of  healthfulness.  You  will  learn  how  your 
Ixxly  may  rid  itself  of  all  Obesity  and  fatty  accumula- 
tions. You  will  learn  how  to  feel  well.  You  will 
leani  how  to  look  well  You  will  learn  how  to 
become  a— GREEK. 

Ladies  can  speak  with  or  write  to  mjf  Ladp 
Consultant. 

Write  or  call  to-day. 

F.  Meredith  Clease,  Ph.L.D.,101a,  Clease  Building, 
New  Bond  Street,  London,  W. 
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RICHARD  BURBIIKJE. 

Managing   Director,    llarrodt. 

Led. 


S.  J.  WARING. 

Managing  Director,  Waring  & 

Qillow.  Ltd. 


LAWRENCE  R.   DICKSEE. 

M.Com.,  F.C.A. 

(late    Profemor  of  Commerce. 

London  UnirendtyK 


J.  MURRAY  ALLISt^N. 
Director.    Spottiswoode.     l)ix«»n 
h  Hunting.  Lid.    The   great*">t 
Uring  auttiority  tni  Advert  hiiiig. 


THE  BUSINESS  ENCYGLOPiEDiA. 

FAILURE  in  Business  is  more  frequently  due  to  For    the    Young    Man 

lack  of  information   than   to   lack   of  ability  ^  j^,  indispensable  to  the  man  who  means  to  succeed 

EN^ery   bu.siness   man  who   de.sires  to   succeed  ^,1  contrary  opinions  notwithstanding,  the  financial 

should    therefore     fortify    him.self    with     the     right  prospects  for  well-informed  men  were  never  so  g.^nl 

information.     This  niay  be  gamed  in  the  hard  school  ^  ^^  ^^e  now.     But  the  employe  who  ri.ses  is  the 

of  experience,  but  there  is  an  easier  and  a  quicker  ^^^  ^^o  makes  himself  master  of  all   those  wider 

^^^*L     «c  T^                 T'                          „           .  questions  relating  to  Money  and  Trade,  for  which  his 

The"BusiNK.ss  KNCYri.oi>.4^i)iA     contains  every-  ^^^f^i  t^j^j       ;„  detail  so  admirably  fits  him.     In 

thing  that  a  business  man  ought  to  know.   It  is  written  ^^^  "Business  Encyclopaedia"  the  ambitious  man 

by  practical   business   men   who  have   built   up  the  ^^j,,  ^^^            detail  relating  to  the  matters  on  which 

businesses  they  represent  into  the  gigantic  concerns  j,^  ^..j^j^^^  to  inform  himself  in  order  to  increase  his 

they  are  to-day.    In  the  "Business  Encyclop.^di A  ^.^^^^  j^  ^^e  commercial  market.     To  the 
they  place  the  secrets  of  the  methods  by  means  of 

which  they  sue  ,eded  at  the  disposal  of  business  men.  Mature    Business  Man 

Mr.  KicHARii  BuRBiDUK,  Managing  Director  of  ,^^  ..  Business  ENCVci.oivicnu"  will  prove  equally 

llarrods     Stores      Ltd.,    writes   on     Departmental  ,.,,„„j,le ;  in  it  he  can  turn  up  without  an  instant's 

.Stores.     The    information   which    he    gives  m   this  ,,,^  ^^  ^j^^          „„^  „f  j^e  m^ny  points  concerninj; 

article  is  worth  the  price  of  the  whole  Lncyclopedia  ^          „^  ,,„^i„^^^  „„  ^.j,i^h  he  lacKs  information.     It 

to  the  business  man  in  the  retail  busines.s.  ^„^,,,^^  him  to  keep  in  line  with  new  meth.x1s  an<i 

1 1             /'w            V  '^^.,™"''"g  ?P'"'  '"  'I"/  e^^"'  new  systems  of  business.    With  this  work  beside  him, 

House   of  Waring  &   Gillow,    writes    on    liusintss  ,j,^  ^^^   ^^^^^^^  „3„                   j,^  confi.ience  in 

Building,   S  aff  Or^nization,   the   Basic   Idea  of  a  ^^^  „^„  capability,  and,  proceeding  to  put  his  ideas 

Business  Selling  Schemes,  etc.,  etc.  j„,„  ^xi.c<Lv^,  may  make  of  his  business  life  a  sure 

Mr.   J.    Murray    Allison,   the    grea  est  living  ^„^^^^      ,,  j^  k^„,,„,ge  ,i,at  counts  nowadays  ;  the 

authority  on  adveriising.  treats  of  the  evolution  and  „,^„  ^^^  ^,,„,^  ^^  ^^^^^^^  i„  ^^^j,,^^  ^„^j  ^ave 

development  of  this  gigantic  force  m  the  Business  eialised  business  knowledge. 

World.      He    deals     thoroughly    with     the    subject  *                                             ** 

in  its  broadest   sense   as   having   for   its  object   the  Three    Opinions. 

profitable    increase    of    sales.      This    section    may  ,  v  ,,             t     c     t-        o     c            t             t*  Mr 

well,    in    many    cases,    direct   a    de.spondent  or  an  <')  ,^»^^^!-   J',^"^'    f^^^'   &    Sons,    Ltd.:    -  \\'e 

ambitious   trader   into    those    paths   which,   without  ^^^^j^g^'  advise  all  commercial  men  to  purchase  this 

having    studied     it,    he     would     regard    as    beyond  'T'^Y'      ^^    »«    ^^^    ^«^^,  /^''    ^-''^"^"^^  ^«»-   ^^ery 

his  atTainment.  ^"^'"^^  '"^^  ^«  P«^^- 

Mr.   Lawrence  R.   DiCKSEE,  M.Com.,  F.C.A.,  (2)    Sir    Thomas    Lipton  :     *'The    'Business 

late   Professor  of  Commerce,  London  University,  is  Encyclopaedia'  is  got  up  in  a  first -class  manner, 

responsible   for   the    articles    on    Accountancy    and  and  should  prove   a  most  valuable  addition   to  the 

Accounting    Sy.stcms.     He    is    assisted    by    a    stafl  library  of  every  business  man." 

composed  of  a  dozen  of  the  most  expert  chartere(!  (3)  Sir  Thomas  Dewar  :  *' The  volumes  are  full 

accountants  in  the  country.  f  information,  and  I  feel  sure  they  will  be  found  to 

In  addition  to  the  above,  many  other  commercial  in:  a  necessity  in  every  commercial  hou.se.     Now  that 

experts,  whose  names  have  a   world-wide   fame   in  we  see  the  Encyclopanlia  the  marvel  is  that  such  a 

connection  with  business  and  money  matters,  con-  work    has    not    been    thought    of   in    this   country 

tribute  stimulative  and  practical  articles.  before." 

A    FRE^E:    book. 

We  have  prepared  a  handsomely  iilusirated    book,  "  Thk  TO    THE    CAXTON    PUBLISHING    COMPANY, 

Practicai.  Book,"  which  will  be  sent  to  you  free  cf  charge,  Clun  Housf,  Surkf.v  Street,  Lonoo.s,  VV.C. 

and   which   will    show    you    how    necessary    the   '*  Businf.ss  Please  send  me,  free  of  charge,  and  without  any  obligation  on 

Encvcloh^dia"  is  to  your  success.     It  points  out  the  dang  r  my  p^rt,  a  copy  of  "The  Practical  Book." 
to  busine3.s  men  of  their  falling  into  a  rut,  and  how  to  avoid  this 

danger.     It    includes    specimen    plates    emiiodying    J.    Holt  TCamt 

Schooling's  comparative    calculations   as   to   trade,   etc.;   also  ,„     ,\V," 'J, .^*  V  '   J         '.i'i"'m"a ^i       -      \ 

facsimile?  of  useful  business  documents.     It  contains  priceless  <S«id  thit  Form  01  a  Postcard  mentioning  Tut  Strakd  Ma.;  .iimk. . 
information  for  the  young  m.nn  who  mer-ns  to  succeed.     And  it 

will  also  tell  j-ou  how  to  obtain  the  "Bisiness  Encvclop^dia"  Address 

for  a  first  payment  of  is.  6d.   only,  the  balance  to  be  pnid  by 

small  monthly  payments.  S.  M 
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IS  AN  INVALUABLE  LIQUID 
FOOD  IN  THE  FORM  OF 
A  DEUCIOU8  BEVERAGE, 
HAVING  THE  GREATEST 
STRENGTH  AND  THE 
FINEST  FLAVOUR. 

YOU  CAN  HAVE  NOTHING 
PURER  OR  MORE  RE- 
UABLE. 

IT  IS  MADE  UNDER  IDEAL 
CONDITIONS  IN  "THE 
FACTORY  IN  A  GARDEN" 
AT  BOURNVILLE. 
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A   ivelcome   Winter    Puddins — 

A  Corn  Flour  Custard  Pudding  served  hot.  It  is  one  of  the  simple  homely  dishes 
that  go  well  with  any  meal.  It  is  good  served  alone,  and  also  delicious  with 
stewed  fruit.  It  is  quickly  made,  costs  little,  and  whether  baked  or  boiled  is 
equally  enjoyed  by  young  and  old.    The  recipe,  with  others,  is  in  every  packet  of 

BroiVA  &*  Poison's 

The  Corn   Flour  for  wholesome  puddings.      Make  a  point  of  getting  it. 
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THE  KEELEY  CUBE 

For    "Drink    and    Drug    Habits. 
We  Guarantee 

that  anyone  who  has  a  desire  to  free  himself  of 
these  awfUI  curses  can  do  so  by  takingr  the  Keeiey 
Tpeatment,  and  will  leave  the  Institute  without 
the  sllflrhtest  crave  or  desire  for  either  Alcohol 
or  DruflTS. 

The  Keelcy  Treatment  is  always  administered  by 
regularly  qualified  physicians,  who  have  made  a 
special  study  of  Inebriety.  After  carefully  inquiring 
into  the  history  of  each  patient,  and  making  a  thorough 
pljysical  examination,  they  treat  each  case  according 
to  the  condition  of  the  patient.  No  matter  how  long- 
standing the  addiction,  or  how  much  has  been  taken, 
the  result  is  invariably  the  same,  a  cure. 

No  constitution  Is  too  delicate  for  the  Keeiey 
Treatment,  as  the  remedies  are  perfectly 
harmless. 

Patients  are  given  the  utmost  freedom  ;  there  is 
absolutely  no  confinement,  and,  until  the  remedies 
render  it  unnecessary,  they  are  allowed  their  usual 
amount  of  alcohol  or  drugs. 

Canon  Fleming  says  : — *'  If  a  man  goes  to  the 
Keeiey  Institute  desiring  to  stand  free  once  more 
before  God  and  man  from  his  habits,  this  treatment 
will  #nable  him  to  do  so." 

Dr.  Talmage  says  : — **  The  Keeiey  Cure  has 
succeeded  where  nothing  else  under  Heaven  would." 

In  his  report  a  physician  appointed  by  the  *'  Times" 
to  investigate  this  treatment  says  : — *'  A  feature  of 
the  Keeiey  Treatment,  one  marked  effect  appears  in 
evidence  in  all  twenty  ca:»es  I  watched  after  four  or 


five  days'  treatment,  viz.,  that  there  ceases  to  be  any 
desire  for  stimulant.  The  various  patients  describe 
their  condition  in  somewhat  different  terms,  bnt  all 
with  one  meaning.  Alone  or  with  friends  they  have 
gone  about  the  City  and  West-end  exposed  in  a 
hundred  ways  to  the  temptations  which  exist  on  every 
hand,  and  yet  each  has  offered  an  uncompromising 
attitude  to  any  indulgence  in  stimulant." 

We  can  show  you  hundreds  of  letters  of  gratitude 
from  patients  who  have  taken  the  treatment,  and 
who  are  willing  that  their  names  sliould  Ije  given, 
or  they  will  correspond  direct  with  prospective 
patients. 

Write  us  to-day  and  we  will  prove  to  you  that 
this  cure  is  an  incciurovertible  fact,  approved  by 
some  of  our  most  eminent  men,  among  them  the 
following:  Rev.  Canon  T'leming,  H.D.  ;  the  Right 
Hon.  L^rd  Montagu  of  Beaulicu  ;  II.  W.  Forsier, 
E^.,  M.r.  ;  Vice- Admiral  Woodward,  C.B.  ;  Rev. 
R.  J.  Campl>ell,  M.A.  ;  \\\  Hind-Smith,  Esq.  ; 
and  Eardley-Wilmot,  Esq.,  R.N.,  Secretary  of  the 
Church  of  England  Temperance  Society. 

More  than  Half  a  Million 

have  taken  the  treatment,  amongr  them  17,000 
physicians.  Does  not  this  fact  alone  speak 
volumes  ?  And  twenty  per  cent,  of  our  patients 
come  through  the  recommendation  of  their  family 
physician. 

About  one-third  of  the  patients  are  ladies,  all  of 
whom  have  apartments  outside  the  Institute,  of  their 
own  selection. 

The  treatment  takes  four  weeks  for  alcohol  (for 
drugs  five  to  six  weeks),  and  is  carried  out  in  the 
United  Kingdom  at  the  Keeiey  Institute,  9,  West 
Holton  Gardens,  London,  S.W.,  or  by  special 
arrangement  it  can  be  given  at  patient's  own  home. 
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LETTERS  FROM  CELEBRITIES. 

THE  HEALTHY  MIND  IN  THE  HEALTHY  BODY. 


THE  keynote  of  happiness,  long  life,  and 
successful  achievennent  is  the  healthy 
mind  in  the  healthy  body.  Sanatogen  is  the 
tonic  food  which  is  being  prescribed  by  the 
medical  profession  to-day  to  bring  about  this 
happy  condition.  Not  only  have  5,000 
physicians  endorsed  in  writing  the  merits  of 
Sanatogen  as  the  ideal  recuperative  and 
restorative,  but  the  most  distinguished  men 
and  women  of  the  day  have  not  hesitated  in 
coming  forward  to  personally  testify  to  the  great 
benefits  they  have  derived  from  Sanatogen. 

Ven.    Archdeacon   Sinclair   bestows    high 
praise : 

"  The  Chapter  House, 

"St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  E.C. 
*'  Sanatogen  appears  to  be  an  admirable  food  for 
invalids  and  those  who  suffer  from  indigestion." 


{/Jl<Ju.^UoL<..-^/^t^^^ 


Sanatogen  is  not  a  secret  remedy.  Its 
composition  is  known  to  and  approved  by 
the  medical  profession.  It  is  a  scientific 
combination  of  pure  milk  albumen,  the  most 
essential  food  principle  known,  with  glycero- 
phosphates, the  substance  which  forms  one  of 
the  most  important  constituents  of  the  brain 
and  nervous  system,  and,  owing  to  its  com- 
position, it  nourishes  the  system  whilst  toning 
the  nerves  and  giving  healthy  stimulus  to 
the  brain.  In  fact,  it  gives  to  body,  brain, 
and  nerves  their  essential  food  in  precisely 
the  form  in  which  it  is  the  most  readily 
assimilated,  and  so  aids  in  building  up  the 
tissues  as  well  as  toning  them. 

Thus  Mr.  John  Hare  recommends  it : 

"  75i  Upper  Berkeley  St.,  Portman  Sq.,  W. 

**  I  have  found  Sanatogen  a  most  valuable  tonic 
and  stimulant  during  a  period  when  I  had  to  work 
very  hard  under  conditions  of  great  weakness  and 
ill-health.  I  can  heartily  recommend  it  to  those 
working  under  similarly  distressing  circumstances." 

Sanatogen  is  hfe  itself  to  the  brain  worker, 
and  in  cases  where,  through  illness  or  over- 
work, the  vital  powers  show  signs  of  flagging. 

Madame  Sarah  Grand,  the  distinguished 
authoress,  writes : 

"  ID,  Grove  Hill,  Tunbridge  Wells. 

"Sanatogen  has  done  everything  for  me  which  it 
is  said  to  be  able  to  do  for  cases  of  general  debility 
and  exhaustion.  I  began  to  take  it  after  nearly  four 
years'  enforced  idleness  from  extreme  debility,  and 
ielt  the  benefit  almost  immediatelv.     And  now,  after 


taking  it  steadily  three  times  a  day  for  twelve  weeks, 
I  find  myself  able  to  enjoy  both  work  and  play 
again,  and  also  able  to  do  as  much  of  both  as  I 
ever  did." 

Dyspepsia,  weakness,  nervousness,  depres- 
sion disappear  under  a  course  of  this  tonic 
food  remedy.  Unlike  other  tonics,  it  leaves 
no  depressing  after-effects,  but  the  beneficial 
results  are  permanent.  Sanatogen  is  a  boon 
to  those  who  are  weak  and  run  down,  or 
who  are  called  upon  to  make  extra  eflbrts  of 
mind  or  body. 

Mr.  C.  B.  Fry,  the  well-known  cricketer, 
enthusiastically  endorses  it : 

**  Glenbourne  Manor,  West  End,  Hants. 

**  Sanatogen  is  an  excellent  tonic  food  in  training, 
especially  valuable  as  a  tonic  during  the  periods  of 
nervous  exhaustion  commonly  called  staleness,  to 
which  men  who  undergo  severe  training  are 
liable.  I  have  recommended  it  to  many  of  my 
friends." 


Sanatogen  is  eminently  suitable  for  invalids, 
for,  whilst  it  is  a  powerful  recuperative  and 
restorative,  it  can  be  borne  by  the  most 
delicate  stomach  when  other  food  is  rejected. 
It  aids  digestion  and  strengthens  the  digestive 
organs  ;  it  enriches  the  blood  and  restores  the 
buoyancy,  the  elasticity,  the  vigour  of  health. 

All  who  suffer  from  sleeplessness  are  recom- 
mended to  take  this  tonic  food  remedy,  as 
by  toning  the  system  it  promotes  refreshing 
sleep. 

From  infancy  to  old  age  there  is  no  period  at 
which  Sanatogen  is  not  of  inestimable  benefit. 

It  can  be  obtained  of  all  chemists. 

Those  interested  in  getting  well  and  keeping 
well  should  read  an  engrossing  booklet  by 
Dr.  C.  W.  Saleeby,  F.R.S.E.,  the  well-known 
medical  writer.  It  is  entitled  "  The  Will  to 
Do,"  and  treats  of  matters  of  vital  importance 
to  our  well-being  in  general,  and  on  modern 
nerve  ailments  in  particular.  The  publishers, 
Messrs.  F.  Williams  &  Co.,  83,  Upper  Thames 
Street,  London,  E.G.,  will  forward  a  copy 
entirely  free  of  charge  if  mention  is  made  of 
this  magazine. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


104 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


FROM    GEORGE    II.    TO    EDWARD   VII. 


TXTHEN  the  Mexicans  were  first  teach- 
^^  ing  Europeans  the  possibilities  of 
Chocollatl^  the  Jesuit  missionary,  Ferronius, 
described  in  poetic  lines  the  virtues  of  the 
cocoa  plant  to  Cardinal  Francis  Maria.  Here 
is  a  quotation  :— 

O  Hata  terris  Arbor  in  ultiniis, 
Jit  Mexicani  fjitria  littoris, 
Fircunda  su<co,  quo  SMpcrbil 
ALtkertum  Chocolata  nectar. 

Tibi  omne  lignum  ceefat^  tt  ottinium^ 
Propago  Jiorum  ;  Launts  adoreas 
Nectens  triutfiphis^  Qurreus,  A/nus, 
F.t  Libani pretiosa  Cedtvs. 

Words  SO  eloquent  are  worthy  of  translation, 
as  will  be  seen  from  the  following  :  — 

O  Tree  I  upraised  in  far-off  Mexicos^ 
The  glory  of  their  golden  strands; 
As  heavenly  nectar  from  a  chalice ^  flows 
lis  Chocolate  for  other  lands. 

To  thee  the  palm  of  every  tree  is  given  y 

And  every  flower  yields  thee  homage  sweet ; 

The  Laurel  crowns  thy  head;  the  Oai^  the  Alder  Tree^ 

And  precious  Cedar  triumph  at  thy  feet. 

Those  lines  were  written  a  few  years  before  we 
have  definite  evidence  of  cocoa  being  drunk  in 
England.  The  only  way  to  give  a  record  other 
than  superficially  is  to  trace  the  progress  of 
the  famous  firm  of  J.  S.  Fry  and  Sons,  Ltd., 
which,  established  as  long  ago  as  1728,  is 
the  oldest  and  largest  house  in  the  trade. 
Dr.  Joseph  Fry,  the  founder  of  the  firm,  was 
an  opportunist  of  the  first  order.  Early 
securing  a  valuable  patent  by  Walter  Church- 
man for  making  chocolate,  he  laid  the 
foundations  of  a  now  world-famous  business. 
He  commenced  with  a  small  factory  in 
Newgate  Street,  Bristol,  and  a  chronicle  of 
the  enlargements  and  extensions  of  the  build- 
ings alone  would  be  an  eloquent  testimony 
to  the  excellence  of  the  firm's  productions. 
To-day  they  comprise  eight  factories  eighty 
feet  high,  and  the  staff  numbers  4,400  hands. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  show  the  various  stages 
by  which  Messrs.  Fry's  Cocoa  has  been 
brought  to  its  present  perfect  state,  but  we 
may  just  glance  at  the  manufacturing  pro- 
cesses of  to-day.  The  cocoa-beans,  when  they 
arrive  at  the  Fry  wharves  from  Brazil,  the 
West  Indian  Islands,  Ceylon,  and  other  places, 
are  anything  but  inviting,  and  the  flavour 
would  be  anything  but  "  suited  for  all  tastes." 
The  bags  of  beans  are  taken  up  on  lifts 
from  the  basement  storage  to  the  top  floor, 
whence  the  various  manufacturing  operations 
proceed  in  a  descending  order  from  floor 
to  floor. 

On  the  upper  floor  the  hard  beans  are 
roasted  in  revolving  cylinders  heated  by  coke 
fires,  with  the  result  that  all  moisture  is 
driven  off,  and  the  beans  are  left  so  dry  and 
fragile  that  you    marvel  when   assured  that 


they  yet  retain  all  their  oil— amounting  to 
about  50  per  cent.  The  roasted  beans  are 
afterwards  shot  down  to  the  floor  below  into 
machines  which  break  them  into  cocoa  nibs, 
and  winnow  the  light,  dry  husks  away  by  the 
action  of  fans.  These  nibs  represent  cocoa 
as  used  in  the  olden  days,  when,  after  pro- 
longed boiling,  our  grandfathers  skimmed  off 
the  excess  of  fat  from  th  j  decoction.  But  in 
the  best  modern  processes  the  fat  is  largely 
removed.  The  beginnings  of  this  operation 
are  seen  on  the  floor  below,  where  the  nibs 
are  crushed  under  powerful  rollers  of  granite 
in  pans  of  granite,  with  the  aid  of  warmth,  into 
a  paste,  the  expressed  oil  being  a  sufficient 
binding  material  to  the  cocoa  grains.  Now 
to  separate  the  oil  from  the  grains  of  cocoa 
would  seem  impossible.  But  it  is  done  in 
stout  canvas  bags  placed  within  a  cylinder, 
perforated  with  hundreds  of  minute  holes, 
and  solid  rams,  actuated  by  water  power 
under  pressure  of  more  than  half  a  ton  acting 
on  every  square  inch. 

The  various  cocoas  are  subsequently  pre- 
pared from  this  basis,  chief  among  which  is 
the  Pure  Concentrated  Cocoa,  of  which 
Dr.  Andrew  Wilson  says :  "  It  is  my  Ideal 
of  Perfection.  There  is  no  better  food." 
Special  mention  must  also  be  made  of  the 
Malted  Cocoa,  a  combination  of  the  Extract 
with  Allen  and  Hanburys'  Concentrated 
Extract  of  Malt.  This  is  very  beneficial  in 
cases  of  weakness  and  consumption. 

Messrs.  J.  S.  Fry  and  Sons,  Ltd.,  have  wor 
the  highest  honours  at  the  leading  Inter- 
national Exhibitions  in  all  parts  of  the  world 
for  the  excellence  of  their  productions,  and 
have  been  appointed  by  special  warrant  manu- 
facturers to  His  Majesty  King  Edward  VII. 
(both  as  Prince  of  Wales  and  as  King),  to 
Her  late  Majesty  Queen  Victoria,  to  the 
late  Emperor  Napoleon,  and  to  Their 
Majesties  the  King  and  Queen  of  Spain. 
But  what  perhaps  is  as  valuable  as  any  Prize 
Medal  is  a  letter  recently  sent  to  Messrs.  Fry, 
in  which  they  are  informed  that  their  Pure 
Concentrated  Cocoa  and  various  other  pre- 
parations have  been  selected  by  Messrs. 
Harry  de  Windt  and  William  Le  Queux  for 
their  forthcoming  Expeditfon  across  Arctic 
Lapland.  One  may  be  silre  that  nothing  but 
quality  has  decided  that  choice. 

We  cannot  better  conclude  our  article  than 
by  citing  the  Persian  Astronomer  Poet  Omar 
Khayydm — slightly  paraphrased  : — 

Ohy  come  with  old  Khayydm  and  leart  the  Wise 
To  talk :  one  thing  is  certain,  that  Life  flies : 
One  thing  is  certain,  and  the  Rest  is  Lies, 
There  is  no  better  Cocoa  made  than  "  FRy'S"_ 
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OUI^XIVAXE^S    ARX    AND    PI^CASURE^. 


Do  you  appreciate  music  and  yet 
laclc  musical  education  ?  The  **  Auto- 
piano"  will  enable  you  to  play  the 
works  of  the  s:reatest  and  best  com- 
posers with  all  your  feeling:,  expression, 
and  individuality.  There  are  no  more 
dull  hours,  no  more  depressing:  social 
parties  when  the  "Autopiano"  enters 
the  house.  It  is  extremely  simple  for 
anyone  to  play  it  by  inserting:  a  small 
music-roll  and  operating:  the  exceed- 
ing:ly  easy  and  sensitive  pedals. 

The  *«Autopiano"  Patent  Flexible 
Fing:ers,  Melody  Stops,  and  the  most 
direct  action  on  the  piano- hammers 
and  numerous  other  exclusive  patent 
features  give  this  unlimited  scope  for 
individuality  and  disting:uish  the 
'*Autopiano"  from  any  other  instru- 
ment. 

The  essence  of  art  is  personality. 
The  "  Autopiano  **  makes  its  owner  an 
artist,  and,  thanks  to  its  unapproached 
responsiveness,  he  constantly  bring:s 
out  new  beauties  in  each  piece.  There 
is  no  music  to  pattern. 


The  "Autopiano"  can,  of  course, 
also  instantly  be  used  as  an  ordinary 
pianoforte,  and  as  such  the  ten  various 
models  are  all  of  the  hig:hest  g:rade  in 
tone,  finish,  and  durability.  Three  of 
the  models  are  the  finest  pianos  the 
world  produces,  and  cannot  be  equalled. 

Every  "Autopiano"  has  metal  tubes 
and  standardised  parts,  and  is  g:uar- 
anteed  for  ten  years.  Its  repertoire 
of  music-rolls  covers  practically  the 
world's  music,  over  30,000  different 
compositions,  and  an  extensive  lending: 
library  is  open  to  all  "  Autopiano " 
owners,  the  music -rolls  costing:  only 
about  the  same  as  printed  music. 

Unused  and  old  pianos  of  any  make 

are  accepted  in  exchang:e,  full  value 

being:    allowed. 

Althoug:h  the  "Autopiano"  is  infi- 
nitely superior  to  any  other  musical 
instrument  of  similar  nature,  it  costs 
but  little  more  than  an  ordinary  hig:h- 
g:rade  piano,  and  may  be  purchased 
for  cash  or  deferred  payments. 

A8  THE  "AUTOPIAHO"  IS  INHNITELY  MORE  USEFUL  TNAN  ANY  ORDINARY  PIANO,  YOU  SNOULD  NO 
LONGER  DEPRIVE  YOURSELF  OF  ITS  THOUSAND  PLEASURES.     YOU  ARE  INVITED  TO  CAU  AND  HEA 
THE    « AUTOPIANO,"    OR    WRITE   FOR   ART    CATALOGUE    NO.   3,  AND  OUR   CONVENIENT   PLAN   OF 

SUPPLY.      DISTANCE  IS  NO  OBJECT. 

KASTNER   &   CO.,    LTD., 

34,  35,  and  38,  Margarot  Street,  Regent   Street,  Lenden,  W. 

(Second  Turning, on  left  Oxford  Circus  toifirarda  Queen'a  Hall). 

N.B.— THE  "AUTOPIANO"  18  OBTAINABLE  ONLY  FROM  OURSELVES  AND  OUR  APPOINTED  AGENTS. 
EVERY  "AUTOPIANO"  BEARS  THE  WORDS  "AUTOPIANO"  AND   "KASTNER"  ON  TNE  FALL 
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CURE  THE  DRUNKARD 


heir  knowledire,  by  a  simple 

Home   Methodt  which  can 

I    in    Tea,   CefRBC*    or    Food. 

«d  by  the  terrible  drink  habit,  this  remarkable  drink  cure 
e  you  positive  proof  of  the  wonderful  cures  effected  by  this 
t  give  an  opt  ort  unity  of  testing  it  free  of  charge.  Even 
many  who  have  received  benefit.  It  can  be  used  without 
I.  and  has  cured  hundreds  of  cases  without  the  patients' 
163.  says  :— 

Dw  with  confidence  that  a  cure  has  been  effected  hj  use  of 
r  Iiennanently  cured.  Since  he  commenced  taking  the 
LS  had  no  desire  for  intoxi<unts.    I  am  veiy  grateful  to  you 

Jour  Ijehalf.  and  will  endeavour  to  get  others  to  try  your 
monial  and  hundrnls  of  others  can  be  seen  at  our  offices.' 
fou.  Write  to-day  for  -  ♦"»-  ♦'<»^  a«»i/w{n<»  Bt^mn  fm 
ourself.  We  will  sentj 
who  write  to-day.  Dc 
:c  strictly  confidential 

18,  Century  Housi 


A  SEWING    for  A/ 
,^^j«g_^MACHINEO' 


r 


(Patented). 

Patronited  6y   H.M.   tiu 
of  Ruma. 

The  testimony  of  every  lady  who 
has  one  of  thetw  sewing  nmrfaines 
is  that  it  does  work  quite  beyood 
their  expectations.     Wltboat  the 
complications    of    expensive    ma- 
chines, it  works  evenly  and  speeditar 
on  both  coarse  and  fine  materfaL 
No  experirace  nem mrj.   Made  «■• 
tirely  of  metal,  with  plated  flttiogi. 
improved  stitch  regulator,  etc 
Mat  la  woodaa  box,  ear- 
rlaite  paid,  for  69.     Extra  needles.  6d.  and  1'-  per  packet 
Write  jor  Prtu  Opiniom  awl  TettimoniaU,  vr  call  a$td  9m  tJtt 
maehine  at  wrk. 

SKWiNQ    IMACHINE   COIMPANV,    De|»t.   2S. 

as  A  88«  Brooke  Street,  Holbom,  London,  B.C. 
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MIDLAND  FDRNIsillNG  CDMPANY,  Ltd., 

JTHAMPTON  ROW.  HOLBOKN. 

(a  minutes  from  Oxford  Street), 

90MABLE  GIFTS. 

Come  and  Inspect  our 

etock   of   ANTIQUK8, 

REPRODUCTIONS,    and 

also  our 

SPECIIL  XMISJIIBIIIS. 

Any  article  wc  sell  may  be 
obtained  from  us  either  for  cash 
or  on  our  Gradual  Payment 
System,  without  extra  charge. 
Our  system  is  not  the  old' 
fashioned  hire  system  which 
meant  high  prices  and  common 
goods,  but  it  is  just  the  same  as 

Very  handsome   Inlaid    Mahogany   Sheraton   Character  Bedroom   Suite.  Paying  cas^^'  W'th  the  exception 

comprising  Wardrobe  with  large  bevelled  plate-glass  door,  Dressing  Table  that  the  payments  can   be   eX' 

fitted  with  drawers  beneath  and  bevelled  plate  snaped  glass  above,  marble  tended   over    \,'2,   or   3  years. 

top  and  artistic  ti  ed  back  Washstand  with  double  cupboard  beneath  and '_  J ' 


towel  rails  attached,  and  Two  Cane  Chairs 


cupl 

Prtom  4BO  10  O 


Country  orders  carriage  paid.     Goods  packed 
and  delivered  free.    Carpets  and  Linos  planned 
and  laid  free.     Illustrated  Guide  and  Catalogue 
post  free. 
Free  Life  Insuraoce.       No  added  loterest. 
No  extra  chantes.  Cash  dlscouol,  5  per  ceot. 


NO  DEPOSIT  REQUIRED. 

TERMS:  Town  or  Country. 


Worth. 
£10     . 

20    .. 

50  .. 
100    .. 


Pbr  Mouth. 

6    0 

11    0 

£1     8    0 

2     5    0    1 


Worth. 
£200   . 
500  ... 
1000  ... 


Per  Month . 
...  £4  10  O 
...  11  5  0 
...    22   10   O 


Any  amount  pto  rata. 


1^  SUCTION  $ 
CLEANING 


is  not  a  noisy 
ens:ine,  nor  a  use- 
less toy;  but  a 
practical,  portable 
Dust  Extractor  of 
the  simplest  pos- 
sible construction, 
which  can  be 
worked  by  hand 
or  electric  power* 

QUARANTEED  for  2  YEARS 

iliustrated  BookUt free Jrom 
THE  ERITISHfCOUNUL**  ATOM 


CAN  BC 

HIRED 

BY  THt  DAY 


SYNIICATE. 

44.  OLD  BONO  STRCCT.  LONDON.  W.     ■ 


^ 


NO    LADY 

need  despair  of 
possessing  a  truly 
elegant  and  grace- 
ful figure,  who  wit! 
invest  in  a  pair  of 

DOMEN 

BELT 

CORSETS- 

Invaluable  to  those  inclined  to  Corpulency. 

Send  for  (free)  Price  List  No.  I5D. 

Domen    Belts   Co., 

456,  STRAND  (Charing  Cross),  W.C. 

(Ladv  AtUndan's,) 
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ART  PHOTOS. 

Postal     Mckcts     and     assortments     of 
Photos  and  Stereos  are  sent  for  selection 

Parte    Salon    Ploturea.    OlaMloai 

trMMs.   VI««M,   Ufa  8tiMllae  for 
Artlata.    Ptowars,   Oloucta,  Wavas. 

!  ,..  OOLLICriOWS  rROM   KOTSD  0ALUCRIB8. 

Illustrated  UiUlogue  of  Photos  and  List 
•  of  our  noted  Stereos  2»d.  post   free,  or 

with  a  Specimen  quarto.  Is.  post  free. 
,  Foreign  Stamps  up  to  is.  accepted  fiom 

residenU  abroad.  British  PosUl  Orders 
much  preferred. 

ERDMANN    *   8CHANZ 

/                    (EsUbUshed  187«>. 

\simm\M 


HAND.8EWN 

TOUR    BOOTS. 

WATERPROOF. 


For  LADiea 

No.  124.— Black  Calf, 

Price  35/- 
No.  Z25.— Willow  Calf, 

Price  39/- 


For  QENTLEMEN. 

No.  225.— Black  Calf, 

Price  35/- 
No.  226,— Bordeaux  Calf 

Price  37/- 


CARRJAOE   PAID. 

Catalogua   No.  55   poat   fr^. 

^m,  NEW  BOND  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 
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FREE  GIFTS!    FREE  GIFTS!!    FREE  GIFTS!!! 


Our  Catalogs 

Let  ui  |X) 

COMBINATION  TE 

Oonsisting  of 
6BkfstCup9&Scn.  i 
6  Teti  Cups  h.  ScrH.    m 
6  BreakfiiHt  Platen.  ■ 
eTe^rUtes.  [I'iin.  ■ 
eEggOuiw.  1  Dish.^ 
iTcjipot.  Mpintn.      ^ 
1  CooouJuir.  llpUits 
2CakePUt«ii.lMillc 
1  Slop  Bafin.   [Jug. 
1  Covered  Bulter. 
FlnlBhed  In  Bam 

THE  CHINA  ST.  POTTERY  CO.,  LTD.,  85,  VIVIAN 

I  Money  returned  if  not  approved.  SpedalTerm*  to  Banan.  Schools,  k  Hotel 


mtaitij*  ertirrthinK 
ke  you  lo  sec  ic 

llrtnoiiBlie 

PtECE 

DINNER  SET 

to  maU'h. 


\ 


IS/c 


■  Parked  Free. 
VGold  FinUhcd. 

Fuu  Set,  aa 

Pieces.aS.'C. 
Id  Finished.  1»- 
imple  Plate. 


imple  Plate,  ad. 
•  Batlsfaetlon. 

WORKS,  FENTON,  STAFFS. 

Caterers.  SeeGoods  bear  our  Name. 


SolttMakMs 


HEWETT'8 

BANJOfti 


MAMDOLINBB 

A  dnj^le  Article  at  wholesale  pric*.  and  sent  carriage'paid^anTwhere 


FOREIGN  STAMPS  FREE. 

117C  U/Iff  /IIVP  each  Responsible  Collector 
TTC  YtILiLi  UItC  sendlnff  One  Penny  for 
return  Postaire,  too  5tanips,  all  different— Orenada 
(new  Issue.  unusedX  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  Japan, 
Ceylon.  Canada,  Victoria.  New  Zealand,  Jamaica,  &c. 

Mtntwxi  Packet  No.  68. 
A I  Bllil  KOBE  80  pages,  I.OOO  illustrattona.  and  2  000  spaces  for 
ALDUIfl  rllBBs  ttarops.  sent  with  the  above  free  packet.  If  id. 
extra  is  sent  for  postage.  800  best  quality  mounts  Id.  Onlv  one  packet 
and  album  sent  each  appliomt.  If  for  abroad  send  8d.  In  lowest  value 
BtsLmp».-Th6  BmpliVsfcMHP  Co..ThoFntoa  HAath.  England. 

2/-  INSURES  YOUR  COMPLEXION 


"ATLAS"  LOCKSTITCH  MACHINE  !|Q8. 


3eIow  1 1 

much  looger  tfaan 
to  ff«t— cbauest 
un  or  Fmt- 


ii 


illT  House 

Winter  Shoe  f«r 
work  or  fireside. 
Mr.  EvAss.  IK 
[VaoxhallWalk. 
Lam  b  e  c  h  . 
writes:  "I^si 
pair  lasted  me 

nearly  8  years."  Mr.  Jomks.  Feira.  Rhodesia,  writes:  "Jute  RooU  mmd 
Shoea  cmnfortable  and  light  for  wxlking.  and  txceUeiU/or  thootimg,  bfimg 
Huiteleu.    40s.  encUmd  for  further  mpply. " 

Enclose  Length  of  Walking  Sho.-.  Prices  (pwt  frM». 

Colour-BrowuVBlack.  or  White  Children  a  Ladies.  Gent  a 

A.  Plain  Shoes  (without  Strappingt  . .  ..16  im  I^IO 
1>.  Superior  Canvas  (as  per  illustmtion)..  —  la         *"• 

E.  Boots.  Strong  (Qrey.  3d.  extra' -  8-         SB 

F.  Velvet  Uppers         --  f-         *» 

G.  Felt  Slippers.  Best  Black l/«         1  «         1/a 

Three  pairs  at  one  time,  reducUon  of  ad-  per  pair.     Full  List  Free 

Pos<  free  United  Kiitodwn.  abroad  extra.     EsUblisbed  over  90  years 

PATfiNT  0AHVA8  SHOE  Oa,  1.  Stapa  Road,  naar  OlaaBaab 

Send  P.O.  direct,  as  we  have  no  reUll  Stwes.   Shop  Agents  Wanted. 


Dunfermline  LInenSm-  —^^^ 

Remnant  Bandies.  Dunfawnilne  Idnea.  I>ama»k  TsMe 
rloth  Lengths,  etc..  5/-  each.  (Carriage  Paid  <S  for  9a>. 
Manellous  Value.  .     .        .    .  ,.,»..         .w  - 

I>ouble  Damask  Tablecloths.  2yda  by  2iyda.  1  Cloth,  with  « 
Napkins  to  match,  in  Fancy  Box,  for  16/-  post  ftree. 

ExquitiU  Quality.  Endleu  Wear.  Lcveif  Dengue. 

Danfermllna  Xlnens  are  Famoaii  tor  Waar  and 
BaaaW.  Catalogue  of  Linens.  Sheets,  Bcdsiireads.  ftc  .  poet 
free.  Bamples  Prae.  Mention  Magazine.  Sole  Address ; 
E.  DUNN,  Linan  Looms,  DUNFERMLINE.  •« 
Pioneer  of  Dunfennline  Linens  "  By  Post"  Trada 


Winter  Night  Hobbies. 


S^ 


WOOD  CARVING 

POKER  WORK 

REPOUSSE  WORK 

LEATHER  EMBOSSING 

BENT  IRONWORK 

FRETWORK 

BASKET  WORK 

PICTURE  FRAMING 

MARQUETERIE 

LEATHER  MODELLING 

"SIL-VEL" 


«% 


HABCEB  BB0S.,^1S:r^' SETTLE 
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A  Delicious  \ 

RECOMMENDED    BY    OVE 


TO  RESIST 
INFLUENZA 


It  is  a  curious  fac 
should  be  so  little  ui 
practitioners.  One  ca 
fact  that  "a  cold"  is 
measles,  but  a  complica 
due  to  the  action  of  som 
among  the  contagious  or  infectious  diseases, 
the  cold,  but  a  weak  condition  of  the  syster 
cause— everyone  swallows  the  microbe,  but  ever 
they  are  strong  enough  to  resist  it 

It  is  known,  definitely,  that  all  microbic  dis 
are    "  below   par "   physically,  and  nowhere  is 
cold-catching.     If  one  who  has  caught  a  cold 
that  he  has  prepared  himself  for  the  infection  by 
some  extra  work  which  has  depressed  his  bodily 
on  his  mind,  some  loss  of  sleep,  but,  most  likely 
"  Wincarnis "  is  just  the  thin| 
or  anaemic,  and  you  cannot  take 
coming  winter.     It  effectually  repe 


TEST  A  SAMPLE   BOTTLE  GRATIS 


EICELLEIT  FOR  WEII  lEIRT. 

J,  Chambercombe  Terrace, 

ILFRACOMBE. 

August  20///,  1907. 
Dear  Sirs, 
Some  time  ago  I  had  a  very 
bad  attack  of  heart  trouble  and 
was  in  a  very  weak  state.  For- 
tunately I  sent  for  a  free  sample 
bottle  of  "Wincarnis,"  which  did 
me  so  much  good  that  I  continued 
its  use  with  great  personal  benefit, 
"ic. 

s  very  truly, 
E.  G.  MILES. 


SEND   COUPON    TO   COLEMAN    & 


Send  three  penny  stamps  to  pay 
cost  of  carriage  to  Coleman  &  Co., 
Ltd.,  Wincarnis  Works,  Norwich, 
and  you  will  receive  a  bottle  of 
delicious  tonic  wine  free  of  charge. 

SIGN  THIS  COUPON. 

Name    

Address 

Strand  Mag.,  Dec,  1907. 
AFTER  FREE  TRIAL,  "Win- 
carnis" can  be  obtained  at  any  Wine 
Merchant's  or  at  any  Chemist's  or 
Grocer's  holding  wine  licences. 

CO.,    Ltd.,    NORWICH. 
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D  p  M  C/%M'G  AMETHYST  JEWEl^ 


Charming  Wear, 


Ameihyst  and  Pearl  Laoe  Brooch, 

18Ss   6Cla 


AmeibyBt  A  Pearl 
Necklet  Pendant, 


lUUSTRATEO 
BOOKS 
FREE. 


Amethysts,  Diamond 
Points. 

of  Watohea.  Chalai  and 


Amethyst  A  Pearl 
Brooch,  ~'- 


Na  I. 

Jawallenr. 

No    2,  of   Cloekii, 
Plate,   Catlary, 
tUlTor  Artidaa. 
M«ntk»  this  MafasliM, 


iJsr'  62  &  64,  LUDGATE  HILL,  E.G. 


M^^9^%M.»^M,M,^9AM^\J^        M%^\^%^» 


-Things  to  Play  With-; 

The  finest  and  most  varied  assortment  of 
Tuvs  to  choose  from  will  be  found  described 
and  illustrated  in  our  Catalogue,  now  ready, 
post  free  on  application. 

W.  H.  HULL  &  SON, 

4&  5»  North -Western  Arcade,  Birmingham. 


BEST  HOUSE  roR  DESKS 


QRATRIX'S  DE8K8 

arc  invaluable  to  busy 
in  e  n .  Everything 
locks  nutoniatically. 
No  more  lost  (xipers 
—drawers  and  pigeon 
holes  ^  systematise 
everything.  Indis- 
pensable in  the  office ; 
useful  in  every  cul- 
tured home ;  a  neces- 
sity to  literary  work- 
ers and  ministers. 
I'tesk  as  illustration, 

<,6-6-0 

carriage  paid  to  near- 
iJ    est  railway  station. 

writ.  CRATRIX'8,   BOLTON,  d^^V 


HOKNOWLCOCC^ 


WRITE  FOR  BOOKLET 

dcKribing  this  charminc  hobliT. 
Sent  free  on  application. 


Complete  Outfit,  £1-14) 

{including free  course  of  12  Uaons) 

Beginner's  Set.  7/6. 

Book  of   Infiruaions,   1/-. 


2NIW10NDSTIM00mp 


Excellent  Sheeting    ^^  111  Ail  A 
Praetlee  with  .    .         UIAIIA 


39 


No.  I  bore. 

PATENT. 

^i^ 

The  latest  creation  in 
"Diana"   Air- Rifle 
model   of  a   real   rifle 
absolutely     accurate. 

Air-Gun  manufadure. 
is   not   a  toy,    but   an 
It  is  moft    powerful 
It    kills    rats,    birds. 

The 

exad 

and 

etc 

91- 

ec^cK, 

WITH    100    BLUOB    AND    e    DARTS. 

To  be  had 
in 

everywhere  ; 
Great  Britaii 

if  not,  deliverwl  free  anywhere  1 
1  on  receipt  of  9/6|  by                   1 

L  PAEOHTNER  A  00.,  40,  Quewi  OtrMt,  LondOfi,  E.A.  J 

■■tf^l        f^lW  ¥ri>1^    1^1>  A  T 
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I  Wish  rd  known  of  it  ten 


99 


years  ago. 

—HARRY  DE  WINDT. 


USEFUL  PRESENTS  ^ssr^'srsiSi;si/siitn!'^VH'?fj^'*rrr\  2/6eicii. 

THE   8BLP-PILUNQ   *«  PERFECTION  **    FOUNTAIN    PEN    with  Bolld   llHianit   Oold   Mlb,  Iridljun  Polntod- 

Worth 


A  llmltAd  Bumb«r  hon«atly   wortti   Iff/-  ar*  offerttd  foF  6>6  aaoh  as  an   advartlsamaBi. 

ADVAMTA0B8 1  Fills  WmH,  cleans  itself,  can  be  carried  in  any  podticm,  nothing  to  get  out  of  order,  no  shaVing  required,  cannot  blot,  and  NO 
air  bubbles,  tiA<efc  cure  a  great  anmwanet  in  ordinary  Fountain  Fen*.  Fine.  Mediam/Broad,  or  J  Points.  Ererr  Pen  is  guaranteed.  Money  returned 
if  not  fully  satisfied.  Readers  of  Thk  SraAsn  Maoauxb  should  write  at  once  to  MYMART  A  CO».  Ltd^Ti.HKhHoIboFn,  London,  W.C^ 
and  acquire  this  bargHn^™"^^™"^'^™''^'^^^^™'^^^^"^"™^""'^^""""^ 


VcffK  SrmoMQ   and 
m  Nm  tllCKCL  Si  IMR 


Most  perfect 

Box  in  action. 

1/3 

PMt  Free. 

Colonial 
Ordaps. 

Pobtage3(L 

extia.    Send 

fur  Catalogue 

1.000  Novelties 

Free. 

AY  PUZZLE. 

Great   Novelty. 


19  mores.     In- 
genious and  fos- 
cinating. 
Prloa  lOd. 


AUGUSTA  CARD  CA8B.-For 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  slides  one 
card  at  a  time :  open  to  refllL  Well 
Plated.  1/6;  better  quality.  9/8; 
Sterling  Silver,  12/8.  Post  Free. 
PELICAN  CA.,  80,  Trafalgar 
Bd.,  Meeeley,  liBMINOHAM. 


I    spRocies 


"Neoer  require  grinalng.' 


^^Black  Handles.  8/-  each ;  Ivory  Handles.  7/8  each.^ 
^^^mNafc'sitasorStrpps.  Podcttd  Table  Cutlenf. 
^^  Fnm  all  Cntlert  ui  JUirdnmn. 
^^Wholesale  i  Parton,  Son  &  Oo. .  Ld., 
^1^  8  4  8.  Bull  Ring.  Birw»<"gh»"i. 


Hade  in 
Sheffield,  England. 
Ground  in  Germany. 


I         RAZORS,        I 


O" 


n8 
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The  following  1,000  Beautiful 

DUTCH  BULBS 


"For  tb0  Qmrden  tor 
?0/-  Canimge  Paid, 

This  u  the  finest  col- 
ection  and  the  cheapest 
if  the  season.  It  turns 
rour  Spring  garden  into 
I  little  flower  paradise, 
ind  contains  :  40  beaut t- 
ul  Hyacinths,  60  single 
nd  double  Tulip't,  60 
'arrot  Tulips,  40  Crocus, 
o  Scilla  Belgica,  40  Star 
f  Bethlehem,  60  Daflfo- 
[ils,  xoo  Scilla  Sibirica, 
o  sweet-scented  Jon- 
luils,  60  Ixias,  40  Grape 
ivacinths,  40  Ranun- 
ulus,  60  Anemones,  ao 
Feather  Hyacinths, 
^  20  Glory  of  the 
^  Snow,  300  Iris  His- 
m  panica,  60  Alliums, 
^     40  Snowdrops. 

AH  these  x^ooo  Bulbs 
or  2o/-  carriage  paid, 
iaif  quantities  —  viz.  : 
00  Bulbs^  for  ii/-  car- 
tage paid.  ^  Quarter 
luantities  —  viz.  :  250 
iulbs  for  6/-  carr.  paid. 

TAe  following  400 
Beautiful  Bulb* 

'or  Indoor  tor  20h 
Carriage  Paid. 

Tot  growing  in  pots, 
(lasses^  boxes,  &c.  This 
lollection  contains  the 
arliext  and  most  beau- 
iful  varieties :  40  Hya- 

white  French  Roman 
ieties,  40  Daffodils,  20 
t-scented  Jonquils,^  40 
,  30  SciUa  Sibirica, 
itillarias  Pewet's  Egg, 
ionodoxa,  40  Crocus,  ao 
lbs  for  2g/-  carriage  paid. 

for  xi/-  carriage  paid, 
lbs  for  6/-  carriage  paid, 
uitire  satisfaction.  Our 
y  appointment  to  H.M. 
fnin  orders  from  Roval 

Park,  London,  H.M.'s 

etc 

send    Cheaue    on  ^'our 

xs    crossed   '*  National 

hPoh  Amplication. 

Bulb  Farms, 
m,    Holland. 

[dlaiid.  S4d. 


BROOME  S. MUSIC 


n 


Full   Music  8ix«.  Qu«r«nte«d   Oorr«c^ 

1181.  Uncle  Jo«h  .  ..Cake  Walk Thurbui. 

1163.  Venice  hv  N{ght....WalU £sra  Read. 

IIM.  Golden  DreatnUnd.  ..Walts..    ..       ,. 
1163.  Danduf  Fancies..  Piano  Solo..    .,       „ 

1177.  LiUipuTPaiade..  Quick  March  .k.  Read. 

1178.  FancrFree....  Barn  Dance.... O.Green. 
1180.  Arabland Waits E.  Read. 

1182.  "  Pueant"..  Morris  Dance.  H.Ijunarqae. 

1 183.  "Golden Suabeamt " . . Walts. .T. Bonheur. 

1184.  The  Scrimmage.  .Bam  Dance. . .  .B.  Reail. 

1186.  Gee  Whis Lancen E.  Read.   ,.  ^  — =—  .  ,. 

1186   Aouilla  .  Pianoforte  Solo  ..H.  Lunaraue.   ■«  NOS.  for  4  /C 

1187.  GoUiwogf....  March FkUanSooU.    Post  Fata.  V' 

BROOME'S  TOTOR-!^^^^°,:-in 

introduced  ;  illustrated,  showing  positions  of  wrists,  fingers, 
thumbs,  etc.,  and  how  to  acquire  a  graceful  and  easy  alti- 
tude ;  in  fact,  it  shows  you  what  to  do  and  what  NOT  to 
do ;  so  simple  a  child  can  learn  from  it.     Post  Free,  2/0. 

W,  H,  BBOOIiE.  15.  tiolborn.  London,  LC 


6E 


OOTBALLS 


GIVEN  AWAY  WEEKLY 

Bv«ry  Tuttfldur  doling  Movemteis  I 
I>«o«mb«p,ana  Janaanr  ve  will  gire  I 
away  SIX  SPLENDID  FOOTBALLS  I 

^ ^  -         I  Bm^bo*  we  receive  during  the  preceding  I 

Yon  can  put  on  the  back  of  the  postcard  either  a  Oood  Jok*,  Stoivtttto,  CoBandram,  Pnssltt,  Skttteh,  I 

hins  elM  that  voa  *hink  is  interesting-AN  YTHINO  BUT  A  LIHBBICK-and  if  the  fMstoud  is  amoiw  I 

the  SIX  BBST  received  in  the  week  in  vhfch  it  is  sent,  you  will  receive  a  FOOTBALL.    To  eveiT  competitor,  be  I 


for  tbeiiz  most  lotereRting  posteards  F«latlB<  to  MaaoB'f  ColTji>  BaaiiBey  we  receive  during  the  I2[«oediog 

iteresting-ANYTHING  BUT  A  LIMBBIGK-and  if  the 

receive  a  FOOTBALL.    To  everv 
bottle  of  .MASON'S    COFFBB 


week.    Toucan  put 

or  Anything  elie  that  you  *hink  is  interesting- 

the  SIX  BBST  received  in  the  week  in  whlc 

be  or  she   Prlso-WlBBttr   or  not,   will   be  sent  a  samirfc    ..    _ 

Addr—  Poatcard  To«dayt    NBWBALL  A  MASON 


NOTTINOHAl 


DEAF? 


Any  doctor  who  thorongfaly  nndentands  DeafneM  wiU  tell  Toa  that  where  it  Is  accompanied  by  head 
noises,  the  drum  ii  pressed  inward  by  the  outside  pressure  of  air ;  the  stoppage  of  the  Enstacfaian  tnbet 
.  .  lofair-p  '^    '  .^     -  •  —..-.-...    . 


from  nose  and  throat  to  ears  causing  an  absence  0 


r-presiure  on  the  inner  tide  of  drum.    The  sUghtsit 


J 


variation  of  the  atmosphere  lurrounding  a  person  lalTefinK  fkt>m  this  DeafneM  cauaes  t-he  drum  to  more 
in  response  to  certain  sounds,  with  the  result  that  the  patient  has  "head  noises  "  corresponding  with  these  sounds  (titdi 

^.  — is  playing,  etc.).    Wam'i  Adjustable  Microphonss  have  a  thin  mica  diaphragm  (as  used  in  phonographs,  but  smaller  and 

thinner),  which  fits  in  the  outer  ear  and  so  catches  eoonds  which  do  not  easily  reach  the  ear-drum  itself  through  the  crooked  passsae  of  the  ear. 
rm-i.  ji-_i ___  V ._  .,_L.  ._  .         ..^ , , L-  . — .» *!_«— -_i "--*^-igmofa 


ezartly  as  it  does 
assSki  roarlns.  bands 

thinner),  which  fits  ii ., „ . 

Thin  diaphragm  can  be  made  tight  or  loose  (by  ecrewing  or  anscrewing  the  cap  securing  it.  same  as  tightening  a  dlaphnyrm 

re<-«i  ver  h  so  as  to  adjust  it  to  suit  the  tension  of  the  sunken  drum.  The  device  fitting  airtight  in  the  ear-pasMge.  the  vibration  of  dlaphrssm  it 
communiiated  to  the  drum,  and  the  outer  air-preasure  being  kepi  from  the  ear-drum,  it  vibrates  only  in  retponss  to  tuiual  sounds,  and  tbut 
prerents  the  fhlae  movement  of  the  drum  which  rauset  '  head  noises."  There  are  no  other  ear  devices  which  are  constructed  on  this  principle. 
The  prior  it  Two  Guinent  per  pair,  with  full  directiont  They  are  made  in  ivory  colour  and  are  not  rontpiruous,  ss  they  fit  easilv  inside  the 
Kordeafnetiwiih  diicharge  from  ears,  and  perforated  drums.  Wam't  Pneumatic  Drums  are  needed— tame  price.  Favourable  It 


.-     Kordeafneti  with  diicharge  from  ears,  and  perforated  drums,  Wam't  Pneumatic  Drums  are  needed— tame  price.  Favourable  letters  fmn 
M.  the  Qut^n  and  deaf-mutes  can  be  teen  by  anyone  tailing.    Interviews  (in  turn)  by  appointment.-  -.-^-     .~.    «-       .. 


-WAaa.  Bg8.  atwtlbrd  Bd..  ManchetUr. 
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pudding,  min 
It  takes  the  p 
digestible,  an 

-Atora 
refined. 
It  keeps 

Sold  in 
81 
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SUPERFLUOUS  HAIR 


!emaiiuaile  tflaoovery  that  will  InterMt  every  woman  with  euperfiuoue  hair, 
aafe  treatment  that  permanently  deetroye  the  roota,  fuiiy  deeertbed,  FREE  TO  ALL 

Hairy  women  need  no  longer  despair.  Out  of  the  mass  of  failures  has  come  a  grenuine  suc<ei*8.  Their 
iTiilghtlf  blemish  can  be  so  thoroughly  destroyed  that  they  themselTes  will  wonder  If  they  ever  rcalhr  had 
isflgiiring  hair.  The  Capillus  Mfg.  Company  are  in  sole  possession  of  a  marvallons  home  method  that 
emovet  superfluous  hair  for  erer.  It  goes  to  the  very  root  of  the  hair,  and  destrovs  its  life,  so  that  it  wiU  never 
row  again.  The  Company  want  it  understood  that  this  method  is  difTerent  entfrelr  from  the  maoy  powders, 
nions,  and  cosmetics  sold  that  only  remove  temporarily  and  hurt  a  delicate  skin,  while  this  new  method 
emoves  the  luiir  for  all  time,  and  is  slmpl*  and  harmlass.  It  is  a  home  treatment  that  any  lady  can 
aaily  use  in  her  private  apartments,  and  will  permanently  remove  superfluous  hair  without  pain. 

By  sending  your  name  and  address,  and  enclocing  stamp  to  pay  postage,  to  the  CaplIIas  Mfg.  Co.. 
965  Cantupy  Honsa,  905  Retfont  St.,  London,  W..  you  will  receive  a  full  description  of  this  simple 
and  remarkable  method,  which  will  enable  you  to  remove  all  superfluous  hair  at  home  at  a  very  slight  expense. 

The  description  is  posted  to  you  free  In  a  perfectly  plain  and  scaled  envelope,  and  you  should  hare  no  hesitancy  in  writing. 
You  will  )je  delightea  to  learn  now  easily  and  surely  superfluous  hair  can  be  permanently  and  painlessly  removed,  and  It  will 
pay  yon  to  writa  to-day.    Don't  naglaot  to  do  so. 


BARGAINS  IN  BEDSTEADS 


FOR  18  YEARS 

I  have  supplied  the  Public 
Direct  (without  the  aid  of  Shops 
or  Stores)  with  Bedsteads,  Wire 
Mattresses,  Bedding,  Cots, 
Curbe  of  every  description,  and 
general    Household    Furniture. 

Prompt  Daapatch 
Packed  rrea 
Carri«ipa  Paid 
Cash  or  inatalmonts 

Show  RooaiM : 
62,    MOOR 

CHARLES 


STREET. 

RILEY 


from   BIRMINGHAM 

THE    HOME    OP    THE    INDUSTRY. 

ALL    GOODS     SENT 

DIRECT  FROM 

FACTORY  TO  HOME, 

SAVINQ    MIDDLE 

PROFITS,    IN 

A  PERFECTLY  NEW 

CONDITION. 


(Desk    13),    Moor    Street,    BIRMINGHAM. 
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THE  GARDEN  IN  DECEMBER. 

Tiy   E.   T.   COOK,   Editor  of '' The  Garden." 


December  has  been  well  described  in  the  garden 
as  the  "  resting  month,"  but  when  the  days  are  bright 
—and  they  often  are  in  the  last  month  of  the  year — 
much  may  be  done. 

During  mild,  gracious  weather  make  up  for  lost 
time.  Beginners  in  gardening  have  an  unfortunate 
disposition — that  of  putting  off  until  to-morrow  the 
work  of  to-day.     This  is  fatal  to  perfect  success. 

Probably  the  roses  are  still  un planted ;  delay  no 
longer — and  the  same  may  be  said  of  the  bulbs,  of 
which  I  wrote  last  month.  Sometimes  delay  has  been 
inevitable,  and  to  comfort  those  unfortunately  placed 
I  may  say  delightful  results  have  come  from  planting 
daffodils,  tulips,  crocuses,  snowdrops,  and  wind  flowers 
even  on  the  eve  of  Christmas. 

The  flowers  are  later  in  opening  and  the  stems  do 
not  attain  their  normal  length,  but  they  will  still 
flutter  in  the  winds,  if  not  of  March,  of  April  and 
early  May. 

Digging  is  a  good,  wholesome  work  for  December, 
and  leave  the  soil  rough  for  a  time.  Snow  and  rain 
have  a  wonderful  sweetening  influence. 

Occasionally  a  tender  shrub  has  been  planted,  say 
an  Escallonia  ;  to  these  a  little  loose  litter  over  the 
roots  is  beneficial. 

This  reminds  me  that  many  things  require  pro- 
tection at  this  time.  Bulbs  spearing  through  the 
ground,  awake  before  their  time,  should  be  protected 
by  a  covering  of  leaf  mould ;  and  amongst  shrubs 
against  walls  that  need  shelter,  except  in  the  extreme 
South  of  England,  are  the  Escallonia,  Mexican 
Orange-flower  (Choisya),  Eucalyptus,  the  beautiful 
Abutilon  vitifolium,  Buddleias,  and  Ceanothuses. 
These  are  the  shrubs  I  often  see  in  quite  small 
gardens. 

Train  out  the  climbing  plants  on  walls  ;  these  are 
frequently  allowed  to  become  a  tangle  of  shoots,  with 
the  result  that  flowers  are  few  and  poor.  It  is  the 
old  wood  that  requires  cutting  away. 

In  the  evenings  a  list  or  lists  may  be  made  out  of 
the  flowers  and  vegetables  required  to  be  sown  in  the 
coming  spring. 

The  following  are  the  most  beautiful  of  the  annual 
flowers  :  Sweet  Pea,  China  Aster,  Marigold  Orange 
King,  Calliopsis,  Candytuft,  Cornflower,  Chrysan- 
themum tricolor  and  its  varieties,  Clarkia,  Chinese 
Pinks,  Extinguisher  flower  or  Eschscholtzia,  Godetia 
Duchess  of  Albany,  the  foamy  Gypsophila,  Sunflowers, 
Larkspurs,  Limnanthes  Douglasi— a  yellow  and  white 
flower  beloved  of  bees,  the  scarlet  Linum  grandiflorum 
rubrum.  Mallow,  the  lovely  Tree  Mallow  (Lavatera 
irimestris),  Mignonette,  Nasturtiums  or  Tropeeolums, 
the  exquisite  blue  Nemophila,  the  Love-in-a-Misi 
(Nigella  damascena  Miss  Jekyll),  Shirley  Poppies, 
I*hacelia  campanularia— one  of  the  bluest  of  annual 
flowers,  Salpiglossis,  Saponaria  calabrica  or  the  annual 
Soapwort,  Sweet  Sultan,  Virginian  Stock,  Night- 
Scented  Stock— for  its  delicious  fragrance,  and  the 
French  and  African  Marigolds. 

I  shall  refer  to  the  annual  flowers  again  in  the  spring. 

As  tree  and  shrub  planting  may  be  done  now,  a 
small  list  is  given  of  the  kinds  most  satisfactory  in  a 
small  garden,  whether  near  or  in  a  large  town  or  in 
the  country.  The  great  point  is  not  to  over-plant. 
Many  a  town  garden  is  almost  in  perpetual  shade 
through  too  many  trees,  and  when  these  overshadow 
living  rooms  the  trees  are  a  menace  to  health. 
Crimson-flowered  Thorn,  Almond,  the  Rose  Acacia 
(Robinia    hispida).    Guelder    Rose,    Laburnum,    the 


sweetly-scented  Mezereon — purple  with  bloom  in  the 
early  spring,  the  flowering  Currants  (Ribes) — especi- 
ally the  pretty  yellow  Aureum,  Pjtus  Malus  flori- 
bunda — one  of  the  most  charming  of  dwarf  trees, 
Siberian  Crab,  the  evei^reen  Euonymus  japonicus, 
Cotoneaster  frigida.  Magnolias,  the  Holly,  Fire- 
Thorn  (Crataegus  Pyracantha),  Aucuba  and  the 
variegated  Maple  (Acer  Negundo  variegata).  Such 
shrubs  as  the  Conifer  are  a  complete  failure  near 
large  towns,  and  so  generally  are  all  kinds  with  soft 
leafage,  as  this  offers  no  resistance  to  smoky  fogs. 

The  Privet  is  one  of  the  town  dwellers  closest 
friends,  apparently,  but  I  have  no  love  for  it ;  the 
leaves  are  a  monotonous  shade  of  green,  and  the 
creamy  flowers  unpleasantly  scented. 

This  is  the  season  to  plant  climbers  against  the 
house.  I  enjoy  the  tire-Thorn  against  stone,  but 
not  red  bricks — the  colours  clash.  Perhaps  the  most 
useful  of  all  is  the  V^irginian  Creeper  called  Muralis, 
which  clings  close  to  the  wall,  more  tightly  even  than 
the  famous  Veitchi.  The  common  Sweetwater  vine 
is  always  pleasant  to  see,  foliage  and  fruit  ha\'ing  a 
picturesque  beauty.  Then  there  is  the  Ivy,  the  best 
variety  being  Emerald  Gem,or  Green  as  it  is  also  called. 
Clematises,  Honeysuckles,  Jasmines,  the  Dutchman's 
Pipe  (Aristolochia),  Passion  Flower,  and  one  of  the 
newest  of  all  climbers.  Polygonum  baldschuanicum. 

No  notes  upon  gardening  in  December  would  be 
seasonable  witnout  some  reference  to  the  Christmas 
Rose,  the  beautiful  pearly  flower  of  the  festive  season. 
A  comer  in  my  garden,  where  the  sun  does  not  shine 
full  upon  it  the  whole  day,  is  a  ^weet  winter  picture. 
Tliere  the  waxy,  rose-flushed  flowers  peer  up  from 
the  abundance  of  dark  green  leaves,  but  the  way  to 
obtain  the  flowers  in  all  their  purity  is  to  let  them 
open  under  glass.  Lift  the  roots  when  the  buds  are 
showing,  put  them  into  a  bushel  basket  full  of  soil, 
and  transfer  to  a  warm  greenhouse.  It  is  astonisliing 
the  effect  the  heat  has  upon  the  plants.  The  whole 
process  is  simplicity  itself.  Altifolius  or  Maximus  is 
the  best  variety — it  has  the  merit  of  flowering  early  ; 
and  another  of  great  beauty  is  the  St.  Brigid. 

Bulbs  that  have  been  placed  in  a  cellar  or  dark 
cupboard  to  promote  their  growth  should  be  fre- 
quently examined.  When  the  leaves  surrounding  the 
incipient  flower  spike  are  about  two  inches  in  length, 
bring  the  pots  to  the  light.  This  also  applies  to  the 
bulbs  in  glasses. 

Room  plants,  such  as  the  Parlour  Palm  (Aspidis- 
tra), the  Aralia  Sieboldi,  Indianibber  plant  or  Ficus, 
the  useful  fern  named  Pteris  cretica  and  its  variegated 
variety  albo-lineata,  and  the  water-loving  Cyperus 
alternifolius,  all  excellent  plants  for  rooms,  must  not, 
during  the  winter  months  m  particular,  be  exposed  to 
cold  draughts.  It  is  also  necessary  to  sponge  the 
leaves  occasionally  with  tepid  water,  and  to  give 
water  at  the  same  temperature  as  near  as  passible  of 
the  room.  This  may  seem  to  the  beginner  needless 
"fussing,"  but  only  by  such  means  is  the  health  of 
the  plant  maintained. 

Chrysanthemums  may  still  be  in  flower  in  the 
greenhouse,  and  to  keep  the  flowers  unsullied  give 
plenty  of  air  in  the  house  when  the  weather  is  fine. 
Nothing  is  more  detrimental  to  the  beauty  of  the 
flowers  than  a  damp  atmosphere. 

The  gardener,  amateur  or  otherwise,  will  be  greatly 
helped  by  having  by  his  side  such  a  practical  book 
as  Kelway's  Manual  of  Horticulture.  It  may  be 
obtained  from  the  Nurseries,  Langport.  ^ 
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\'J    hORTiCULTURAL  ^^^^^^^^^H 

ire  Yott  Grotaing  Yoar  OWn  Fruit  ? 
If  Not,  Why  ? 


When  the  sweet,  crisp  flavour  of  a  good 
Apple,  a  melting,  juicy  Pear,  or  rich 
rlum  pleasantly  tickle  your   palate, 
do   not    think   such   Fruit  Crops 
are    impossible    to    you.       In 
and  close  to  towns,  as  well 
as    country,     York     Fruit 
Trees    have    demonstrated 
their    robust,   vigorous 
growth,  and  yielded  abun- 
dantly.      The    **  know 
how  "  at  York  Nurseries 
is   not   founded    on    the 
experiments  of  yesterday 
or  last  year.     It  is  the 
««,«»«ii;-^    knowledge   of 
les.     Write  for 
Catalogue  and 
it     produces. 


erie 


Prices 
from 


nth.  2/6,  6/. 
upwards. 


Phone :  6115  Avbmci. 


Also  Memorial  Wreaths. 


OSMOND'S, 


Itiigoodbecmuseitisriffht  Inrtantly  attached 
or  detached  from  wire.  Aocumulaton  remoTed 
for  recharging  without  preaent  difflculcj  of  un* 
•crewing  corroded  note.  Flrit  coet  only.  Can  be 
nsed  over  and  over  again .  N OT spoilt  in  t  he  tizing 
«<  Patent 


1906). 


Mo.     1.   HKh  TansloB,  Brass,  a/8  psv  bo«,  post  fMs. 
„  109.    Low  M  _..         1/8        M  •• 

M  lOSx.    M  ••  B.C««     11'         M  •« 

Sampls  AssovimsBt  (S  klads)  1/-        •«  tt 

From  all  leading  dealers,  or  direct— 
ERNEST    OSMOND,  Winchester  Works.   ■IRMINQHAM. 


There's  Goodness  In  tt-l 


Send  me  a  Sixpenny  postal  or<Ier 
and  bv  rrtarn  I'll  forward  jou  a 
_  generous  Mnple  of  the  Choic«at 

Pot  Still  Whisky  sTerdUtlUed.  Soit,  nsliow  anJ  oi 
eaauiaite  bouquet,  you'll  pro.laia  it  the  flnett  WuU^v 
yutt  baTC  ever  tastSMi. 

J9ha  Mmcarthur,  T«rbert,  ScotUnd. 
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RELIEF    FOR    PIANISTS. 

"  Practice  makes  perfect ''  is  a  maxim  which 
applies  to  few  pianists,  and  keyboard  practice 
succeeds  only  where  there  is  a  special  natural  gift. 
Has  Piano  practice  destroyed  your  love  of  music 
and  eaten  the  **  soul "  out  of  your  playing  ? 
Delightful  freedom  from  all  drudgery  is  secured 
by  adopting  the  well-known  System  of  Touch 
and  Technicjue,  **  From  Brain  to  Keyboard." 
How  this  is  imparted  by  post  is  fully  explained  in 
**  Light  on  Pianoforte  Playing,"  which  Mr.  J. 
Macdonald  Smith,  19,  Bloomsbury  Square, 
VV.C,  the  discoverer  of  the  laws  enabling 
players  to  dispense  with  technical  exercises, 
will  be  pleased  to  send  free  to  any  pianist. 


Have  you  seen 
page  27  ? 

Just  a  word  before  you  look 
at  it.    The  great  success  of 
the  Ceramic  Art  Co.'s  system 
of    supplying    China    direct 
is  largely  due  to  the   firm*s 
policy  of   showing    in    their 
advertisements  the  most  exact 
representation  of  their  goods 
it  is  possible  to  get.   If  readers 
are  made  to  see  clearly  what 
the  goods  are,  VALUE  MUST 
TELL  So  when  the  "  STRAND 
MAGAZINE"  made  it  possible 
to  reproduce  Crown    Pottery 
sets   in    the   exact   actual 
colours  the  opportunity  was 
taken    at    once.      Now    look 
at   page    27    and  see   there 
the    advantages    of     buying 
direct  from  the  Crown  Pottery. 


PERMANENT  CURE  GUARANTEED. 


Semi  Id.  Stamp  (to  cover  iiostAge)  for  Free 

Bo*»klet.  rontaining  full  jiartlrulars  of  my 

ELECTROLYSIS    HOME 

TREATMENT 

for    the    removal    of    iiu|)erfliiouB    hair. 

SucceM  guaranteed.     All  letters  treated 

confidentially. 

MADAME  TEN8FELDT, 

47.  Shanduiich  Place,  Edinburgh. 


\    IS 

Of  Skin  Tortured 
Disfigured  Babies 


SHOULD 

KNOW 

THAT 


Warm  Baths  With 

iticin;i 

And  gentle  anointings  with 
Cuticura,the  great  SlanCure; 
aflford  instant  relief,  permit 
rest  and  sleep,  and  point  to  a 
speedy  cure  of  torturing,  dis- 
figuring eczemas^  rashes, 
itchings^  and  irritations  of 
infants  and  children  when  all 
else  fails.  Guaranteed  abso- 
lutely pure,  and  may  be  used 
fi-om  tiie  hour  of  birth* 


Sold  throughout  the  world.  Depots:  London,  87 
Charterhouse  Sq.;  Paris.  6  Rue  de  la  Palx:  Austra- 
lia. R.  Towns  A  Oo»  Sydney;  India,  B.  K.  Paul.  Cal- 
cutta: China.  Hong  Kong  Drug  Co.:  Jai>an«  Maruya, 
Ltd..  Totdo:  Russia.  Ferreln  (Apteka)*  Moscow; 
South  Africa.  Lennon.  Ltd..  Cape  Town,  etc.:  U3A.. 
Potter  Drug  A  Chem.  Corp..  Sole  Props.,  Boston. 

■VPoswree.  Cutteora  Book  on  Care  ot  the  SUB* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


126 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


For   THE    MOST   CHARMING 

^  Appropriate  Christmas  Present 
see  the  Jaeger  "Pure  Wool''  Catalogue. 


The  Jaeger  Label  is  a  guarantee  that  the  article 
which  bears  it  is  of  the  best  quality  and  work- 
manship, and  that  it  is  designed  to  give 
protection  from  chill  or  other  illness,  while  the 
comfort  and  appearance  will  be  self-evident 


London— 126,  Regent  St..  W. 
456,  Strand,  Charing  Cro$8.  W.C 
30,  Sloane  Street,  S.W. 

115,  Victoria  Street,  S.W. 

(Close  to  A.  &  N.  Stores.) 
85  &  86,  Cheapside,  E.C. 


We  have  a  large  variety  of  Jaeger  Pure  Wool 

Specialties    on    view    suitable    for    Presents. 

•    .  Please   call   and   see   them.  .    . 


Iliiutrated  Price  List  &  Patterns  sent  free. 


|There  is  no  disappointment  with 


WINSGO 


Regd. 

Th9  Ideal  Fabric  for 
Ladles'  and  Children's 

MGHTORESSEI,  UIOEWOI,  te. 

Every  lady  shouM  try  "WInMO." 

Practioillj  unthrinkabl«  and  of  endlev 
WW :  iin|.rp>;e«  with  waahlng.  Writ*  for 
U»t  of  uMoUcited  testimoniab  and  dainty 
little  brochure.  •  What  ii '  Winsco '?"  lent 
poet  free  with  "  M  "  range  of  pattenu  on 
request. 

BMaUfnl  BmbroldttFlM  In  •  Wlnsoo  * 

I  from  6d.  p«r  yard. 

W^SMALL  A  SON,  North  BfHtga,  EDINBUBCH. 


-DRY  CLEANERS  S  DYERS 

T.  SHORTRIOCE  &  SON, 

THE  DYE  WORKS,  DUMFRIES,  N.B. 

specialities— hadx^'  Evening  Dresses,  Opera  Cloaks,  etc. 

and  Gentlrmen's  Suits  DRY  CLEANED- 
"  No  Unpicking. "  Goods  (o  Dye  Black  Specially  Attended  to. 
^_22!I!£L!^>Lf^rg^Po^t  or  Rail.     Carriage  Paid  one  wnv. 


A    NEW    CURE 
FOR    DEAFNESS 

A  gentleman  who  cured  himself  of  Deafness  and  Noises 
in  the  Head  will  send  particulars  of  his  Remedy  free  to 
all  readers  of  The  Strand  Mag.  Write  H.  Clifton, 
45,  Amberley  House,  35,  Waterloo  Road,  London,  S.  E. 
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VINOLIA 


Delightful 
Shopping. 


A    woman's    instinct    in 
shopping  tells   her    what 
to  buy*     If  her  purse  be 
heavy  her  heart  is  light 
when      selecting      those 
countless    articles    which 
become    her    home    and 
beauty*      A    light    purse 
makes  a  glad  heart  where 
Vinolia  is  concerned,  for 
this  delightful  soap  may 
be   purchased   at  a  price 
Within  the   reach    of  alL 


Premier,  4d. ;    Floral,  6d. ;    Medical,  8d. ; 
Toilet  (Otto),  lOd. ;    Vestal,  2/6 


SOAP. 
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Your  Presents  This  Gift  Time 

IT  With  every  Xmastide  comes  the  eternal  question — what 
is  the  best  gift  for  relative  and  friend — what  will  show  your 
regard  and  at  the  same  time  while  being  tasteful  and  tactful 
not  cost  too  much.  And  the  answer  comes  back  *'  Books/' 
Think  of  the  sheer  delight  of  a  good  book — light  to  handle, 
beautiful  to  look  at,  easy  to  read,  mind-refreshing  and 
exhilarating. 

^  In  the  following  pages  are  outlined  a  choice  of  books, 
suitable  for  every  age  and  taste,  for  connoisseur  and  child, 
appreciative  age  and  budding  innocence. 

^  First,  let  us  tell  you  of  that  fascinating  series  of  volumes 
— The  Library  of  Useful  Stories — sold  at  a  Shilling  each — well- 
printed  on  good  paper  and  strongly  bound  in  cloth. 

IT  Almost  every  conceivable  topic  is  touched  upon  in  this  interesting 
series — The  Library  of  Useful  Stones.  Each  topic  is  treated  exhaus- 
tively, yet  the  story  is  told  so  simply,  so  clearly,  that  you  are  fascinated 
and  enthralled  as  one  after  another  of  the  mysteries  of  modern  science 
is  revealed. 

U  If  you  are  interested  in  Bird  Life,  W.  P.  Pycraft  presents  you 
with  244  pages  of  ornithological  lore;  if  in  Animal  Life — read 
B.  Lindsay's  splendid  book ;  if  in  Wild  Flowers,  The  Rev.  Professor 
Henslow  has  a  big  volume  for  you.  Forest  and  Stream,  by  James 
Rodway,  F.L.S.,  will  prove  a  treat. 

U  Many  of  the  titles  are  alluring  in  themselves.  Think  of  the 
secrets  to  be  unfolded  in  such  books  as  A  Piece  of  Coal,  A  Grain  of 
Wheat,  The  Cotton  Plant — books  dealing  with  the  three  foremost 
industrial  necessities  of  modern  civilization.  What  better  present  for 
Boy  or  Girl  ? 

H  Send  to-day  for  descriptive  catalogue  of  this  splendid  series. 
You  will  be  surprised  at  its  scope.  You  are  sure  to  find  a  volume 
dealing  with  some  subject  in  which  you  are  particularly  interested — a 
big  book  for  a  shilling,  that  tells  you  all  the  story. 

Ask  your  Bookseller  or  ask  us  to  send  full  particulars 
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of  the  list  of  volumes  dealt  with  in  this  fascinating 
series. 

^  What  better  books  than  these  Science  Stories  for  a  boy  or  girl 
whose  mind  is  developing — how  much  better  than  trashy  fiction. 

1  Here  is  another  series  of  dainty  volumes — each  a  work  of  art  in 
itself,  so  delicate  and  neat  in  its  production.  They  are  known  as 
Newnes'  Thin  Paper  Classics;  are  sold  bound  in  cloth  at  the  price 
of  3/-,  and  in  limp  lambskin — that  recalls  the  bindings  of  a  bygone 
age — at  3/6,  The  volumes  are  splendid  specimens  of  the  printing 
art — in  sizes  6}  by  4  inch,  and  J  inch  thick.  Ask  your  bookseller  to 
show  you  them,  or  write  us  for  a  full  list. 

^  These  beautiful  little  volumes  typify  a  triumph  in  book  production. 
Printed  from  large  type  on  very  thin  paper,  yet  paper  specially  made  so  that 
the  printing  does  not  show  through,  as  with  so  many  thin-paper  editions. 
Each  volume  contains  a  frontispiece  in  photogravure,  on  Japan  vellum. 

^  Here,  then,  are  42  of  "  the  Classics " — ^42  masterpieces  that  the  long 
years  have  proved  to  be  worth  while — ^42  books  you  ought  to  own.  None 
of  the  family  can  be  too  old,  nor  scarcely  any  too  young,  to  find  in  them  a 
wealth   of  enjoyment. 
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^  If  you  have  friends,  who  love  beautiful. old  .things,  whether  for 
their  intrinsic  beauty  or  for  their  associations,  it  is  just  as  Well  that 
it  sliould  be  w^ith  understanding.  The  comprehensive  Library  of 
Applied  Arts  (tip;ht  interesting  volumes  at  7s.  6d.  each)  will  prove  a 
mine  of.  information,  enabling  you  and  them  not  only  to  talk  with 
authority  but  to  judge  with, discrimination. 

^  The  series  include  eight  volumes  as  follows  : — i,  Dutch  Pottery  and  Porcelain 
(\V..Frtcairn  Knowlcs);  2,"  Old  English  Furniture  (F.  Fenn  ard  B.  Wyllie) ;  3,  English 
Embroidery  (A.  F.  Kendrick) ;  4,  English  Table  Glass  (Perry  Bate);  5,  Old  Pewier 
(Malcolm  Bell);  6,  French  Pottery  (Henri  Frantz) ;  7,  French  Furniture  (Andre 
Saglio).;  8,  Sheffield  PlatJ  (Mrs.  B.  Wyllie). 

^  A  glance  at  this  list  will  show  you  that  here  at  hand,  and  at  very  reasonable  cost,  is 
a  series  of -books  that  will  appeal  strongly  to  the  Connoisseur  and  the  Collector.  The 
individual  authors  are  recognised  authorities,  and  present  for  your  perusal  a  Wealth  of 
historical  and  artistic  information  certain  to  be  interesting  and  instructive. 

^  They  are  fully  illustrated  with  reproductions  of  authentic  pieces,  exhibiting  the 
development  of  each  described  art.      Letterpress,  paper  and  binding  are  all  in  keepmg. 

•i  These  volumes  cost  7s.  6d.  a  volume,  and  considering  the  beauty  and  the  time  and 
labour  expended  in  their  production,  are  wonderful  value. 
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THINK  AMD  REASON  and 
USE  THEIR  COMMON  SENSE. 


FIGUROIDS 

Sikfely  remove  all  Superfluous  Fat  from  every  part  of  te  My,  aad  qaitt  Kettert  fKe  Figure. 

A  SCIENTIFIC  OBESITY  CURB 

DI9MVBRE9  TllROOeH  AH  ACaKNT,  whfle  rnaUag  Sdeatific  Investigatfoiia  hi  the  Laboratory. 


/ 


LPADN  HEDE  ^^^  ^*^  7*tl^i<^.o^.J*.  ^.'^J^-'^**   J.!  <«Asists  ot  millton  of  Httjt 


AdipoM  or  Fit  C«Us  filkd  witk  Pat  or  OU.    Amoae  Uu  C«lh  nrn  ItttU 

cMds,  tirMiA  which  the  partiolct  of  fit  arc  oirncd  Ia  tho  Uood  to  iad  Iron  the  CclU.  Ia  No.  1 
tht  TfTF  FiMFit  Cells  of  i  Stwit  tndividiiyl.  b  No,  9  somof  tl»  Pit  hM  pMscd  oot  of  each 

,«RiaallcraAaioistheiaiivMiil.  la  N<>.  5  they  m  ttti)  saaUw,  iaM,  Mrmii,  tad  m  is 

the  iadifUiaL     A  Itaaias  ears,  r<Ni  caa  mj.  «Mt  ^  ir"tf"5t!l"!V«R[!*l:^  ^^^ 

aad  atters  aad  en Alaates  it  frwi  the  hsdr.    This  is  exacUy  Cke  eftet  prsdaced  hy  PIGUIlOIDai 


Bloodvessels, 
issfcMra 
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OBESITY 

due  to  extra  fat  deposited  in  the  adipose  cells  amd 
watery  exudations  from  the  blood  between 
the  cells  aind  tist^ues. 

In  cases  of  Obesity  the  increase  in  weight  and  size  is  caused  both  by  the  extra 
fat  which  is  deposited  in  the  adipose  cells,  and  also  by  a  certain  amount  of  liquid 
whicsh  lies  among  and  between  the  adipose  cells  and  little  blood  vessels.  That 
liquid  is  the  watery  portion  of  the  blood  which  has  been  squeezed  out  by  pressure 
in  the  manner  described  in  the  next  paragraph. 


aBLOOOVeSSUy 

kfxrcea 

cmJCL£Ui, 
dCELL 


ADiPOSCOff  FAT  CELL 

mLLOFFXr,BULGWCfMT^ 

BLOOD  l/ESSOA  TftCRCer  CHECHING  CtfiCUt/mON OTBLOOa 

Diagram  No.  4. 
Look  at  Diagram  No.  4.  Note  how  some  of  the  adipose  cells  have  continued 
taking  in  and  storing  fat  until  they  are  so  dilated  that  they  press  outwards 
into  the  little  blood  vessels,  thereby  blocking  up  the  circulation,  and  making 
it  impossible  for  the  blood  to  pass  by.  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  blood  ia' 
constantly  passing  through  these  little  blood  vessels,  and  that  it  is  the  force  of 
the  heart's  action  which  keeps  it  moving  along.  When,  then,  some  of  those  little 
vessels  are  choked  up,  as  illustrated  in  Diagram  No.  4,  you  can  realise  that  the 
little  blood  vessels  must  become  dilated,  because  the  heart  is  forcing  the  blood 
into  one  end  of  it  and  it  is  blocked  up  at  the  other  end,  and  so  it  cannot  pass  through. 
The  vessel  becomes  more  and  more  dilated,  while  the  heart  still  continues 
trying  to  force  blood  into  it ;  then,  under  such  pressure,  the  watery  portion  of  the 
blood  is  squeezed  out  through  the  thin  walls  of  the  little  blood  vessel.  Remember 
that  those  walls  are  frequently  Td^ir  part  of  an  inch  in  thickness.  As  there  are 
thousands  of  these  little  blood  vessels,  which  are  blocked  up  by  the  very  full 
adipose  cells  in  stout  persons,  there  i§  often  a  great  deal  of  this  liquid  to  be  found 
among  the  adipose  cells,  that  is,  what  is  called  the  fat.  This  liquid  still  further 
increases  the  size,  weight,  and  discomfort,  and  aids  in  destroying  the  figure. 
It  is  because  of  this  watery  liquid  among  the  fat  cells,  and  the  fact  that  it  is 
easily  removed  by  purges  or  by  abstaining  from  drink,  that  so  many  unscientific 
and  often  harmful  preparations  are  offered  to  the  public  for  reducing  flesh, 
when  they  remove  only  this  liquid,  and  have  no  effect  whatever  on  the  actual  fat. 

EFFECTS  OF  OBESITY. 

Every  woman  has  a  layer  of  adipose  cells  just  under  the  skin  over  the 
whole  body,  besides  a  special  lot  about  the  waist  and  hips  and  the  throat 
and  bosom.  Men  have  a  special  layer  about  the  stomach  or  abdomen.  In 
obesity,  the  first  cells  to  take  up  and  store  fat  are  those  about  the  abdomen 
in  men  and  the  waist  and  hips  in  women,  that  is  why  they  lose  their  figures. 
Look  at  the  diagrams  again,  and  see  how,  as  the  adipose  cells  become  fuller 
of  fat,  they  swell  out  and  block  up  the  little  blood  vessels  and  check  the 
circulation  in  them,  causing  watery  exudation-  from  the  blood  vessels  among 
the  cells,  and  these  conditions,  together  with  the  deposits  of  fat  in  other  parts 
of  the  body,  cause  heart  palpitation,  shortness  of  breath,  redness,  and  excessive 
perspiration  about  the  face  and  a  shiny  state  of  the  skin.  With  these  conditions 
there  is  often  acidity  of  the  blood  and,  therefore,  Gout  and  Rheumatism. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


)£• 


(■     .4iJ  CO  O 

Ctf  o  o  51  3 


[?S 


S2o£ 
'£q|.2 


^  5  >  rt  c 
$  *  o  S  ^ 


•o£ 


iJo 


"O  t  -.  o 
S=  cs-o  o 
at.  ^  3-0 
•*=  «tf  •  -N  5 

5     .  J  Ctf  o 
S  O  tt*^  o 

4J  c  •  at  ^ 
o  «o  c  « 

rSLoSS 

U  •  *  o  *^ 

CD  £ .?  S  «^ 

•1 


O 


Benefits  through  takit^  Figoroids. 

You  have  learned  how  and  why  Figuruids  cure.  Now  one  of  the 
first  evidences  that  they  are  curing  is,  in  men,  the  reduction  in  the 
size  of  the  abdomen,  and  in  women  the  gradual  pestering  of  the  figure. 
Look  once  more  at  the  diagrams,  and  you  can  see  how,  as  those 
adipose  cells  grow  smaller,  the  circulation  must  be  freer,  and  so  the 
heart  will  work  easier,  and  palpitation  will  cease.  Shortness  of  breath 
will  disappear.  The  watery  portion  of  the  blood  that  was  squeezed 
outwards  from  the  vessels  gradually  goes  back  again.  The  acidity 
whicli  caused  gout  and  rheumatism  no  longer  gives  trouble.  The 
pressure  and  discomfort  throughout  the  body  grow  less  and  less* 
There  is  a  feeling  of  lightness  and  increasing  strength  as  the  tissuea 
are  toned  up  and  nourished.  Excessive  perspiration  as  well  as 
redness  and  the  shining  condition  of  the  skin  no  longer  giTes  trouble. 
The  nerve  centres  as  well  as  the  muscles,  etc.,  seon  give 
evidence  of  improved  nutrition,  so  that  a  general  tonio  effect  is 
experienced;  further,  the  tendency  to  a  return  of  obesity  is  lessened. 
It  must,  however,  be  remembered  that  a  broken  leg  perfectly  set  and 
united  may  be  broken  again ;  although  thoroughly  cured  of  a  severe 
cold  you  may  suffer  from  another  attack  at  a  later  date ;  a  cure  is 
always  in  reality  a  cure  of  ar>  existing  complaint  which  may  recur  and 
have  to  be  cured  again,  but  after  a  thorough  course  of  Figuroids  the 
tendency  to  obesity  is  lessened,  while  those  who  have  once  been  cured 
need  only  be  watchful,  and,  if  there  should  be  evidences  of  a  return, 
the  taking  of  an  occasional  bottle  of  Figuroids  will  always  ward  it  off. 

You  now  understand  this  so  well  that  you  can  esfplain  it 
scientifically  to  your  friends,  and  you  will  not,  after  you  have  once 
been  cured,  be  likely  to  forget  that  the  remedy  which  cured  you  was 
Figuroids.  Figuroids  act  first  in  reduci-ng  the  abdomen  in  men,  and 
the  waist  and  hips  in  women,  and  after  that  the  effect  is  gradually 
observed  throughout  the  body,  while  the  extra  fat  which  is  deposited 
upon  different  internal  organs  is  also  removed.  Heart  palpitation, 
whicfe  is  caused  by  the  deposit  of  extra  fat  on  the  surface  of  the  heart, 
and  also  by  the  obstruction  to  the  circulation  as  already  described, 
gradually  disappears,  and  with  it  the  shortness  of  breath.  In  the  free 
booklet,  which  we  will  send  you  on  request,  these  subjects  are  fully 
and  scientifically  explained.  Through  utter  ignorance  certain  Anti-fat 
preparations  are  advertised  to  cure  Fatty  Degeneration  of  the  Heart, 
the  advertisers  evidently  having  no  knowledge  of  the  proper  treatment 
of  obesity,  they  thus  advertise  because  they  imagine  the  word  "fatty" 
in  this  connection  has  its  usual  meaning.  It  is  dangerous  as  well  as 
ignorant  advice.    Our  free  booklet  explains  this  important  matter. 

./(5X  FIGUROIDS  K£k. 

are  sold  in  the  form  of  effervescing  tablets,  with  the  same  "Figuroids" 
stamped  on  each  tablet.  Each  tablet  is  then  wrapped  in  pure  silver 
paper,  on  which  the  word  "Figuroids"  is  printed,  and  put  up  in  bottles. 
There  are  two  sizes  :  the  2/9  size  contains  one  week's  treatment,  and 
the  11/-  size  contains  one  month's  treatment.  There  are  no  trouble- 
some diet  restrictions.  Full  directions  will  be  found  on  each  bottle. 
Figuroids  are  more  pleasing  taken  in  soda  water  than  plain  water, 
but  the  effect  is  the  same. 

Send  for  Free  Booklet 

which  lives  full  scientific  explanations,  and  which  also  explains  how  the  Accident  in  the 
Laboratory  led  to  the  experiments  which  resulted  in  the  Discovery  of  Fi«ttreids,  snd 
which  fully  explains  Obesity  and  the  only  method  of  really  curlnc  it.  - 

or 

Sold  by  all  Chemists  and  Stores,  or  direct  from 

THE  FIGUROID  CO., 

ATLANTIC  HOUSE,  4«a.  HOLBOBN  VIADUCT,  LONDON,  EX, 
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will    be    glad    to    know  that 

"Antexema"  will  cure  you. 

Not  only  so,  bi^.t  the  moment 

**Antexema"  touches  the  bad   place    the    irritation 

immediately  stops  and 

Your  Cure  will  have  Commenced. 

The  "  A ntexema"  treatment  is  a  medical  treat- 
ment, and  was  the  discovery  of  a  leading  doctor  who 
made  a  special  study  of  skin  ailments  and  their  cure. 
**Antexema"  is  not  a  greasy  ointment,  but  a  milky- 
looking  liquid,  and  when  gently  applied  to  the  skin 
it  is  almost  immediately  alisorbea,  and  its  healing 
virtueH  begin  their  beneficent  work.  Whilst  this 
is  going  on  the  affected  part  is  covered  by  a  sort  of 
invisible  artificial  skin,  which  protects  it  from  germs 
and  injury.  **Antexema"  should  be  immediately 
applied  to  scratches,  cuts,  pimples,  or  broken  skin, 
because  it  is  through  these  channels  that  the  germs 
of  disease  and  blood-poisoning  enter  the  system. 
The  antiseptic  proi)erties  of  "Antexema"  are  there- 
fore of  the  greatest  value,  as  they  disarm  the  germs 
and  render  them  powerless  for  mischief.  If  your 
skin  illness  is  due  to  impurity  of  the  blood,  whilst  you 
are  applying  * '  Antexema  "  outwardly  you  should  also 
take  "Antexema  Granules"  internally,  as  they 
embody  valuable  blood-purifying  elements. 


AU  Nurses  know  that  "  Antexema  "  is  wonderfully 
successful  for  the  cure  of  all  Skin  troubles. 


in  instances  in  which  a  core 
seemed  out  of  the  questkm 
and  all  hope  had  been  aban- 
doned. *' Antexema"  came  on  the  scene  and 
carried  away  as  if  by  magic  all  the  troable,  and 
the  former  sufferer  has  now  as  clear  and  spotkM 
a  skin  as  anyone  could  wish  for.  You  would  be 
interested  in  seeing  the  letters  of  grateful  thanks 
we  receive  from  those  who  in  the  past  suffered  akin 
martyrdom.  Why  not  personally  test  the  remedy  that 
works  such  wonders  ?  We  are  anxious  to  convince  vou 
that  **  Antexema  "  will  cure  YOU,  and  we  therefore 
offer  you  a 

Generous  Free  Trial 

All  Chemists  and  Stores  supply  "Antexema"  at  la.  lid. 
and  2s.  9d.,  or  post  free,  direct  in  plain  wrapper,  for 
Is.  3d.  and  2s.  9d.  **  Antexema"  can  lie  obtained  of 
chemists  in  Australia,  New  Zealand,  Canada,  South 
Africa,  India,  and  all  British  Dominions.  Fill  in 
Coupon,  or  write  and  mention  The  Stband  Magazini^ 
enclose  three  penny  stamps  for  a  copy  of  our  popular 
handbook,  "  Skin  Troubles,"  and  we  will  send  you  a 
Free  Trial  of  "Antexema,"  also  of  ** Antexema 
Granules,"  the  wonderful  blood  purifier.  Send  to  the 
Antexema  Company,  83,  Castle  Road,  London,  N.W., 
immediately  you  have  read  this. 


QU/CKir  R£U£V£S\ 
AND  PAP/DIYCUPfA 


SPECIAL    I   Name. 
TRIAL       I   Address. 

COUPON 


[  Fill  in  coupon,  endoae 
[  thrM  pennj  suunp*  for 
\  f&milj   hkudhouk.  and 
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Special  Poilde*  for 

DOMESTIC  SERVANTS,  SHOP  ASSISTANTS, 
CLERICAL  STAFF,  Ao. 


I 


Date 

Postal  Orders  should  be  made  payab 
Accident  and  Guarantee  Corporal 
and  crossed. 


PLEASE    WRITE  PLAiMLY. 


Old  you  say  Iron? 

If  you  did,  and  are  about  to  adopt 
the  latest,  cheapest,  most  sanitary, 
and  most  artistic  and  decorative  of 
all  styles  of  Furnishing — the  employ- 
ment of  iron  wherever  possible — you 
will  be  interested  in 


Iron  Goods 

which  will  give  you  the  widest  range 
of  choice  in  everything  that  is  manu- 
factured out  of  iron,  with  the 
assurance  of  the  highest  possible 
quality  and  workmanship,  the  most 
artistic  designs,  the  lowest  initial  cost, 
and  the  greatest  durability. 

The  best  way,  therefore, 
when  you  mean  Iron  is  simply 
to  say  '  CARRONV  Thus  you 
will  settle  the  matter  to  your 
complete  satisfaction. 

All  Ironmonyers  supply  Carron  fioods. 

Oarron  Ranges,  Carron  Gratea, 

Oarron    Mantels,    Carron    Cookers 

(for  Cas  or  Steam),  Carron  Baths, 

and    Carron   Indoor  and  Outdoor 

Furnishings  of  every  kind  :    :    :    : 

Send  for  Catalogues  of  anv  class  of  Ironwork  you 
require. 

CkRRON  ConPA^y 

CARRON,    8TIRLINQ8HIRK. 

A  complete  assortment  of  Carron  Manufactures  is  on  view 
at  any  of  the  following  Showrooms : — 

London  (City)  15,  Upper  Thames  Street, 
E.C.  ;  (West  End)  23,  Princes  Street, 
Cavendish  Square,  W.  ;  Liverpool— 22-30, 
Red  Cross  Street ;  Manchester — 24,  Brazen - 
nose  Street ;  Bristol — 10,  Vicioria  Street  ; 
Newcastle-on-Tyne — 13,  Prudhoe  Street  ; 
Glasgow— 125,  Buchanan  Street  ;  Birming- 
ham—218,  220,  222,  Corporation  Street; 
Dublin— 44,  Grafton  Street. 
CARRON  LINE  of  First-Class  Screw  Steamers  between 
London  and  Scotland  Four  Sailings  per  week  each  way. 
Saloons  and  Cabins  amid  ships.  Luxurious  Coast 
Travel  at  cheap  rates.  Send  for  particulars  and  Tourist 
Programme  free.  ♦• 
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the  very  first  signa  that  your 

ftkin  i«  becoming  unhealthy. 

But  probably,  even  now,  you 

are  suffering  from  some  skin 

ailment,  and  in  that  case  you 

will    be    glad    to    know  that 

"Antexema"  will   cure  you. 

Not  only  so,  biTt  the  moment 

"Antexema"  touches  the  bad    place    tl. 

immediately  stops  and 

Your  Cure  wilt  have  Comme 
The   "Antexema"   treatment    is  a   i' 
ment,  and  was  the  discovery  of  a  Ica^i 
made  a  special  study  of  skin  ailments  n 
"Antexeraa"  is  not  a  greasy  ointiiu  it 
looking  liquid,   aud  when  gently  app 
ft   is  almost   immediately   al)Sorbetl. 
virtues    begin     their    beneficent    w«.r 
^  Roing  on  the  affected  part  is  <« 
invisible  artificial  skin,  which  protect h 
•nd   injury.       "Antexema"    shouM 
•Pplied  to  ficratohes,    cuts,  piinj^!- 
*>ecau8e  it  ia   through  these  chain 
°^   disease     and     blood-poisoniuc;   • 
J^e  antiseptic   proi>erties  of    'A.. 
'ore  of  the  greatest  value,  as  ti. 
and   render    them    powerlass    f.  » 
•Kin  iiJness  is  due  to  impurity  of  * 
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Newnes'  Six^nny  Novels  ...  134 

Newnes'  Thin  Paper  Classics  •  ...  133 

Real  Diabolo  136 

Romantic     Stories     of     Famous 

Families 136 

Saturday  Westminster       54 

Tit-Bits         90 

Vir  Publishing  Co.  140 

Wamc,  F.,  &  Co 129 


8CWIMQ    A    KNITTING 
MACHINES. 


Atlas  Machine         

Automatic  Knitter  Ca,  Ltd. 

Foster  Knitter         

Frbter  &  Rossmann's 

Harrison  Knitter     

Sewing  Machine  Co. 
Singer  Sewing  Machine    ... 


SOAP. 


...  X12 

...  92 

...  124 

...  126 

...  19 

...  106 

...  49 


Cuticura  Soap 
Erasmic  Soap 
Lever  Bros.,  Ltd. 
Pears'  Soap 
Vinolia  Soap... 


SPORTS    OUTFITTERS. 

Merigold  Bros. 


Bright  &. Son 
Empire  Stamp  Co.... 
Rhodes,  James 
Whitfield  King  &  Co. 


STATIONERY,  Etc 

Atkinson,  T 93 

Heath,  John  (Pens)           7 

McMeekin,  Malcolm  E 46 

Mordan's  Pencils 76 

Porter,  R.  G.  (Notepaper)          ...  88 

Senior  &  Co.           137 


STOVES,    Etc. 

Candy  &  Co.,  Ltd 32 

Clark^s  Stoves          139 

Coalbrookdalc  Co 115 

Rippingille's  Stoves          68 


SWEETMEATS, 

OONPECTIONERY,  Etc 

Callard  &  Bowser's  Butter-Scotch  iot 

Fry's  Milk  Chocolate        22 

Mackintosh,  J.,  Ltd 72 


TAILORS   AND   OUTFITTERS. 

Hamilton,  John,  &  Co.     68 

Watts,  John 54 


TOBACCO  AND  PIPES,  Etc 

Godfrey  Phillips  &  Cou     117 

Luntin  Mixture       127 

Masta  Pipe  Co 54 

Wright,  F 86 


TOILET. 


...  125 

Alexandre,  S.  T.,  "Shadeine" 

...      6 

7 

Allen,  Mrs. 

...    90 

In.set 

Antexema      

...  142 

Cover,  4 

Bates'  Frizzeita       

...  127 

...  128 

Bond,  Mme.  S 

...  141 

Calox  Tooth  Powder 

..•     39 

Calvert's  Tooth  Powder    ... 

...     77 

Capillus  Mfg.  Co 

...  119 

Capsuloid  Co 

Inset 

...     56 

Cr.-iven-Burleigh,  J. 

•••     93 

Crfeme  Simon           

...     59 

Dixon,  S.  T.  (Mousia)      /.. 

...   no 

Dr.  Harlan's  Beauty  Cup... 

...  112 

Eki  wards'  Harlene 

9 

Elise,  Mme.  T 

...     60 

...     82 

Hills  Hongroise     

Hosezene  Co.           

...     18 

...  112 

12 

•••     54 

Icilma            

...     45 

...     64 

Mene  Sanitarj'  Towels      ... 

...     98 

Necroceinc 

No.  .^71 1  Eau  de  Cologne... 
Nottmghain  Perfumery  Co. 

Oatine  

Osborne,  Bauer,  &  Cheeseman 

Peralia  

Silky  Fibre  Handkerchiefs 
Southalls'  Sanitary  Towel 
Sozodont  Tooth  Powder   ... 
"  Spoon  Shave  "  Mfg.  Co. 

Tatcho  

Taylor  &  Co.  

Tensfcldt,  Mme.      

Vaseline        


PACK. 
...     I»S 

:::  g 

...  97 
...  46 
...  89 
...  66 
6 
...  141 
66 


1^5 
53 


TYPEWRITERS     AND     ACCES- 
SORIES. 


Blickensderfer  Typewriter 
Smith  Premier  Type\fcTitcr  Co. 
Taylor's  Typewriters 


UMBRELLAS. 

Stanworth  &  Co. 


WATCHES  A  JEWELLERY, 

Ben.son,  J.  W.,  Ltd 

Davis,  v.  H 

Edgcumbe,  S. 

Fear's 

Graves,  J.  G.,  Ltd 

Grenfell,  Frazier,  &  Ca 

Hylands,  Ltd 

Ingersoll,  R.  H.,  &  Bro. 

Manufacturing  Jewellers'  Ca 

Masters,  Ltd 

Samuel,  H 17  & 

Waltham  Watch  Ca         

White,  H.,  Manufacturing  Ca  .. 


1^4 

80 


18 


Etc 

..  116 
..  64 
..  116 

■■     44 
12 

..     87 

•  7 
..  115 
..     20 

Inset 
.  61 
.     IS 


WATERPROOFS,  Etc 

Parker's         


60,  8a 


WINES    A    SPIRITS,    Etc 

Bailey,  Clark,  &  Ca         S8 

Black  and  White  Whwky 106 

Cambus  Whisky       50 

Campsie  Glen  Whisky  Co.,  Ltd.  137 

Dickson's  Whiskies            62 

Dixon's  Port            72 

McArthur,  J.           i2r 

McConncll,  J.  &  J.            140 

McNish,  R.,  &  Ca           56 
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Books  for  Cliristmas  Presenk 


THE    BRUSHWOOD    BOY. 

By  RUDYARD  KIPLING.  With  Illus- 
trations  in  Colour  by  F.  H.  TOWN- 
SEND,    e^m 

NEW    BSm    NOVELS. 

THE   STOOPING   LADY. 

By  MAURICE  HEWLETT.  A  Novel 
of  English  Life  in  the  days  of  George  IV. 

ARETHUSA.  By  F.  Marion  Crawford. 

A  Story  of  Constantinople,  with  Carlo 
Zeno  as  the  chief  character. 

THE   FRUIT   OF  THE   TREE. 
By   EDITH   WHARTON. 

THE   ANGEL  OF   FORGIVENESS. 
By   ROSA  N.    CAREY. 


LEAVES  FROM  THE  NOTE-BOOKS 

OF  LADY  DOROTHY  NEVILL. 

Edited  by  RALPH    NEVILL.        With 

Photogravure  Portraits.     iSSm  net. 

Th$  DaUg  Maif:  "  The  new  Tolome  is  ftill  of  anecdote*,  full  of 

cherming  memoriee,  ch&nningly  related,  and  it  is  aafe  to  aaj  will 

have  a  wide  aaie This  witty  and  alluring  book  wiU  find  a 

multitude  of  readers.  One  takes  leave  of  its  attractive  pages  with 
gguinyUjpet/^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

THE    MAN-EATERS    OF    TSAVO, 

And  other  East  African  Adventures.  By 
LIEUT.-COLONEL  J.  H.  PATTER- 
SON, D.S.O.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. 7Sm  Sdm  net 
Th$  WmtmxKiittT  Oaaette :  "  We  have  not  read  for  a  long  time  a 
more  thrilling  narrative  than  that  set  forth  in  '  The  Man-eaters 

OLD    SPANISH    MASTERS. 

Engraved  by  TIMOTHY  COLE.  With 
Historical  Notes  by  CHARLES  H. 
CAFFIN,  and  Comments  by  the  Engraver. 
Imperial  8vo,  3tSm  Sti»  net. 


Illustrated  by  Hugh  Thomson. 


SCENES    OF   CLERICAL   LIFE. 
By  GEORGE   ELIOT.     6Sm 

HENRY   ESMOND. 

By  W.  M.  THACKERAY.     With  an  In- 
troduction by  AUSTIN  DOBSON.    BSm 

EVELINA ;  or,  The  History  of  a  Young 
Lady's  Entrance  into  the  World.  By 
FANNY  BURNEY.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  AUSTIN   DOBSON.     6Sm 


SILAS    MARNER. 

By  GEORGE   ELIOT.     BSm 

NEW    EDITION    OF    fRANFORD. 

With  all  the  Illustrations  in  Colour. 

CRANFORD.       By      Mrs.       Gaskell. 
3s »   net. 

HIGHWAYS      AND      BYWAYS      IN 
KENT.     By  Walter  Jerrold.  6sm 


Dainty  Gift  Books  in  Leather  &  Cloth. 

Pocket  Editions.     Fcap.  Svo.     Cloth^  2s.  net.     Leather^  35.  net, 

THE    NOVELS    OF    SCOTT    (25  vols.).         DICKENS   (14  vols.). 
THACKERAY   (7  vols.). 


Cloth, 


Illustrated  Pocket  Classics. 


Leather, 

3s.  "et 


This  series  consists  of  many  favourite  works,  illustrated  by  artists  of  distinction, 
such  as  Hugh  Thomson,  Randolph  Caldecott,  C.  E.  Brock,  Chris  Hammond, 
&c.  It  includes  the  novels  of  Jane  Austen  and  Maria  Edgeworth,  "  Cranford," 
"Our  Village,"  "  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  "  Old  Christmas,"  "Bracebridge  Hall,"  etc. 


Cloth, 
2s.net 


Complete  Works  of  Tennyson.  5  vols. 


Leather, 

3S.net 


I.    Juvenilia  and   English  Idylls— II.    In  Memoriam,  Maud,  and  other 
PoeMS— III.  Ballads  and  other  Poems— IV.  Idylls  of  the  King.— V.  Dramas. 


Cloth, 

2S.6d.net 


The  Pocket  Hardy,  isvois. 


Leather, 

3S.  6d.  net 


The  Novels  and  Poems  of  Thomas  Hardy  are  issued  in  plum-coloured  cloth  and 
leather  bindings.    The  books  are  identical  in  size  with  the  various  series  mentioned  above. 

Fuller  particulars  of  these  and  other  books  suitable  for  presentation  will  be  given  on  application  to 

"S"Dept.,    MACMILLAN    &    CO.,   Ltd.,   St.  Martin's  Street,  London,  W.C. 
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The   Aristocracy 

of  Healtli. 

*Our  Health  Aristocrat,  who 
is  strong,  self-reliant,  successful, 
influential,  long-lived,  and  happy, 
finds  that  the  continuance  of  youth 
depends  largely  on  Self;  that 
old  age  is  what  we  make  it;  that 
normal  health  is  the  richest  prize 
of  existence,  and  that  this  world 
is  made  for  health  and  happiness.' 

—HENDERSON. 

END'S  FRUIT  SALT 

with  its  refreshing:  and 
I  n viiforati  ns:  qualities,  taken 
as  occasion  requires,  will, 
in  conjunction  with  a  simple 
diet  and  plenty  of  exercise, 
help  to  make  and  keep  you 
Healthy,  Hardyi  and  Happy. 


'  Self-  reverence,    Self-  knowledge,   Self-  control, 
These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power.' 

—TENNYSON. 


OhX}^\OHn— Examine  the  Capsule  and  see  that  it  is  marked  ENCS   'FRUIT  SALT,* 
otherwise  you  have  the  sincerest  form  of  flattery — IMITATION, 


Cx 


Pkkpared  only  dy 

J.  C.  EHO,  Ltd.,  'FRUIT  SALT'  WORKS,  LOUDON,  S.E.,  by  J.  C.  ENO'S  Patent 
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